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tude,  whose  hallelujahs  were  so  soon  to  be  exchanged 
for  the  ejaculations  of  "  Away  with  Him  !  crucify  Him  !" 
Yet  in  token  that  the  psalm  of  thanksgiving  and  the 
anthem  of  praise  should  be  acceptable  under  the  system 
of  worship  He  came  forth  to  constitute,  His  virgin 
mother  was  inspired  to  sing  of  the  glory  of  His  reign ; 
and  in  the  immediate  prospect  of  His  sufferings,  at  the 
paschal  supper,  He  sung  a  hymn  with  His  disciples.  To 
His  people  in  every  age  it  was  to  be  enjoined  that  they 
should  "  in  psalms,  and  hymns,  and  spiritual  songs,"  sing 
and  "  make  melody  "  in  their  hearts  to  the  Lord. 

The  zeal  of  the  Christian  Fathers  was  manifested  in 
their  love  of  the  Divine  hannonies.  Many  hymns  of 
the  Latin  Church  are  still  treasured  as  the  noblest  be- 
quests of  the  times  wherein  they  were  written.  During 
the  middle  ages,  when  the  Church  seemed  to  have  sunk 
into  a  profound  slumber,  the  occasional  aspiration  of 
sacred  numbers  proved  almost  the  only  sign  tlut  the 
light  had  not  been  finally  extinguished.  Long  before  the 
era  of  Reformation,  congregational  praise-giving  had 
ceased ;  yet  the  hymns  used  in  the  choral  services  testi- 
fied, to  the  learned  at  least,  as  to  the  heartfelt  worship 
which  alone  is  acceptable  to  God. 

When  Luther  had  successfully  protested  against  the 
errors  of  the  Roraisli  faith,  that  illustrious  Reformer  be- 
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btowed  on  the  Protestant  Church,  as  his  first  gift,  a  book 
of  praise — hymns  and  music — composed  by  himself. 
Calvin,  and  the  other  leaders  of  the  Reformation,  like- 
wise encouraged  the  people  to  congregational  singing. 
It  is  one  of  the  foundation  stones  of  the  Church  of 
England,  that  any  psalm  or  hymn,  founded  on  Holy 
Scripture,  may  be  sung  by  congregations.  Nonconformist 
Churches  have  been  especially  attached  to  the  use  of 
hymns. 

In  the  secret  experience  of  believers,  the  influences  of 
Divine  song  have  been  attested  in  every  age.  The 
forthgivings  of  the  sacred  lyre  have  sustained  converts  in 
renouncing  all  for  the  Gospel's  sake,  have  comforted 
apostles  "  in  the  inner  prison,"  and  strengthened  martyrs 
amidst  the  flames.  The  anthem  of  praise  has  gladdened 
the  sorrowful,  and  cast  on  the  wounded  spirit  the  balm 
of  consolation.  In  the  chamber  of  sickness,  when  even 
the  soothing  voice  of  aflection  has  become  irksome,  and 
the  memory  has  almost  lost  its  power,  the  counte- 
nance of  the  dying  has  glowed  with  joy  on  the  repetition 
of  cherished  hymns.  The  hymns  acquired  in  childhood 
prove  the  only  friends  which  survive  to  comfort  old  age. 

A  great  impulse  has  lately  been  imparted  to  hymno- 
logical  studies.  Collections  of  hymns  are  constantly 
being  issued,  and  persons  endowed  with  the  gift  of 
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song  are  consecrating  their  genius  to  the  service  of  the 
sanctuary. 

The  Editor  of  the  present  work  has  endeavoured  to 
I  provide  a  Collection  suitable  for  all  the  Churches.  In 
accomplishing  his  design,  he  has  devoted  himself  to 
three  departments, — ^the  presentation  of  approved  and 
classical  hymns,  the  restoration  of  the  original  texts, 
and  the  assignment  of  each  composition  to  the  proper 

author. 

Respecting  the  first  department,  the  Editor  has,  by 
arranging  the  hymns  under  their  several  authors,  in 
alphabetical  order,  avoided  the  difficulty  attendant  on 
procuring  h3anns  suitable  to  particular  occasions,  which 
has  led  not  a  few  of  his  predecessors  to  the  adoption 
of  compositions  unworthy  of  a  place  in  the  national 
psalmody.  He  has  made  his  selections  with  the  utmost 
care,  and  has  only  inserted  those  compositions  which 
seemed  to  combine  devotional  fervour  with  poetical 
excellence. 

The  restoration  of  the  original  texts  has  proved 
a  task  singularly  arduous.  Nearly  every  hymn,  which 
has  been  adopted  by  compilers,  has  been  altered  or 
mutilated.  These  textual  interferences  have  occurred 
with  the  most  untiring  persistency,  and  in  quarters  alto- 
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gether  unexpected.  Only  in  rarest  instances  have  the 
alterations  proved  to  be  Improvements.  As  a  rule,  the 
innovations  have  marred  the  harmony,  destroyed  the 
rhythm,  and  even  altered  the  sense  of  the  original 
writers. 

The  task  of  restoration  would  have  been  simple,  had 
the  latest  or  best  editions  of  the  different  authors  been 
readily  attainable.     But  it  has  been  otherwise.    Though 
the  Editor  has  enjoyed  advantages  which  were  certainly 
never  before  possessed  by  any  compiler  of  sacred  song, 
he  has  frequently  had  to  search  for  a  course  of  years  for 
particular  originals.     His  researches  were  commenced  in 
1857  ;  and  though  he  cannot  accuse  himself  of  any  lack 
of  diligence,  he  has  been  enabled  to  procure  some  ori- 
ginal readings,  only  as  these  pages  have  been  passing 
through  the  press. 

In  the  department  of  authorship,  the  Editor  has  pro- 
vided brief  memoirs  of  the  hymn-writers,  and  these  Often 
from  original  sources  of  information.  He  has  ascer- 
tained the  authorship  of  many  h)anns,  hitherto  of  un- 
determined origin,  and  has  assigned  to  the  veritable 
writers  compositions  heretofore  ascribed  to  others. 

These  researches,  may,  in  the  estimation  of  some, 
be  but   of  small  value.     By  every  true  lover  of  our 
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national  hymn  literature,  the  Editor  feels  other  senti- 
ments will  be  entertained.  AVliat  reader  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture is  content  to  know  that  certain  passages  which 
especially  edify  him,  are  contained  someiuhcrc  in  the  in- 
spired volume  ?  Does  he  not  rejoice  to  associate  those 
precious  texts  with  the  particular  writer, — whether  pro- 
phet, or  evangelist,  or  apostle, — as  well  as  with  his  cir- 
cumstances at  the  period  when  his  inspired  utterances 
were  given  forth?  In  like  manner  does  the  Christian 
believer  seek  to  possess  every  fragment  of  Divine  truth  \ 
he  could  not  bear  an  abridgment  of  the  sacred  word. 
Modem  hymn-writers,  though  not  inspired  like  the  sweet 
singer  of  Israel,  have  generally  been  persons  of  enlarged 
Cliristian  views.  To  their  lyres  they  have  sung  of  Christ, 
as  they  personally  experienced  Him.  No  curtailed  or 
interpolated  expression  of  such  deep  and  genuine  feeling 
can  be  acceptable  to  those  who  appreciate  the  tones  of 
the  Gospel  harp.  Surely  it  is  well  that  in  one  work, 
at  least,  the  unabridged  compositions  of  the  British 
hymn-writers  should  find  a  resting-place. 

From  many  unpublished  hymns  offered  for  his  accept- 
ance, the  Editor  has  selected  those  which  he  conceived 
worthy  of  a  place  in  a  national  collection.  Disappoint- 
ment may  be  experienced  by  some  readers,  at  not  find- 
ing in  these  pages  lyrics  which  they  have  long  remem- 
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bered  with  interest  Yet  it  may  be  found,  on  a  careful 
examination,  that  no  truly  classical  British  hymn  has 
been  omitted. 

Consequent  on  the  operations  of  editors,  the  opening 
stanzas  of  many  of  the  best  hymns  have  been  stmck 
off,  so  that  the  original  compositions  are  not  recogni- 
sable by  ordinary  readers.  Thus  Bakewell's  beautiful 
hymn,  beginning — 

"  Hail !  Thou  once  despisM  Jesus," 

is,  in  many  compilations,  commenced  with  the  second 
stanza — 

**  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed." 

And    Keble's   Evening  Hymn  has  been  so  freciuently 
begun  with 

**  Sun  of  my  soul !  Thou  Saviour  dear  I" 

the  opening  line  of  the  third  verse,  that  the  two  preced- 
ing verses  have  ceased  to  be  familiar. 

The  Editor  has  introduced  a  few  American  hymn-^vriters, 
on  account  of  their  particular  compositions  having  been 
so  extensively  used  in  this  country,  and  consequently  so 
much  identified  with  the  national  lyre.  Translations,  or 
versions  of  ancient  and  foreign  hymns,  have  generally 
been  excluded,  as  not  falling  within  the  scope  of  the 
publication.     In  the  Appendix  are  presented  the  me- 
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moirs  and  compositions  of  seven  hymn-writers,  re- 
specting whom  satisfactory  information  could  not  be  ob- 
tained in  time  for  the  alphabetical  arrangement.  Three 
anonymous  hymns  have  likewise  been  included  in  the 
Appendix.  To  the  Notes  at  the  close  of  the  volume  the 
reader  is  referred  for  some  particulars  respecting  the 
hymns  and  their  writers,  which  could  not  conveniently 
be  introduced  into  the  text 

To  many  kind  friends,  who  have  from  the  outset 
evinced  a  deep  interest  in  his  task,  the  Editor  owes  some 
explanation  for  the  long  postponement  of  the  date  of 
publication.  Five  years  ago,  when  residing  in  a  country 
town,  he  had,  by  relying  on  information  derived  at  second 
hand,  conceived  himself  justified  in  proceeding  to  press. 
About  two  hundred  pages  of  the  work  were  printed, 
when  on  obtaining  additional  access  to  originals,  he 
found  that  he  had  fallen  into  a  succession '  of  errors, 
which  rendered  the  cancelling  of  the  impression  im- 
perative. Even  at  the  expiration  of  five  years,  three 
additional  cancels  have  been  found  necessary  to  secure 
a  correct  text. 

In  the  course  of  his  recent  labours,  the  Editor  has 
procured  his  information  chiefly  by  personal  research. 
In  the  prosecution  of  his  inquiries,  he  has  made  a  tour 
throughout  the  United  Kingdom,  ransacked  the  public 
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libraries,  and  availed  himself  of  many  private  collections. 

To  his  numerous  correspondents  he  returns  an  expression 

of  his  best  thanks.    To  the  original  contributors,  and  the 

owners  of  copjrright  hymns  who  have  waived  their  pri- 

-vileges  on  his  behalf,  he  is  most  sincerely  grateful. 

He  returns  his  cordial  thanks  to  Anthony  Webb,  Esq., 
Bath,   for  the  use  of  his  ample,  and  in  some  respects 
unique,  hymnological  library.     From  the  Rev.  William 
Reid,    editor    of   the  elegant  "Praise    Book,"  he   ob- 
tained the  use  of  some  rare  and  valuable  hymn-books, 
for  which  he  would  express  his  acknowledgments.     To 
WLDiam  Suing,  Esq.,  Glasgow,  his  deepest  gratitude  is 
due,  for  not  only  throwing  open  to  him  his  richly  stored 
libraiy  of  sacred  song,  but  for  kindly  making  purchase 
of  every  work  which  was  essential  to  his  purpose. 

Indefatigable  as  his  labours  have  been,  the  Editor 
acknowledges  that  he  had  only  succeeded  partially  in 
his  undertaking,  unless  for  the  assistance  which  has  been 
rendered  him  by  two  most  accomplished  hymnologists, 
Mr.  C  D.  Hardcastle,  Keighley,  and  A.  C.  Hobart  Sey- 
mour, Esq.,  Bristol.  Mr.  Seymour  is  the  well  known 
author  of  the  "  Life  and  Times  of  Selina,  Countess  of 
Huntingdon,"  and  has  been  engagied  in  hymnological 
studies  for  upwards  of  half  a  century.  Mr.  Hardcastle 
has  accumulated  a  remarkable  collection  of  the  works  of 
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British  hymn-writers,  and  his  knowledge  in  every  depart- 
ment of  hymnology  is  unrivalled.  The  assiduity  with 
which  Mr.  Hardcastle  has  applied  himself  to  the  per- 
fecting of  this  work  the  Editor  feels  he  cannot  sufficiently 
prize,  or  too  gratefully  acknowledge. 

It  would  be  unjust  to  one  who  has  diligently  laboured 
in  the  same  field  were  the  Editor  to  conclude  these 
remarks  without  some  allusion  to  the  "  Book  of  Praise," 
edited  by  Sir  Roundell  Palmer.  From  this  compilation 
he  has  derived  considerable  assistance;  but  he  cannot 
withhold  an  expression  of  regret  that  the  learned  Editor, 
while  generally  careful  respecting  the  purity  of  the  text, 
should  so  frequently  have  subjected  the  hymns  selected 
by  him  to  a  process  of  curtailment 

In  bringing  his  labours  to  a  close,  the  Editor  feels 
he  is  parting  with  an  occupation  which  he  has  long 
cherished  with  delight.  But  he  tnists  that  the  result 
will  prove  edifying  to  others.  He  is  not  without  a 
measure  of  hope  that  this  publication  may  be  found  the 
most  authentic  collection  of  the  classic  productions  of 
the  British  Lyre  ever  offered  to  the  public. 

2,  Heath  Terrace, 

Lewis  HAM,  Greenwich. 
NcrjembcTy  1866. 


LIST  OF  AUTHORS. 


Ailami,  Hts.  Sanh  Flows   ....  i 

*   3 

■j.CediF™™!!  9 

. ..liamLiDitaiy.D.D.  19 

Al/oid,  Han,  I).D ij 

ah™,  Jam« K> 

Allen.Oswild    II 

Andenoo,  Johri................  14 

Atwood,  Hcnr?  A.  S. aj 

Baktr.  Sir  Henry  Wimaai,  Bart.  27 

B>u,  Wiiiii^... *.'.*.'.'.','.■.■.'.".* .*.*."  64s 

Barbtmld.  Anna  Letitia 31 

Bateman.  Heary 3& 

Bailiiiru,  WilLiuD  HUcy     40 

Baxur,  Ruzhard    47 

Biyly.Chvlei  48 

Baynci,  Roben  Hall   to 

BeuIK,  WUIiam,  M.D si 

Beddome.  BenUmin <i 

Bennoch,  Frauu 35 

Berridcc,  John   ..-, -  56 

BethuiK,  John tfi 

BicdicnKUi,  Edward  Henry 59 

BicknUclh,  John 60 

BUbr,  Thomas  ta 

Binrvey,  ThomM 63 

BUckie,  John  Sluarl    64 

Bliir,  Hugh.  D.D M 

Bodtn.JamM    6j 

Boiui,  Andrew  Redman 70 

Bwur,  KDntiiu,  D.D.    73 

Bonhwick,  JaiK    to 

Bowdler,  foho  Sa 

Bowriiu,  Sir  John    ............  it 

Brewer,  lehouda 87 

Bronte,  Anoe Bg 

Bmwn.juitei  Baldwin,  LL.D...  99 

Bnwn.Jaaiei  Baldwin   91 

BmwninE,  Mra.  Elizabelh 95 

fouce,  Michad 97 

Burder,  Gcotk  .-..,-..,.......  107 

Buikiit,  Willum  -°' 

Buni.  Kobeit 


Burron,  Jfdln,  Sen. 113 

Burton, John, Jun. 113 

CambridEe.  Ada 119 

Cainpbe[f,  Thomu  '.'.'.'..'...'.'...  iij 

C»r[^  Jo»eph  Dacn us 

Ccoj^ck,  John   .,..„..-.....,.  ita 

CharKMn- I3« 

Challerton,  Tboinas    i«o 

Collyer'.  v™am"Bengo,' D^bV,  '*' 

IL-D ;  ,43 

Conder,  loiiah  I4( 

Cook,  KlUa ijo 

Col[le,J«enb   153 

Colton,  Nalhaiud,  M.D ijj 

Cowper,  William  ..*■,  157 

Cowper,  Hra 648 

CnbtK,  Geone 166 

Crewd»n,Mrj 649 

Croly,  Georze,  LL.D iSf 

Croumu,  Samuel    171 

Dale,  Thomas    174 

DaviM,  Samuel ;.,'. 17J 

Davis,  Thomas 177 

Deck,  Jama  Gcorn  17a 

Denny,  Sic  Edwi^,  Ban iSa 

Dickion.  David 187 

Dii,  Willum  Chatlerton iod 

Doddridre,  PhiUp,  D.D 191 

DoddsTjamei    .V. a^i 

Dnimmond,  D.  T.  K aoi 

Drummond,  WIllLam  Handlion, 

D.D ao6 

Edmeslon,  James >lo 

Edmonsune,  Sir  Archibald,  Ran.  au 

Eliiabeih,  Charioue aij 

EllioII,  CharlolK aiE 

Ertltine,  Ralph »j 

Evans,  JonaLhan £53 

Fawcetl,  John »as 

Flowetdew,  Mn.  Anne 130 


XVI 


LIST  OF  AUTHORS. 


PACE 

Ford,  Charles  Lawrence S3x 

Forsyth,  Christina 233 

Gibbons,  Thomas,  D.D 335 

Gilbert,  Mrs 337 

Godwdn,  Mrs 339 

Gough,  Benjamin 341 

Grant,  James 344 

Grant,  Sir  Robert 346 

Gray,  Mrs.  James 351 

GrijSg.  Joseph    354 

Grinneld,  1  nomas   256 

Gumey,  John  Hampden    359 

Hammond,  William. 362 

Hangford,  George  Washington. .  367 

Harcourt,  William  Vernon    ....  269 

Hsulj  Joseph 371 

Hastings,  Lady  Flora 276 

Havergal,  William  Henry 378 

Havei^l,  Frances  Ridley 382 

Haweis,  Thomas,  M.D 384 

Hawker,  Robert,  D.D 388 

Heber,  Reginald,  D.D 391 

Heginbotham,  Ottiwell  397 

Hemans,  Mrs 399 

Herbert,  George  301 

Herridc,  Robert   •  306 

Hervev,  Mrs. 308 

Hill,  Rowland    309 

Holme,  James   3x0 

Holme,  Thomas    314 

Hope,  Henry 317 

How,  William  Walsham 318 

Howitt,  Mrs 33Z 

Huie,  Richard,  M.D 323 

Hull,  Anna  Matilda 335 

Huntingdon,  Countess  of 654 

Hupton,  Job 337 

Irons,  Joseph 328 

Jonson,  Ben   330 

Joy,  Jane  Elizabeth 331 

Keble,  John 334 

Kelly,  Thomas      338 

Kempenfeh,  Richard 340 

Ken,  Bishop 356 

Kennedy,  benjamin  Hall,  D.D.  353 

Kent,  John 360 

Kinlocn,  Lord  363 

Latrobe,  John  A 367 

Luke,  Mrs.  Jemima 369 

Lyte,  Henry  Francis 370 

McChcyne,  Robert  Murray  ....  378 

McComb,  William    382 

Macduff,  John  Ross,  D.D 384 

Mackay,  Mrs 389 

Madeod.  Norman,  D.D 391 

Madan,  Martin -  656 


PAi 

Madan.  Mrs 6 

Mant,  Richard,  D.D 3 

Marriott,  John 2 

Mason,  John 3 

Medley,  Samuel  3 

Mennel,  Miss 4 

Merrick,  Tames << 

Milman,  Henry  Hart,  D.D ^ 

Monsell,  John  S.  B.,  LL.D ^ 

Montgomery,  James    

Moore,  Henry ^ 

Moore,  Thomas     

More,  Hannah 

Morris,  Mrs.  Eliza  F 

Morrison,  John,  D.D 

Moultrie,  John 


Neale,  John  Mason,  D.D. 

Needham,  John ; . . . . 

Newton,  John   

Noel,  Gerard  Thomas. . . . 
Nunn,  Marianne 


Olivers,  Thomas 


Palmer,  Ray,  D.D 

Parson,  Mrs.  Edf^ecumbe 

Patterson,  Alexander  S 

Pearcc,  Samuel 

Perronct,  Edward 

Peters.  Mrs.  Mary    

Pope,  Alex.inder   

Procter,  Adelaide  A 

Pyper,  Mary 

Raffles.  Thomas,  D.D.,  LL.D... 

Reed,  Andrew,  D.D 

Reed,  Mrs.  Elizabeth 

Robinson,  Rol)ert 

Rooker.  Alfred 

Rowe,  Mrs.  Elizabeth 

Ryland,  John,  D.D 


Scagrave,  Robert 

Seymour,  A.  C.  Hol>art 
Shepherd.  Mrs.  Anne  .. 

Shirley,  Walter 

Shrubsole,  William,  Sen. 
Shrubsole,  William.  Jun. 

Simpson,  Mrs 

Small,  Jamci  G 

Smith,  Charitie  Lees  .., 
Southey,  Mrs.  Caroline  . 
Stammers,  Joseph    . . . . . 

Steele,  Anne 

Stennett,  Samuel,  D.D. 

Stocker,  John 

StowcU.  Hueh   

Swain,  Charles 

Swain,  Joseph   


4 
i 
4 
4 
4 
4 
4' 

4< 
4: 
4: 

4i 

4« 

4? 
4< 
4^ 
4^ 

y- 
y 

5< 


Taylor,  Jane 

Taylor,  Thomas  R. 


.  ^  5  ^ 


\  I      '  ' 


LIST  OF  AUTHORS. 


XVll 


PAGE 

Thorns,  Patridc  Hunter     546 

Thringp  Godfrey    544 

Toplaay,  Augustus  M 547 

Tregelles.  Saunuel  P.,  LL.D.    ..  552 

Trench,  Richard  C,  D.D 555 

Tapper,  Martin  F.,  D.C.L 559 

Tupper,  ElUp  Isabelle    561 

Tun)er,  Mary  Frances   563 

Tupper,  Biax^garet  Elenore 56^ 

Tutoett,  Laitfencc   560 

Walker,  Mrs 569 

Wallin,  Benjamin 571 

Wardlaw.  Ralph,  D.D 572 

Waring,  Amia  Letitia  ..  .^ 574 


PAGB 

Waring,  Samuel  Miller  576 

Watts,  Isaac,  D.D 577 

Wesley,  Charles    594 

Wesley,  John 6x9 

Wesley,  Samuel    625 

White,  Henry  Kirke   627 

Williams.  William 630 

Wilson,  Mrs 633 

Wilson,  Mrs.  Caroline 634 

Wither,  George 636 

Wordsworth,  Christopher,  D.D.  637 

Wordsworth,  William 640 

Young,  Andrew 643 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES. 


A  child  of  sin  and  wrath  I'm  born   

A  debtor  to  mercy  alone .f, 

A  Friend  there  is — your  voices  join 

A  good  Hiffh-Priest  is  come  

A  pilgrim  through  life's  wilderness  

A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world    

A  Seedling  of  Tesse  shall  flower  

A  voice  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill   

"Abba  Father,"  I^rd,  we  call  Thee  

Alnde  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide 

Afflicted  soul,  to  Jesus  dear 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep 

Again  the  Lord  of  hfe  and  light  

Ah  !  Jesus,  let  me  hear  Thy  voice 

All  glory  to  God  in  the  sky  ; 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesu's  name    

All  may  be  outwardly 

All  nature  spreads,  with  open  blaze 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell 

All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night  

All  things  are  ours :  how  abundant  the  treasure 

Almighty  Father,  God  of  love 

Almighty  Father,  King  of  kings  

Almighty  Framer  of  the  skies  

Almighty  God,  Thy  word  is  cast 

Amidst  these  various  scenes  of  ills  , 

And  will  the  great  eternal  God     

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory 

Angels  holy , 

Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake  !  awake  ! 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 

As  oft,  with  worn  and  weary  feet 

As,  pantinein  the  sultry  beam 

As  we  the  busy  day  recall 

As  with  eladness  men  of  old  

Ask,  and  ye  shall  get  the  blessing    

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep 

Awake  !  :dl  conquering  arm,  au'.ike  

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  ^un  

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays 

Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes    

Awake,  my  soul  !  stretch  cver>'  nerve    

Awake,  sweet  harp  of  Judah.  wake  ! 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes   

Before  the  Almighty  Power  Iwgnn  

Begin  the  high  celestial  strain 


INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES.  xlx 

■ 

Behold !  a  Stranger's  at  the  door 254 

Behold  !  the  Ambassador  Divine oy 

Beh^d  the  glories  of  the  Lamb   ^§0 

Behold  !  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 109 

Behold  the  %rretch,  whose  lust  and  wine   585 

Bdiold,  what  wondrous  ffrace  383 

Behold,  when  breathing  love  Divine  3b 

Beset  with  snares  on  every  hand ig8 

Birds  have  their  quiet  nest 4xa 

Blessed  Father  !  great  Creator ia8 

Blest  be  the  day,  alljgracious  Lord 169 

Blest  be  the  everlasting  God 593 

Blest  morning,  whose  voung  dawning  rays   579 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow    6ox 

Bound  upon  the  accursW  tree ^ 404 

Breast  the  wave.  Christian    515 

Bride  of  the  Lamb,  awake  !  awake 18^ 

Bright  as  the  sun's  meridian  blaze  504 

Bright  Source  of  everlasting  love 68 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning 29a 

Brothers,  the  day  declines 5X 

Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us 407 

By  cool  Siloam's  ^lady  rill ^ S9i 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm   77 

Chafed  and  worn  with  worldly  care 34a 

Charity  never  faileth  !  O  thought  beyond  compaie 563 

Chief  of  sinners,  though  I  be 383 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play 399 

Child  of  God,  and  heir  of  elory   510 

Children  of  light,  arise  and  shine 186 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King 13a  and  666 

Christ  has  a  garden  here  below    496 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day 598 

Christians,  awake  !  salute  the  happy  mom   xi6 

Christians  !  hark  what  heavenly  chorus 387 

Christians,  the  ^rious  hope  ye  knaw    131 

Qothe  me  with  Thy  savine  grace    333 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God... 69 

Come,  blessed  Spirit,  source  of  light  55 

Come,  dear  Desire  of  nations,  come   107 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come 273 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove    591 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 93 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs  577 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 603 

Come,  let  us  sing  our  Maker's  praise Z14 

Come,  let  us  sing  together  _ 568 

Come,  let  us  sound  her  prabe  abroad 306 

Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God   430 

Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare 440 

Come,  O  come,  in  pious  lays 636 

Come,  O  Thou  Traveller  unknown 606 

Come,  sacred  peace,  delightful  guest 313 

Come,  said  Jesus'  s.-»cred  voice 31 

Come,  Thou  almighty  King 656 

Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing 479 

Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressd  533 

Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder 339 

Come,  ye  sinners,- poor  and  wretched 37s 

Come,  ye  souls  by  sin  afflicted 539 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come 17 

d  2 


XX  INDEX  OF   FIRST   LINES. 

PA- 

CoDtempUte,  taints,  the  Source  Divine ^ 

Courage,  brother  !  do  not  stumble  z. 

Creator  Spirit !  by  whose  aid    s 

Day  of  judgment !  day  of  wonders — 

Dear  as  Thou  wert,  and  justly  dear 

Deathless  principle,  arise    

Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be  ^ 

Descend  from  neaven,  celestial  Dove 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  

Enthroned  on  high,  Almighty  Lord    

Eternal  God,  of  B«uigs  first 

Eternal  li^t  I  eternal  li^ht  

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy 

Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  power    

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand    

Fain  would  I  soar  above  this  earth 

Far  from  the  worid,  O  Lord,  I  flee 

Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night  

Far  from  Thy  servants,  God  of  grace 

Father  above,  I  pray  to  Thee   

Father  and  Friend  !  my  light,  my  love 

FatlMr,  for  ITiy  kindest  word   

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Father  of  all,  whose  powerful  voice 

Father  of  heaven  I  whose  gracious  hand 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word   

Father  of  peace,  and  God  of  love 

For  idl  that  God  in  mercy  sends 

For  all  Hiy  saints,  who  from  their  labours  rest   

For  succour  to  my  God  I  cried 

For  what  shall  1  praise  Thee,  my  God  

Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  love  

Friend  after  friend  departs 

Friends  I  love  may  die  or  leave  me *.. 

From  distant  comers  of  the  land 

From  every  earthly  pleasure 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows   

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 

From  heaven  the  loud,  th'  angelic  song  began 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild t 

Gentle  Spirit^  waft  me  over  3 

Gentlest  Iamb  of  Jesu's  fold  s 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord  a 

Glorious  Gojd^  on  Thee  we  call 5 

Glorious  Sfiint !  from  on  high  1 3 

Glorious  thinss  of  thee  are  spoken  4 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high 6 

Glory  to  God  on  high 

Glory  to  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 6 

Go  !  destined  vessel,  heavenly  freighted,  go 5 

Goforward.  Christian  soldier   5 

Go,  when  the  morning  shineth 5 

God  has  a  family  on  earth ^ 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son  

God,  in  time  of  trouble,  hear  thee    5 

God  is  love  I  His  mercy  brightens  

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way  ^ i 


INDEX  OF   FIRST   LINES.  XXI 

PACB 

God,  my  Father,  hear  me  pray 310 

God  of  mercy  and  of  blessmg    m. 38 

God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace 374 

God  of  my  health,  whose  tender  care 403 

God  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days 194 

God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call  165 

God  on  earth  and  God  in  heaven X5X 

God  sends  us  Utter,  that  the  sweet     331 

Grace  is  the  sweetest  sound 348 

Grace!  'tis  a  charming  sound  193 

Grant  me.  Lord,  to  walk  with  Thee    256 

Great  Captain  of  salvation,  rise 494 

Great  God,  let  all  our  tuneful  powers 398 

Great  God  of  wonders  !  all  Th)r  ways    178 

Cireat  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praise  589 

Great  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame 195 

Ground  of  my  hope,  the  cross  appears 347 

Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah  630 


Hail,  hallowed  day  of  heavenljr  rest  539 

HaO,  Holv  Ghost,  Jehovahj  third   626 

Hail,  mightv  Jesus,  how  Divine 571 

Hail,  sacred  Salem,  placed  on  high 487 

Hail,  sovereign  love,  that  first  began 87 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise  599 

Hail,  Thou  eternal  Lc^os.  hail 353 

Hail!  Thou  once  despised  Jesus 29 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed  ! 415 

Hail  to  the  sovereign  power  that  broke 423 

Hallelujah!  God  is  near  us  39 

Hallelujah,  Lord,  our  voices 280 

Hallelujah  !  raise,  oh  raise    149 

Hark  how  all  the  welkin  rings 6x4 

Hark  !  how  the  blood-bought  host  above  363 

Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord 161 

Haric,  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 340 

Hark  !  the  cry  sounds  from 516 

Hark!  the  distant  isles  proclaim 44 

Hark  the  glad  sound  !  tKe  Saviour  comes 199 

Hark  !  the  solemn  trumpet  sounding 345 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 653 

Hark,  'tis  the  trump  of  God  349 

Hark, 'tis  your  heavenly  Father's  call   297 

Haiic !  what  mean  those  holy  voices  129 

Hark!  what  mean  those  lamentations  130 

Hasten,  Lord,  that  mom  of  glory    388 

He  Cometh,  He  comeih,  the  Lord  passeth  by 382 

He  has  come  !  the  Christ  of  God 77 

He  sendeth  sun,  He  sendeth  shower x 

He  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known 446 

He  who  would  win  a  warrior's  fame    37 

Hear  me,  O  God  330 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken    159 

Heavenly  Father,  send  Thy  blessing 639 

Heavenly  Father,  to  whose  eve  146 

Her  Incut  was  in  heaven,  and  she  cared  not  for  earth   aox 

Here  we  suflfer  grief  and  pain  63 

Here's  a  message  of  love... 49^ 

High  in  yonder  realms  of  light 47o 

"Himself  hath  done  it "  all— Oh  how  those  words 333 

Hind  of  the  morning,  come  nmning  5^6 

Hitherto  upon  my  way  33* 


XXll  INDEX  OF   FIRST   LINES. 

PACE 

Holy  Bible,  book  Divine   X13 

Holy  Father  !  lend  lliine  ear  a6 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  Divine 475 

Holy,  holy,  holy^  L^rd  God  Almighty  396 

Holy  Saviour,  nughty  King  2x7 

Holy  Saviour,  we  adore  Thee  ! 553 

Holy  Spirit  from  on  high 44 

Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 328 

Hope,  Christian  soul ;  in  every  stage 355 

Hosanna  !  raise  the  pealing  hymn a8i 

How  are  Thy  servants  West,  O  Lord «...  5 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds 31 

How  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine xaa 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Ix>rd  660 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot 639 

How  honourable  is  the  place 581 

How  pleasant  to  me  thy  deep-blue  wave  379 

How  precious  Is  the  book  Divine S26 

How  shall  an  exile  sing  506 

How  soon  will  the  light  of  our  morning 31a 

How  strange  is  heavenly  Love 367 

How  strange  that  souU  whom  Jesus  feeds    45 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight   535 

How  sweet  it  is  in  early  youth 43 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 444 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours    44a 

How  wondrous  are  the  works  of  God ^7a 

I  cannot  clear  this  troubled  breast  ••••> 

I  had  a  lesscm  to  teach  them 

I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land    300 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 74 

I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus 76 

I  my  Ebenczer  raise    328 

I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace 378 

I  saw  again,  behold  !  heaven's  open  door  !   8 

I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old 369 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep    74 

If  human  kindness  meets  return   447 

If  Jesus  is  yours   aoa 

I'm  but  a  stranger  here  54a 

I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord   59a 

In  all  the  paths  my  feet  uursue   503 

In  every  place,  in  every  nour    !276 

In  every  season,  every  hour ~ 409 

In  streets  and  op'nings  of  the  gates    X04 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory    85 

In  the  day  of  thy  distress X48 

In  the  floods  of  tribulation 457 

In  the  hour  of  thy  distress 306 

In  this  world  of  sm  and  sorrow    659 

In  vain  the  dusky  night  retires 486 

Infinite  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  345 

•Is  there  a  time  wnen  moments  flow axx 

Is  there  one  heart,  dear  Saviour,  here   454 

Israel's  Shepherd  !  guide  me,  feed  me  60 

.It  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer 351 

I've  foimd  a  joy  in  sorrow 651 

ierxisalem,  my  happy  home x88 

erusalem,  my  happy  home    668 

erusalem  on  high 173 


INDEX  OF   FIRST   LINES.  Xxiii 

PAGE 

esa,  rreat  Redeemer X19 

,  esa,  lover  of  my  soul    ^ 6ti 

esu,  to  Thy  table  led    50 

esus  !  and  shall  it  ever  be ^ 355 

esus,  cast  a  look  on  me 56 

^  esus  Christ,  enthroned  on  high  49 

,  esus,  how  much  Thy  name  unfolds  460 

,  esus,  immortal  King,  arise  !    .-. 493 

,  esus,  I  my  cross  have  taken    375 

,  esus  is  our  Shepherd 530 

,  esus,  lead  us  with  Thy  power 633 

,  esus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone 133 

,  estis,  my  Lord  !  my  life  !  myall    398 

,  esus,  my  Saviour  and  my  God    9a 

,  esus.  our  eentle  Shepherd,  see  540 

,  esus,  our  Lord,  to  Tnee  we  raise  115 

estis  shall  rei^  where'er  the  sun  590 

esus,  the  Saviour,  praise  327 

esus,  the  Son  of  God,  who  once 66 

esus,  through  life's  journey  guide  us 91 

esus,  to  Thee  I  tremblinz  fly 48 

esus.  Thy  Church,  with  longing  eyes   41 

esus,  we  love  to  meet    454 

ustas  I  am — ^withoutone  plea 321 

Lamb  of  God  !  our  souls  adore  Thee t8i 

Launch  thy  bark,  mariner 513 

Leave  behuid  earth's  empty  pleasure 283 

Led  by  a  Father's  gentle  hand 46 

Let  avarice  from  shore  to  shore    526 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend  591 

Let  me  go  !  the  day  is  breaking  467 

Let  me  suffer,  let  me  drain 321 

Let  me.  Thou  sovereign  Lord  of  all    399 

Let  not  ^our  heart  be  faint    368 

Let  us  with  a  cheerful  voice 40 

Let  Zion  in  her  songs  record....^ 361 

Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord    583 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise    572 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart  182 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  story 562 

Little  children,  dwell  in  love 18 

Lo  !  He  comes  with  clouds  descending  675 

Lo,  He  Cometh,  cloudless  trumpets 675 

Lo,  the  feast  is  spread  to-day  19 

Lo,  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking  17 

Lo,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears    582 

Long  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest 377 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious 341 

Lord,  a  better  heart  bestow  43 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee 960 

Lord,  before  Iny  throne  we  bend    82 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing 499 

Lord,  how  delightful  'tis  to  see 578 

Lord,  I  would  follow  Thee  ;  but  must  I  take  239 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care    47 

Lord  Jesus  !  we  believing 554 

Lord  of  all  power  and  might 53a 

Lord  of  earth.  Thy  forming  hand    946 

Lordof  hosts,  to  lliee  we  raise   4«» 

Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  Thy  praise 5*' 

Lordof  power,  L<»xl  of  might 545 


XXIV  INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES. 

PA. 

LortI,  teadb  ns  to  pray  aright   4 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now ^,.,^^^^^^  9 

Lord,  we  confess  our  numerous  fi&ults 3 

Lord,  when  earthly  pleasures  lure  ~ ~ ^ „  3 

Lord,  vhen  we  bend  before  Thy  throne ~ ^...^ 1 

Lord,  whose  lore  in  power  excelling a 

Lore  DiTine,  allloves  ezcelliDg   o 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou? ^^ ^^^ 1 

Meek  Lamb  of  God.  on  Thee   5 

Medc  to  suflier,  strong  to  sare  ^ 4 

Messiah,  at  Thy  glad  approach ..— 

Mid  toe  hot  desert,  where  the  pugnm  pines     ......... .m.....«..«.............m.....« 

Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless  lliee  4 

Mighty  Lord  !  extend  Thine  empine  » .«.. i 

Morning  breaks  !  the  kingly  sun  4 

Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb ^ ...  i 

My  dear  Redeemer  amd  my  Lord 5 

My  Cuth  looks  up  to  Thee 4 

My  Father,  the  guide  of  my  youth 4 

My  God  auxl  Father,  while  I  stray .<».........» > 

My  God,  I  thainkThee  who  hast  made 4 

My  God,  Thy  boundless  love  1  praise    4 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ~. -• 

My  Saviour,  'mid  life's  varied  scene   ~ .^ ^ 

My  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  O  my  God ^ 

My  stock  lies  dead,  and  no  increase ~ 

My  dotes  of  sorrow  and  of  joy 


Nearer,  my  God.  to  Thee 

No  more,  no  more  of  the  cares  of  time 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

Not  of  terrestrial  mortal  themes  

Not  to  myself  I  owe 

Now  begu  the  heavenly  theme    

Now,  from  the  altar  of  my  heart 

Now  1  have  found  a  friend 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 

Now  let  our  hearts  unite 

Now  let  us  raise  our  cheerful  strains  .. 


O,  be  with  us.  gracious  Father 

O  brotheis  !  lift  your  voices  

O  day  most  calm,  most  bright  

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness 

O  Faiher  of  mercies  !  O  Sinrit  of  love  '. 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God    

O  f<Hra  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

O  God.  of  good  th'  unfathomed  sea  .  ... 
O  God  of  Jacob,  by  whose  hand  .......... 

O  God  of  ufe,  at  whose  command    

O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace   

O  God.  whose  thunder  shakes  the  sky 

O  grant  us  li^t  that  we  may  know 

O  happy  da^'  that  fix'd  mv  choice    ...... 

O  happy  samts.  who  dwell  in  light 

O  Head,  so  full  of  bruises      

O  holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen 

O  Holy  ^rit.  come    

O  let  my  trembling  soul  be  still   


IKDEX  OF  FIRST   LINES. 


XXVI  INDEX   OF   FIRST  LINES. 

PA. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise 

Praise  to  Jesus  !  Praue  to  God    < 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire    4 

Ransom'd  souls  in  every  station  

Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee  • 

Remember  I'hee  !  Remember  Christ !  

Rest  of  the  weary 

Rise,  mv  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings 

Rock  of  ages,  deft  forme  

Rose  of  Siuron,  far  excelling 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing 

Saviour,  by  Thy  sweet  compassion 

Saviour,  let  Thy  sanction  rest  

Saviour  of  £hem  that  trust  in  Thee - 

Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  Thee - 

Saviour,  who  exalted  high 

Scatter'd  to  every  wind  they  roam 

See  the  day-spring  from  afar - 

Shall  I  fear,  O  earth,  thy  bosom -  - 

Shall  mortal  man,  a  child  of  earth  -  - 

Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us  -  - 

Shout,  O  earth  !  from  silence  waking -  - 

Sin  hardens ;  all  the  heart  with  ice  encrusting -  -  * 

Sinful  and  vile  my  nature.  Lord -  - 

SinnefT,  whither  wilt  thou  go •  -• 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise --- 

Son  of  God,  all-glorious  Saviour 

Son  of  God,  eternal  Word 

Son  of  man,  to  Thee  we  cry <-••    . 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang i 

Soon  and  forever 4 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  4 

Source  of  life  and  light  and  blessing    

Source  of  wisdom,  past  and  present 4. 

Sovereign  Ruler  ot  the  skies ¥ 

Speak  gently!  it  is  better  far ^ 

Spirit  Divine,  attend  ourprayers     47 

Spirit  of  God,  descend  upon  my  heart    0 

Spirit  of  power  and  truth  and  love  '* 

Strange  tnat  through  grace  in  one  we  find '. '^j 

Stricken,  smitten,  and  afflicted ^ 

Strive  !  yet  I  do  not  promise 40j 

"  Sursum  corda  !"  let  your  hearts   5" 

Sweet  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls .'. 374 

Sweet  place  !  sweet  place  alone   'T* 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing  4fF 

Take  comfort.  Christian,  when  your  friends ^ 

Teach  me,  my  God,  my  Kingj  3W 

Teach  us,  Almighty  Lord,  this  day |^ 

Tell  me,  O  thou  captive  daughter    r^ 

Thank  Uie  Lord  who  made  the  earth "7" 

That  man  no  guard  or  weapon  needs 4^ 

The  Assyrian  came  down  bke  a  wolf  on  the  fold    *" 

The  atoning  work  is  done  Jj^ 

I'he  chariot !  the  chariot !  its  wheels  roll  on  fire 4^ 

The  Christian's  path  shines  more  and  more 3^ 

The  Christian's  voice  is  low  and  meek   *H 

The  day.  O  Lord,  is  spent 434 

The  foe  behind,  toe  deep  before  43S 


% 


INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES.  XXVII 

PAGE 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise 450 

The  happv  mom  is  come    284 

The  Heaa  that  once  was  crown'd  with  thorns 341 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come    « 103 

The  Kine  of  glory  standeth  5ta 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare 3 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise  627 

The  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake 295 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed    iii 

The  manna  to  the  fainting  Jews 90 

The  mighty  God  who  rules  above    177 

The  morning  flowers  display  their  sweets 625 

The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 431 

The  radiant  mom  hath  died  away   544 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn    ix 

The  Sabbath  day  has  reached  its  close  ai8 

The  Saviour  to  glory  is  gone    285 

The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 463 

The  Son  of  God,  in  world<  on  high     » 128 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high  4 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam 569 

The  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow  X67 

The  wfn'ld  can  neither  give  nor  take   655 

There  are  ten  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour    413 

There  is  a  blessed  home     ^ 27 

There  is  a  book  who  runs  may  read 334 

There  is  a  fountain  fiU'd  with  blood    164 

There  is  a  Friend,  a  secret  Friend   534 

There  is  a  God,  all  nature  speaks 522 

There  is  a*  happy  land 643 

There  isa  land  of  pure  delight....^ 579 

There  is  a  morning  star,  my  soul     78 

There  is  a  path  that  leads  to  God 540 

There  is  a  pure  and  tranquil  wave   646 

There  is  a  wreath  for  him  whose  hand    535 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One 325 

There's  a  wail  upon  the  mountains  308 

Thine  is  a  spacious  earth,  O  God 175 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting     79 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  of  life 157 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not 294 

Thou  art  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord 468 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 425 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb    133 

Thou  didst,  O  mighty  God,  exist 485 

Thou  earth,  o'er  which  the  curse  of  sin 203 

Thon  inevitable  day 555 

lliou  Judge  of  Quick  and  dead 610 

Thou,  Lord  of  all,  on  earth  hast  dwelt  553 

Thou  that  art  the  Father's  Word     x6 

Thou  vain,  deceitful  world,  farewell ! 184 

Thou  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read 91 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word 395 

Though  loi^  the  wanderer  may  depart xo8 

Thoiitgh  the  neavens  above  be  dark     70 

Thrice  holy  and  thrice  potent  God 14 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour 4^1 

Thusqieaks  the  heathen:  "how  shall  men 105 

Thy  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess  235 

Thy  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  theme  of  my  song 5*8 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord  •♦ 73 

*Tb  a  ptraaant  thing  to  see 37* 


XXVIU 


IXDF.X    OF    KlRSr    LINES. 


"  1 V  t;vrio.  ihnt  lrii;ht  .iri.l  iirl-<jJ  l'l.i7C                }i6 

'  1  U  g'lnc — the  sacred  day  is  o'er      482 

'Tis  my  happiness  below 158 

Tis  not  the  temple's  shrine    363 

To-day,  Thy  mercy  calls  me     a} 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope i6t 

To  prai^  our  Shepherd's  care tj9 

To  Thee,  my  God,  whose  presence  fills ajJ 

Toss'd  with  rough  winds,  and  faint  with  fear   13I 

Tribulation,  pain,  and  woe i» 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 641 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner   a43 

Vain  are  the  hopes  the  sons  of  men S^ 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame    |fc 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know   37 

Watchman!  tell  us  of  the  night   J* 

We  bless  Thee,  O  Thou  great  Amen  *9 

We  have  no  home  but  heaven   ♦>* 

We  search  Thy  word,  O  Master  kind 7* 

We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died  3^ 

We,  sitting  round  the  Saviour's  board 'F 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  bless'd "33 

We've  no  abiding  city  here    343 

What  a  bright  blessed  hour,  when  earth's  voices  repeat   45'' 

What  arc  these  ethereal  strains 3"4 

What  is  faith?    It  is  to  see    3*5 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Survey  the  world    *♦ 

What  strains  of  compassion  are  heaid  from  above 99 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet   *•! 

When  Adam  dwelt  in  Eden's  bowers 54* 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God • 

When  angels  sane  the  Saviour's  birth T 

When  clouds  are  hovering  o'er  us    ? 

When  first  o'crwhelmed  with  sin  and  shame * 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view    *4* 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God  *^ 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross S" 

When  I  tread  the  mortal  vale   *44 

When  in  the  hour  of  lonely  woe   M$ 

When  Jesus,  by  the  Virgin  brought >* 

When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old * 

When  Jordan  hush'd  his  waters  still    «*J 

When,  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain    ^ 

When  masing  sorrow  weeps  the  past  44j 

When  our  heads  are  bow'd  with  woe  ¥^ 

When  overwhelm'd  with  doubts  and  fear  3^ 

When  some  kind  shepherd  from  his  fold    437 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies W 

When  the  sky  is  overcast 4*$ 

When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning IH 

When  this  pa&sing  world  is  done ^ 

When,  through  the  torn  sail,  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming tn 

When,  with  hwds  of  guilt  oppressed    4M 

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 9 

Where  high  the  heavenly  temple  .stands ton 

Where  in  this  waste,  unlovely  world  18) 

Where  is  the  tree  the  prophet  threw   300 

Whether  in  solitude  I  stray   mI 

While  my  Jesus  I'm  possessing    664 


INDEX  OF   FIRST  LINES. 


XXIX 


PACE 

Wliile  to  sereral  paths  dividing az6 

Who  is  he  that  early  brought    ,...  366 

Why-should  I  in  vain  repining 213 

Widely,  'midst  the  slumbering  nations    281 

With  loy  we  meditate  the  grace  586 

Work!  thy  misuon  is  not  slumber  34 

Would'st  tkou  learn  the  depth  of  sin  408 

Yedyingsons  of  men ^ 67 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell  197 

Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim   » 604 

Ye  worldly  cares  and  themes,  begone 324 

Yes,  God  u  good  ;  in  earth  and  sky    25g 

Yes  !  He  knows  the  way  is  dreary 283 

Yes,  it  is  good  to  worship  Thee    543 

2kn.  at  thy  shining  gates  • mm 353 

2ioos  King  shall  reign  victorious 344 


INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 


IKtJteHrti  rt/er  to  the  Pages. 


Advent,  lo,  77,  97,  100,  123,  199,  293, 

.  .  353.384.  417.  43X.  597 

Advent,  The  Second,  41,  zoa,  184,  907, 

a9^,  406 
Affliaion,  38,  Z05,  zxo,  147,  155,  Z56, 

«58.  159.  «65.  «>3.  aas,  230.  as^. 

041,  244.  948.  "SO.  457*  46«,  539. 
^  549.  604.  634,  635 
Afteraoon,  544 
Amen,  289 

Angels,  27,  64.  273,  384,  4x7,  SOX,  577 
Apocalypse,  The,  8 
Ascension,  The,  985,  599 
Assurance,  550 

Bethlehem,  384, 627 
Birth-day,  228 

Charity.  206,  563 

Chastisement,  xzo,  X47,  X58,  X59,  251 

Children's  hymns,  oa,   127,  X32,  175, 

241,  279,  292,  29Q,  369,  433,  454, 

495.  490,  497.  508,  530,  540,  578, 

616,  639,  643 
Chiist,  Love  of,  20,  2x,  32,  50.  69,  loi, 

X09,  XX5,  X33,  x6x.  X78,  27s,  317, 

351.  367.  381,  398,  445.  449.  509. 

^   .515.531,537.573.586 

Chrut,  Salvation  by,  9,  14,  z6,  20,  23, 
a5.  39.  45.  53.  ^6,  74.  76,  85,  99, 
134,  164,  180,  181,  183,  191,  196, 
198.  «9>,  a8o,  325,  338.  346.  347, 

354.  397.  404.  5",  5»7.  591.  653 
Christ,  Suneringsof,  128, 136,404,412, 

5x7 
Christmas.  zx6,  X29,  141,  436,  480,  562, 

564.  6x^ 
Church  Mihtant,  238,  432 
Church,  Oiiening  of  a,  55,  421 
Church,  Triumphant,  57.  za3,  470 
Comfort,  37,  X05,  348,  283,  657 
Communion.  Holy,  X9,  50,  58,  60,  447 
Confession,  74,  xa6,  305,  366,  533,  539 
Conversion,  45,  551,  605 

Daily  Duties,  505 

Death,  X3,  103,  105.  144,  X47,  177,  sox, 

26X,  294,  389,  407,  418,  462,  467, 

555.  625 


Deliverance.  17,  120,  270 
Dismission,  499 

Easter,  284,  50X,  598 
Epiphany,  190 

Evening,  210,  211,  2x8,  316,  33 
358,  370,  396,  434.  456,  463. 

Faith,  zx,  19,  X07,  xo8,  ia6,  15 
183,   184,  220,  240.  245,  25I 

p     3?5.  382,  4^3.  548,587, 
Family  Worship,  i^,  568,  029 
Foreknowledge,  Divine,  142 
Freedom,  434,  5x6 
Funeral  hynms,  X70,  394,  407.  41 

Galilee,  Sea  of,  379 

Gentleness,  367 

Gethsemane,  136,  408 

God,  Fatherhood  of,  x,  113,  xs 
150.  «77.  323,  333,  260.  361 
376,  388,  314,  438,  450,  574, 

God  in  Providence,  3.  196 

God,  love,  mercy,  and  goodness 
6,  33.  68,  84,  94,  158,  195,  30 
330.  235.  244.  249,  259,  36: 
315.  346.  400.  408.  4'-'2,  528 
572,  603,  6x3,  634,  652 

God  the  Creator,  4,  43,  209,  372, 

Grace.  49,  193,  214,  301,  322,  34 
363,  585 

Harvest,  17,  230,  639 

Heaven,  xi,  X3.  27,  57,  X22,  X4 
173,  186,  X87,  x88,  205,  2xe 
300.  309.  364.  40X,  425,  47c 
,     5".  524.  527,  579.  633.  643 

Holy  Spirit,  1  he.  12,  33,  40,  44, 
164,  309,  371,  373,  286,  joi 
351.  390,  475,  591,  626 

Hope,  377,  312,  355,  448,  468,  59 

HumUity,  56,  128 

Ingratitude,  4x3 
Intercession,  342 

Jephthah's  Daughter,  30S 
Jerusalem,  386 


INDEX  OF  SUBJECTS. 


.J"01lt,ll*JJT,J3B,JM,37 
Jw.  Sjtiliiil.  40,  61,  SF7.  S'O 
JiipMi,  ne  Last.  10,  170,  J4 


■"■P  ci  Chrmian.*,  46.  194   » 
»»™i«n.Tfic.  41.  ■".■«*.  »«9   3M 

■51.  J",   J74.   jSa.  »5.  «»    « 
^  <?I,S=.,50J.  504,  533'  W- 
""'V-  W,  *iS.  !".  S94.  040 

^■H  1  Plac«  of  Worship,  j      94 

«A„ 
&,,„...>..*.*.«. 

SJ^Wm.  Oiristian,  ait.  >8 
"T^  nt  Ulliuiin.  »,  3'.  60     oB 
»  -M.   r,T.   -M.   >«.    '8> 
«,.«,  .16,  »5S.   33'-   S4      W 

m  IK,  MI,  5s>,  6».  *y> 

""Jltthria.  jg.  4».«».t9. 
<^A>o,ai,  i'*  i»o,  ij  TO 
•tt-ifa.  lit,  179.  <S<.  I'  ' 
•WigS.  198.  a™,  ail.  a».  4 
W  ■»,  •SS.  1*5.  'M.  '*,  »9 
W.  J",  jas.    J=7.   2^  33S    M 

«^  JTll  3«*   »>i   394^  W    »8 
rt  4"J.  MS.  44".   MJ.  44 
*a  <».  460.   4*'.  47«,  47 
*■  *».  V>3.  5°7.   i'6.  S«      36 
It.  S7',  S73.   57'.   5S0.  s8        M 

.   M,S4S 

mufuCoi!,  «,  3).  38,  ».  4n. 
ij,64,  67,  M,  83.  se.  9>.  10 

aiji,   140,    149.  '64.  '69. 

193.   '94.   »95.  «™.  »     W7 

03,  »J,  146,  i/i".  39).  3« 

Hi.  3J0.  M«.   3S«.  3S8.  3;      4M 


•^        I 


»ir.  JJ3. 387. 


a  U      Th    Chnuun 


1,'^  sa 


4*6,  543,  64J 
65.  "98.  »93. 


Z>  H  38 


1 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


MRS.  SARAH  FLOWER  ADAMS. 

Sakah  FULX.BK.  Flowbr  was  daughter  of  Bct^amin  Flower,  editor  and  proprietor  of  Tlu 
Cm$mkridg€  tmtMigtmcer.  Mr.  Flower  was  a  prominent  politician  of  the  Liberal  school ;  and 
brocher  of  the  weS-kaown  gentleman  of  that  name,  who  emigrated  to  Illinois,  in  the  United 
States,  m  coaapany  with  Mr.  Birkbeck.  By  his  marriage  with  Miss  Gould,  of  Dorsetshire,  m 
lady  of  superior  talent,  two  daughters  were  bom  to  him ;  the  subject  of  this  notice  being  the 
ywg«g.  She  was  bom  on  the  aand  February.  1805.  By  their  mother's  eariy  death,  the 
iBSUra  were  bfouglit  up  under  the  immediate  care  of  their  father,  and  both  early  manifested 
Stctary  tastes.  On  their  father's  decease,  they  established  their  residence  at  Upper  Clapton, 
there  occapying  diemselTes  In  intellectual  culture.  Elixa,  the  elder  sister,  published  "  Mu> 
aical  Ilkiatrations  of  the  Wareriey  Noveb,"  and  a  work  eatiUed  "  Adoration.  Aspiration,  and 


la  i9}4.  Miss  Sarah  Flower  accepted  the  hand  of  Mr.  William  Bridges  Adams,  the  dis- 
ttngiiiThfd  engineer.  A  community  of  literary  tastes  had  brought  them  together.  Naturally 
«f  a  dcBcate  constitution,  the  health  of  Mrs.  Adams  was  enfeebled  by  a  long  and  anxious 
B  her  sister,  who  at  length  succumbed  to  a  pulmonary  ailment  in  1847.  Iq  other  two 
Mrs.  Adams  was  herself  a  victim  to  the  same  complatnL  She  died  on  the  13th  August, 
sS«^  "  She  wore  away,"  writes  one  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  these  particulars,  "  almost  her 
fant  breatli,  bunting  into  unconscious  song  as  the  gentle  spirit  glided  fitom  its  beautiful  frame." 
Her  remains  were  consigned  to  the  Foster  Street  burial-ground,  near  Harlow.  Esse*. 

Mrs.  Adams  was  a  person  of  strong  sensibility  and  of  deep  religious  earnestness.  Those 
who  were  privfleged  with  her  Society  cherish  her  memory  with  love  and  reverence.  She  was 
an  indortrioas  contributor  to  the  periodical  press,  both  in  verse  and  prose.  Several  of  her 
taki  attracted  considerable  attention.  Her  criticisnis  in  art  were  esteemed.  iBhe  composed  a 
mrwrhiam  for  children,  interspersed  with  hymns,  entitled  "  The  Flock  at  theVountain."  In 
il4x,  she  published  a  dramatk  poem  in  five  acts,  on  the  martyrdom  of  Vivia  oprpetua.  It  is 
dcdicaied  to  ber  sister,  in  some  beautiful  and  touching  lines  of  verse.  To  a  volume  of 
**  Hymns  and  Anthems,"  published  in  1841  by  Mr.  Charies  Fox.  she  contributed  thirteen  pieces. 
Two  of  tbcae  follow  the  present  sketch.     The  latter  has  found  a  place  in  nearly  every 


FATHER,  THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

He  sendeth  sun,  He  sendeth  shower, 
Alike  the/re  needful  for  the  flower ; 
And  joys  and  tears  alike  are  sent 
To  give  the  soul  fit  nourishment : 
As  comes  to  me  or  cloud  or  sun. 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 
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LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Can  loving  children  e'er  reprove 

With  murmurs  whom  they  trust  and  love  ? 

Creator,  I  would  ever  be 

A  trusting,  loving  child  to  Thee  : 

As  comes  to  me  or  cloud  or  sun. 

Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 

Oh,  ne*er  will  I  at  life  repine,     « 
Enough  that  Thou  hast  made  it  mine ; 
When  falls  the  shadow  cold  of  death, 
1 3ret  will  sing  with  parting  breath ; 
As  comes  to  me  or  shade  or  sim. 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 


NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ; 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me : 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

Though  like  the  wanderer. 

The  sun  gone  down. 
Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,— 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


There  let  the  way  appear, 
Steps  unto  heaven ; 

All  that  Thou  send'st  to  me 
In  mercy  given ; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee. 


K 
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Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
'Bright  with  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I'll  raise ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee. 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing. 

Cleaving  4he  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


JOSEPH  Addison  was  bom  at  MOston,  near  Amesbory,  WOtshire.  on  the  xst  May.  z67a. 
His  bther,  the  Rev.  Lancelot  Addison,  latteriy  Dean  of  Lichfield,  published  anonymously  a 
aaaO  daodectaio  volume  of  "  Sacred  Hymns  and  Poems."  bearing  date  1699.  Joseph  Addison 
was  edacated  in  the  Charterhouse,  and  at  the  University  of  Oxford.  He  was  Intended  for  the 
Chivch,  bat  was  attracted  to  study  law  and  politics.  He  attained  an  early  celebrity  as  a 
writer  of  venes,  and,  under  powetful  patronage,  received  a  state  pension  of  J^yn  a  year,  while 
9tk§  tweaty-aeven.  He  travelled  on  the  continent,  and  on  his  return  celebrated  in  verse  the 
victory  at  BImhrim.  He  was  appointed  successively  a  Commissioner  of  Appeals,  an  Under 
Secretaty  of  State,  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  and  Chief  Secretary  for 
Irdaad.  From  the  duties  of  the  last-named  office  he  retired  on  an  allowance  of  £tsoo  a  year. 
He  iMrried  on  the  and  August,  1716,  the  Dowager  Cotintess  of  Warwick ;  the  union  did  not 
prave  a  happy  one.  He  died  at  Holland  House,  Kensington,  on  the  xTth  June,  1719.  in  his 
The  name  of  Joseph  Addison  is  intimately  associated  with  the  history  of  English 
His  contributions  to  the  "  Tatler,"  "  Spectator,"  and  "  Guardian,"  will  continue  to 
be  read  so  loog  as  dasric  degance  of  diction  and  correct  moral  teaching  are  appreciated  or 
Addison  wrote  few  hynus,  but  these  have  found  a  place  in  almost  every  col* 


PROVIDENCE. 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare. 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care  ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

B  a 
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When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint. 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant. 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary  wandering  steps  He  leads  ; 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amidst  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread,  ' 
My  steadfast  heart  shail  fear  no  ill. 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way. 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds,  I  stray, 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  beguile ; 
The  barren  wUdemess  shall  smUe, 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd^ 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 


THE  FIRMAMENT. 

The  spacious  Armament  on  high 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky. 
And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame. 
Their  great  Original  proclaim  : 
Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator*s  power  display. 
And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail. 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale. 
And,  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth. 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 
While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON.    - 

What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball  ? 
What  though  no  real  voice,  nor  sound, 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 
In  Reason*s  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
"The  Hand  that  made  us  is  Divhie." 


HOW  ARE  THY  SERVANTS  BLEST. 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  I 

How  sure  is  their  defence  1 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help,  Omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  Thy  care. 
Through  burning  climes  I  pass'd  imhurt, 

And  breathed  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  sweeten'd  every  soil, 

Made  every  region  please ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm*d. 

And  smoothed  the  Tyrrhene  seas. 

Think,  O  my  soul,  devoutly  think, 

How,  with  affirighted  eyes, 
Thou  saw'st  the  wide-extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rise. 

Confusion  dwelt  on  every  face. 

And  fear  in  every  heart. 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulfs  on  gulfs, 

O'ercame  the  pilot's  art. 

Yet  then,  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord  I 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free  ; 
Whilst  in  the  confidence  of  prayer, 

My  soul  took  hold  on  Thee. 
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For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  Thou  wert  not  slow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 

The  storm  was  laid,  the  winds  retired. 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
The  sea  that  roar'd  at  Thy  command. 

At  Thy  command  was  stilL 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death. 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore, 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  merdes  past, 

And  himibly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  Thou  preserv'st  my  life^ 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be  ; 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom. 

Shall  join  my  soul  to  Thee. 


GOD'S    MERCIES.  . 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  Fm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

O,  how  shall  words  with  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare, 
That  glows  within  my  ravish'd  heart ! 

But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 

Thy  providence  my  life  sustain'd. 

And  all  my  wants  redrest. 
When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay. 

And  hung  upon  the  breast 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear. 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

Unnumber'd  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender.care  bestowed. 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 

From  whom  these  comforts  floVd. 

When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran. 
Thine  unseen  arm  conve/d  me  safe, 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  death. 

It  greatly  cleared  my  way ; 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice, 

More  to  be  feared  than  they. 

When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  Thou 
With  health  renewed  my  face  ; 

And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk. 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  bliss 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er  ; 
And,  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend. 

Hath  doubled  all  my  store. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  dally  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  faUs,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  Thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise  ; 
For,  oh  I  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praise  ! 
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WILLIAM  ALEXANDER. 

Tmb  Vbry  Rev.  Wiluam  Alexander,  Deaa  ot  Emly,  Is  soa  of  the  Rer.  Robext 
Alexander,  Prebendary  of  Agfaadowey,  in  Ireland.  He  is  a  graduate  of  Oxford,  where  he 
obtained  university  prizes  for  prose  and  Terse  compositions.  His  poem  on  **  The  Death  of 
Jacob"  obtained  an  Accessit,  while  that  on  "  The  Waters  of  Babylon  "  carried  off  the  tricudal 
sacred  prize  poem.  The  Dean  of  Emly  has  been  a  frequent  contributor,  both  in  verse  and 
prose,  to  some  of  the  best  periodicals  of  the  day.  His  poetry,  however,  has  only  been  the 
Interlude  of  a  busy  Ufe.  Some  good  specimens  of  it  will  be  found  in  the  "  Lyim  AagVcaaa,* 
TfU  DiMiH  University  MagoMine^  The  Sptetator,  and  G0od  Words.  The  Dean  has  written 
few  pieces  which  can  strictly  be  called  hymns ;  we  extract,  howerer,  the  following  Enes  &oaa 
the  closing  stanzas  of  his  "  Death  of  Jacob." 


VISION  FROM  THE  APOCALYPSE. 

I  SAW  again,  behold  I  heaven's  open  door  I 

Behold  !  a  throne,  the  seraphim  stood  o'er  it. 
The  white-robed  elders  fell  upon  the  floor. 
And  flung  their  crowns  before  it. 

I  saw  a  wondrous  book — ^an  angel  strong 

To  heaven  and  earth  proclaimed  his  loud  appeals  ; 
But  a  hush  passed  across  the  seraph's  song. 
For  none  might  loose  the  seals. 

Then,  fast  as  rain  to  death  cry  of  the  3rear, 

Tears  of  St.  John  to  that  sad  cry  were  given  ; 
It  was  a  wondrous  thing  to  see,  a  tear 
Fall  on  the  floor  of  heaven. 

And  a  sweet  voice  said,  "  Weep  not ;  wherefore  &ilsy 

Eagle  of  God,  thy  heart,  the  high  and  leal  t 
The  Lion  out  of  Judah's  tribe  prevails, 
To  loose  the  sevenfold  seaL" 

nrwas  Israel's  voice,  and  straightway  up  above 

Stood  in  the  midst  a  wondrous  Lamb,  snow-white, 
Heart-woimded  with  the  deep  sweet  wound  of  love;, 
Eternal,  infinite. 

Then  rose  the  song  no  ear  had  heard  before  ; 

Then  from  the  white-robed  throng,  high  anthem  woke ; 
And  fast  as  spring-tide  on  the  sealess  shore. 
The  Alleluias  broke. 
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Who  dreams  of  God,  when  passionate  youth  is  high. 

When  first  life's  weary  waste  his  feet  have  trod  ; 
Who  seeth  angels*  footfalls  in  the  sky, 
Working  the  works  of  God, — 

His  snn  shall  fade  as  gently  as  it  rose ; 

Through  the  dark  woof  of  death's  approaching  night, 
His  faith  shall  shoot,  at  life's  prophetic  close, 
Some  threads  of  golden  light 

For  him  the  silver  ladder  shall  be  set, 

His  Saviour  shall  receive  his  latest  breath  ; 
He  walketh  to  a  £Euieless  coronet 
Up  through  the  gate  of  death. 


MRS.  CECIL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER. 

This  acoompUsbed  •uthoroB,  daughter  of  Major  Humphreys,  Strabane,  Ireland,  was  mairled 
In  x^a,  Co  die  Very  Rer.  William  Alexander,  Dean  of  Emly.  the  subject  of  the  precedinj^  notice. 
Mn.  Alexaadcr  published,  in  1846.  "  Verses  from  Holy  Scripture;'*  In  1848,  she  published  her 
"Hynas  for  tittle  Children,"  of  which,  to  the  present  time,  nearly  950,000  copies  have 
obcaiBed  drculatioii.  Her  other  publications  are  "Moral  Songs,"  "Narradre  Hymns," 
**  Lcgcad  of  the  Golden  Prayer,"  "  Hymns,  Descriptive  and  Devotional,"  "  Verses  for  Holy 
ScaaoBS."  *'  Poems  on  subjects  in  the  Qld  Testament."  "  The  Baron's  Little  Daughter,  and 
other  Tales  In  prose  and  verse,"  and  **  The  Lord  of  the  Forest  and  his  Vassals :  an  AUegory." 
She  haa  contributed  to  the  "  Lyra  Anglicana,"  and  has  edited  a  volume  of  the  "  Golden 
Scries,"  published  by  Mr.  Macmillan.  She  has  occasionally  contributed  to  Tht 
Vm^ersity  MagusifUt  Ttu  Engiishman's  Meigaaine,  and  other  periodicals. 


«*  TOUCHED  WITH  THE  FEELING  OF  OUR 

INFIRMITIES." 

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 

Lies  bleeding  and  unbound. 
One  only  hand,  a  pierced  hand, 

Can  salve  the  sinner's  wound. 

When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 

And  tears  of  anguish  flow, 
One  only  heart,  a  broken  heart, 

Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 
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When  penitence  has  wept  in  nin 

Over  iome  foul,  dark  spot, 
One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood. 

Can  wash  away  the  blot 

Tis  Jesn's  blood  that  washes  white. 

His  hand  thai  brings  relief; 
His  heart  that's  touched  with  all  our  joyi, 

And  feeleth  for  our  gtief. 

Lift  up  Thy  bleeding  hand,  O  Lord, 

Unseal  that  cleansing  tide  ; 
We  have  no  shelter  from  our  siu. 

But  in  Thy  wounded  side. 


HYMN  FOR  ADVENT. 
When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old. 

He  came  in  wealcness  and  in  woe ; 
He  wore  no  fonn  of  angel  mould. 

But  took  out  nature  poor  and  low. 

But  when  He  cometh  back  once  more. 
There  shall  be  set  the  great  while  throne^ 

And  earth  and  heaven  shall  flee  before 
The  face  of  Him  that  »ts  thereon. 

O  Son  of  God,  in  gloiy  crown'd. 
The  Judge  ordain'd  of  quick  and  dead  j 

O  Son  of  man,  so  pitying  found, 
For  all  the  tears  Thy  people  shed. 

Be  with  us  in  this  darken'd  place. 
This  weary,  restless,  dangerous  night ; 

And  teacli,  O  teach  us  by  Thy  grace. 
To  struggle  onward  Into  lighL 

And  ^nce,  In  God's  recording  book, 
Our  sins  are  written,  every  one, — 

The  crime,  the  wrath,  the  wandering  lodt, 
The  good  we  knew,  and  left  undone. 


MRS.  CECIL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER.  XX 

Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard, 

And  ere  before  Thy  face  we  stand. 
Look  Thou  on  each  accusing  word. 

And  blot  it  with  Thy  bleeding  hand. 

And  by  the  love  that  brought  Thee  here^ 

And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave, 
Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear, 

And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

And  lead  us  on  while  here  we  stray. 

And  make  us  love  our  heavenly  home, 
Till  from  our  hearts  we  love  to  say, 

Even  so,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come.'* 


•< 


FAITH  AND  HEAVEN. 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn. 

The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

How  fast  they  fade  away  ! 
CHi  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven  t 

Oh  for  the  golden  floor  ! 
Oh  for  the  Sun  of  righteousness 

That  setteth  never  more  I 

The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here. 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint ! 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint  I 
Oh  for  a  heart  that  never  sins  I 

Oh  for  a  soul  washed  white  I 
Oh  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary  day  or  night  1 

Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher ; 
But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh  by  Thy  love  and  anguish.  Lord  ! 

Oh  by  Thy  life  laid  down, 
Oh  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy  grace^ 

Nor  cast  away  our  crown  ! 
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WILLIAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  D.I 

An  eminent  minister  of  the  Scottish  Congregational  Church,  the  REV.  William 
ALBXANOER,  was  tx>ni  at  Leith,  near  Edinburgh,  on  the  34th  August,  x8o8.  He 
the  Universities  of  Edinbuigh  and  St  Andrews.  At  the  completioa  of  liis  universi 
he  became  classical  tutor  in  the  Independent  Theological  Academy,  at  Blackburn 
ministerial  charge  was  at  Norrington  Chapel,  Liverpo<^  In  x83(  he  became  pa; 
Aigyle  Square  Chapel,  Edinburgh.  In  1861,  a  new  place  of  worship  was  erected  i 
his  congregation,  at  the  cost  of  about  iJiStOoa  In  this  degant  structure,  which 
atj^fld  the  "Augustine  Church,"  Dr.  Alexander  now  ministers.  He  ltkewl<>e  he 
feasorship  in  the  Theological  Hall  of  the  Scottish  Independents.  Among  Dr.  A 
numerous  writings,  the  following  are  the  more  conspicuous,  "  The  Connection  am! 
of  die  Old  and  New  Testaments,"  "Swiuerland  and  the  Swiss  Churches."  "( 
Otfiitianitjr.*  "  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Ralph  Wardlaw.  D.D.," 
Thought  and  Work,"  and  "St.  Paul  at  Athens."  He  has  contributed  hymns  to  tl 
Congrqpatiooal  Hymn<book.  The  following  hymns  from  his  pen  have  appeared  i 
CoflectioBfc    Dr.  Alexander  has  kindly  permitted  their  insertion  in  the  present  worl 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Spirit  of  power,  and  truth,  and  love  1 
Who  sitt'st  enthroned  in  light  above, 
Descend,  and  bear  us  on  Thy  wings, 
Far  from  these  low  and  fleeting  thingsi 

'Tis  Thine  the  wounded  soul  to  heal ; 
*Tis  Thine  to  make  the  hardened  feel ; 
Thine  to  give  light  to  blinded  eyes, 
And  bid  the  grovelling  spirit  rise. 

CompassM  by  foes  on  every  side. 
By  sin  and  sore  temptation  tried  ; 
Where  can  we  look  or  whither  flee. 
If  not.  Great  Strengthener,  to  Thee  ? 

When  faith  is  weak  and  courage  fails. 
When  grief  or  doubt  our  soul  assails  ; 
Who  can,  like  Thee,  our  spirits  cheer  ? 
Great  Comforter,  be  ever  near. 

Like  captives  at  their  prison  grate, 
We  mourn  our  languishing  estate  : 
Thou  only  canst  our  bonds  imtie ; 
Great  Sanctifier,  hear  our  cry. 


WILLIAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  D.D.  I3 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  like  the  fire, 
With  burning  zeal  our  souls  inspire ; 
Come,  like  the  south  wind,  breathing  balm, 
Our  joys  refresh,  our  passions  calm ; 

Come  like  the  sun's  enlightening  beam ; 
Cpme  like  the  cooling,  cleansing  stream ; 
With  all  Thy  graces  present  be — 
Spirit  of  God,  we  wait  for  Thee. 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

No  more,  no  more  of  the  cares  of  time  ! 
Speak  to  me  now  of  that  happy  dime. 
Where  the  ear  never  lists  to  the  sufferer's  moan. 
And  sorrow  and  care  are  all  unknown  : 
Now  when  my  pulse  beats  faint  and  slow. 
And  my  moments  are  numbered  here  below. 
With  thy  soft,  sweet  voice,  my  sister,  tell 
Of  that  land  where  my  spirit  longs  to  dwell. 

Oh  yes,  let  me  hear  of  its  blissful  bowers. 
And  its  trees  of  life,  and  its  fadeless  flowers ; 
Of  its  crystal  streets  and  its  radiant  throng, 
With  their  harps  of  gold  and  their  endless  song ; 
Of  its  glorious  palms  and  its  raiment  white. 
And  its  streamlets  all  ludd  with  living  light ; 
And  its  emerald  plains,  where  the  ransom'd  stray, 
'Mid  the  bloom  and  the  bliss  of  a  changeless  day. 

And  tell  me  of  those  who  are  resting  there. 
Far  from  sorrow,  and  free  from  care — 
The  loved  of  my  soul,  who  passed  away 
In  the  roseate  bloom  of  their  early  day ; 
Oh,  are  they  not  bending  around  me  now. 
Light  in  each  eye,  and  joy  on  each  brow. 
Waiting  until  my  spirit  fly. 
To  herald  me  home  to  my  rest  on  high  ? 

Thus,  thus,  sweet  sister,  let  me  hear 
Thy  loved  voice  fall  on  my  listening  ear, 
Like  the  murmur  of  streams  in  that  happy  grove 
That  drdes  the  home  of  our  early  love  ; 
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And  so  let  my  spirit  calmly  rise, 
From  the  loved  upon  earth,  to  the  blest  in  the  skies. 
And  lose  the  sweet  tones  I  have  loved  so  long, 
in  the  glorious  burst  of  the  heavenly  song. 


MEETINGS  OF  MINISTERS. 

From  distant  comers  of  our  land. 
Behold  us,  Lord,  before  Thee  stand. 
Once  more  prepared  to  Thee  to  raise 
Our  humble  prayer,  our  grateful  praise. 

Blest  be  the  Hand  whose  guardian  power 
Has  kept  us  to  this  present  hour ; 
Blest  be  the  grace  that  bids  us  meet 
Thus  round  the  throne,  in  union  sweet 

We  meet  to  seek,  in  faith  and  zeal. 
The  brethren's  good,  the  Church's  weal ; 
Oh,  whilst  for  Zion's  cause  we  stand. 
May  Zion's  King  be  near  at  hand  ! 

We  meet,  O  God,  that  through  our  land 
The  Churches  planted  by  Thy  hand. 
From  error,  weakness,  discord  free. 
May  bloom  like  gardens  blest  by  Thee. 

Smile  on  us.  Lord,  and  through  this  place 
Diffuse  the  glory  of  Thy  face  ; 
Here  to  our  gathered  tribes  be  given 
A  brightening  antepast  of  heaven. 


PRAISE  TO  THE  HOLY  TRINITY. 

Thrice  holy  and  thrice  potent  God, 

Incomprehended  Trine  ! 
Perennial  Light,  through  whose  abode 

No  borrow'd  splendours  shine ; 
O  Unity  for  ever  true  ! 

O  Truth  for  ever  one  I 
O  Love,  that  spreads  all  being  through. 

Creation's  Source  and  Sun  : — 
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Thee,  'midst  unHatthomed  depths  of  light. 

With  clouds  encircled  round, 
Angels  adore,  nor  dare  the  sight. 

Nor  tempt  the  dread  profound. 
Thee  we  confess  ;  in  Thee  we  trust ; 

And,  bom  to  see  Thy  fece, 
Ix)ve  bears  us  upward  from  the  dust, 

A:||id  now  foretastes  the  grace. 

Here  we  would  do  the  Father's  will ; 

Learn  all  the  Son  hath  taught ; 
The  Spirit's  word  in  truth  fulfil. 

With  His  rich  graces  fraught* 
Help  us,  adorM  Trinity ; 

Help,  Father,  Spirit,  Son ; 
Whose  empire  fills  eternity, 

Unending,  unbegun  I 
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TRB  VBKY  RSV.  HBNUY  Alford,  Desn  of  Canterbury,  was  born  in  London,  on  the  7th 
Ocmbcr,  sSsok  Hh  6ther  some  time  prosecuted  the  law,  but  subsequently  took  orders.  He 
became  Rector  of  Aston  Sandford,  Bucks,  and  died  in  tSsa.  The  Dean  studied  at  Trinity 
CoOeire,  Cambridge.  In  xBst,  he  published  hisafirst  work,  entitled  "Poems  and  Poetical 
Fncmcnts.'*  He  was  ordained  Jn  1833,  and,  six  years  after,  was  instituted  in  the  Vicarage  of 
WymeswoUL  Leicestershire.  In  1857,  he  obtained  his  present  preferment.  Dean  Alford  is 
author  of  about  sixty  diflferent  publications.  His  annotated  Greek  Testament,  in  four  volumes, 
has  secured  him  reputation  as  a  profound  Biblical  scholar.  He  is  a  contributor  to  Good 
Hr^rds  and  The  Sunday  MagawiHe.  In  tSss  appeared  his  "  School  of  the  Heart,  and  other 
PDcma,"  3  Tok.,  zama  He  pubfisbed,  in  1844.  a  small  coHection  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns,"  to 
wbkli  were  added  thirty-seren  sacred  lyrks.  written  by  himself,  From  the  latest  edition  of 
tiw  Deaa's  ** Poetical  Works"  published  in  1865,  the  following  hymns  have  been  transcribed. 

A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

Saviour  of  them  that  trust  in  Thee, 

Once  more,  with  supplicating  cries. 
We  lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee, 

And  bid  devotion's  incense  rise. 

For  mercies  past  we  praise  Thee,  Lord, 
The  firuits  of  earth,  the  hopes  of  heaven  ; 

Thy  helping  arm.  Thy  guiding  word. 
And  answer'd  prayers,  and  sins  forgiven. 
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Whene'er  we  tread  on  danger's  height,  '  * 

Or  walk  temptation's  slippery  way. 
Be  still,  to  steer  our  steps  aright, 

Thy  word  our  guide,  Thine  arm  our  stay. 

Be  ours  Thy  fear  and  favour  still. 

United  hearts — unchanging  love  ; 
No  scheme  that  contradicts  Thy  will. 

No  wish  that  centres  not  above. 

And  since  we  must  be  parted  here, 

Support  us  when  the  hour  shall  come ; 
Wipe  gently  off  the  mourner's  tear, — 

Rejoin  us  in  our  heavenly  home. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Thou  that  art  the  Father's  Word, 
Thou  that  art  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Thou  that  art  the  Virgin's  Son, 
Thou  that  savest  souls  imdone^ 
Sacred  sacrifice  for  sin. 
Fount  of  piety  within  : 

Hail,  Lord  Jesus  I 

Thou  to  whom  Thine  angels  raise 
Quiring  songs  of  sweetest  praise. 
Thou  that  art  the  flower  and  fruit, 
Virgin-bom  from  Jesse's  root. 
Shedding  holy  peace  abroad, 
Perfect  man  and  perfect  God  ; 
Hail,  Lord  Jesus ! 

Thou  that  art  the  door  of  heaven. 
Living  bread  in  mercy  given. 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  face, 
Everlasting  Prince  of  peace. 
Precious  pearl  beyond  all  price. 
Brightest  star  in  all  the  skies  ; 
Hail,  Lord  Jesus ! 
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King  and  Spouse  of  holy  hearts, 
Fount  of  love  that  ne*er  departs, 
Siw^eetest  life,  and  brightest  day, 
Truest  truth,  and  siu'est  way, 
That  leads  onward  to  the  blest 
Sabbath  of  eternal  rest : 

Hail,  Lord  Jesus  ! 


HYMN  OF  DELIVERANCE. 

1,0,  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking. 
Faithless  fears  our  hearts  are  shaking  ; 
For  our  succour  undertaking. 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

Lo,  the  world  from  Thee  rebelling, 
Round  Thy  Church  in  pride  is  swelling  ; 
With  Thy  word  their  madness  quelling  ; 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  1 

On  Thine  own  command  relying, 
We  our  onward  task  are  plying  ; 
Unto  Thee  for  safety  sighing, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

By  Thy  birth,  Thy  cross  and  passion, 
By  Thy  tears  of  deep  compassion, 
By  Thy  mighty  intercession, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 


HARVEST  HOME. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 
All  is  safely  gathered  in. 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin. 
Godf  our  Maker,  doth  provide, 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied  ; 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 
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We  ourselves  are  God's  own  field. 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield  ; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown. 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown  : 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear. 
Then  the  full  com  shall  appear  : 
Grant,  O  harvest  Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home  ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  cars  to  store 
In  His  gamer  evermore! 

Then,  thou  Church  triumphant,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home  ! 
All  are  safely  gathered  in, 
Free  fix)m  sorrow,  free  from  sin  ; 
There  for  ever  purified. 
In  God's  gamer  to  abide  ; 
Come,  ten  thousand  angels,  come. 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest  Home! 


BROTHERLY  LOVE. 

Little  children,  dwell  in  love  ; 
New-begotten  from  above. 
Ye  by  this  your  birth  may  know, 
That  ye  dwell  in  love  below. 


God,  your  Father,  reigns  on  high, 
Unbeheld  by  mortal  eye  ; 
Him  ye  see  not,  love  Him  then 
In  His  types,  your  fellow-men. 

Not  in  semblance,  nor  in  word, 
But  in  holy  thoughts  unheard. 
But  in  very  truth  and  deed. 
Share  their  joy  and  help  their  need. 
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Thus  the  saint  whom  Jesus  loved, 
Spoke  in  word,  in  action  proved  ; 
Lord,  may  Thy  disciples  be 
Like  to  him,  and  like  to  Thee. 


HOLY  COMMUNION. 

Lo,  the  feast  is  spread  to-day ; 

Jesus»summons,  come  away  I 

From  the  vanity  of  life, 

From  the  sounds  of  mirth  and  strife, 

To  the  feast  by  Jesus  given. 

Come  and  taste  the  bread  of  heaven. 

Why,  with  proud  excuse  and  vain. 
Spurn  His  mercy  once  again  ? 
From  amidst  life's  social  ties. 
From  the  farm  and  merchandise, 
Come,  for  all  is  now  prepared  j 
Freely  given,  be  freely  shared. 

BlessM  are  the  lips  that  taste 
Our  Redeemer's  marriage  feast ; 
Blessed  who  on  Him  shall  feed. 
Bread  of  Life,  and  drink  indeed. 
BlessM,  for  their  thirst  is  o'er. 
They  shall  never  hmiger  more. 

Make  then  once  again  your  choice, 
Hear  to-day  His  calling  voice  ; 
Ser\'ants,  do  your  Master's  will ; 
Bidden  guests,  His  table  fill ; 
Come,  before  His  wrath  shall  swear 
Ye  shall  never  enter  there. 
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JAMES  ALLEN. 


The  Rev.  James  ALI.RN  was  bom  at  Gayle,  near  Hawes.  Weosleydale.  Yorkshire,  ea  the 
84th  June,  1734.  In  1751,  he  entered  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  bat  tfie  year  alter  he 
Joined  the  followers  of  Benjamin  Ingham,  and  became  an  itinerant  preacher.  He  sabsequeotlf 
tmited  himself  to  the  Sandeinanians,  a  Scottish  sect.  In  this  connection  be  continned  to 
minister,  in  a  small  chapel,  which  he  built  on  his  own  property  in  Gayle.  He  published  a  —mFl 
Tolume  entitled  "  Christian  Songs"  which  has  been  twice  reprinted.  He  died  oa  the  jxst 
October,  1804.  The  following  hymn  from  his  pen  ha<>  been  attributed  to  others.  It 
In  nearly  erery  collection,  but  generally  in  a  mutilated  form. 


"WORTHY    THE    LAMB. 

Glory  to  God  on  high. 
Let  praises  fill  the  sky  ! 

Praise  ye  His  name. 
Angels  His  name  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore, 
And  saints  cry  evermore. 
Worthy  the  Lamb  ! " 


i» 


(( 


All  they  aromid  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  His  name. 
We  who  have  felt  His  blood. 
Sealing  our  peace  with  God, 
Spread  His  dear  fame  abroad — 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !  " 

To  Him  our  hearts  we  raise — 
None  else  shall  have  our  praise  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  ! 
Him  our  exalted  Lord, 
By  us  below  adored, 
We  praise  with  one  accord — 
Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 


(( 


If  we  should  hold  our  peace. 
Stones  would  cry  out  apace  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  ! 
Love  does  our  souls  inspire 
With  heavenly,  pure  desire. 
And  sets  us  all  on  fire — 
Worthy  the  Lamb  ! " 


(i 
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Join  all  the  human  race. 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  I 
In  Him  we  will  rejoice, 
Making  a  cheerful  noise, 
And  say  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 

Though  we  must  change  our  place, 
Our  souls  shall  never  cease 

Praising  His  name  ;  i 

To  Him  we'll  tribute  bring. 
Laud  Him  our  gracious  King, 
And  without  ceasing  sing. 
Worthy  the  Lamb!" 


<i 
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fysWAl~D  AXX.E?'  is  *on  of  John  AQen.  who  has,  for  upwards  of  half  a  century,  engaged  la 
kd  n  Manager  of  the  Lancathire  Banking  Company,  at  Kirk  by- Lonsdale,  West- 
At  thi«  place,  the  subject  of  this  notice  was  bom  in  i8t6.    His  great-grandunde, 
AJUeti,  Is  noticed  in  the  preceding  article.    Owing  to  a  delicate  constitution,  his  educa> 
clue#y  conducted  in  his  native  place.   In  1843.  he  entered  00  business  at  Glasgow,  but 
cocBpeOed  to  abandon  it  from  impaired  health.     He  now  resides  in  his  natire  place,  able, 
improved  health,  to  take  an  active  part  in  bank  duties.     In  i86a,  he  published 
i  of  tbe  Christian  Life ;"  Iu>ndon,  i^mo.    From  this  excellent  publication,  the  follow- 
byians  bxve  been  selected.    They  are  printed  under  the  author's  reriaioo. 

THE  JOURNEY. 

Jesus,  through  life's  journey  guide  us 

Safely  to  the  promised  land  ; 
From  the  storm  and  tempest  hide  us. 

Watching  o'er  Thy  lowly  band. 
We  have  pass'd  through  many  dangers 

In  our  pilgrimage  of  love  ; 
Lived  as  outcasts  and  as  strangers, 

Marching  to  the  world  above. 

Jesus,  none  of  these  things  move  us, 

MjUi  forsakes  us — TTiou  art  true  ; 
Thou  wilt  never  cease  to  love  us  ; 

Thou  hast  strength  to  bear  us  throiigh. 
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If  men  markM  not  our  behaviour,' 
If  our  speech  were  like  their  own, 

We  should  not  be  like  our  Saviour  ;- 
They  or  Thou  must  us  disown. 

Jesus,  Thee  our  souls  have  taken 

For  our  Captain  and  our  Guide  ; 
All  for  Thee  we  have  forsaken  ; 

All  we  need  Thou  wilt  provide. 
Firmest  trust  in  Thy  love  placing, 

Cheerfully  we  hasten  on  ; 
Every  promise  firm  embracing, 

Till  the  kingdom  we  have  won. 


COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

O  Holy  Spirit,  come. 
And  Jesu's.love  declare ; 
O  tell  us  of  our  heavenly  home, 
And  guide  us  safely  there. 

Our  unbelief  remove. 
By  Thine  Almighty  breath  ; 
O  work  the  wondrous  work  of  love. 
The  mighty  work  of  faith  I 

Come  with  resistless  power. 
Come  with  almighty  grace. 
Come  with  the  long-expected  shower, 
And  fall  upon  this  place  I 

We  know  Thou  hast  the  power, 
O  let  that  power  be  shown  I 
We  know  that  this  is  mercy's  hour, 
O  make  Thy  mercy  known  !, 

We  now  besiege  Thy  throne  ; 
We  fall  before  Thy  face  ; 
Our  only  hope,  Thy  love  alone ; 
Our  only  trust.  Thy  grace. 
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Thy  s<iptre.  Lord,  extend ; 
Fitj  our  deep  dulreu  ; 
Thon  ait  the  coatrite  sinner'i  Friend, 
Thy  traitmg  serraots  bleu. 

Give  as  the  melting  soul, 
GiTc  tu  the  will  subdued, 
GiTC  ui  theMreams  ol  grace,  to  toll 
Over  a  heart  renewed. 

We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  grace. 
And  Thioe  Almigbty  power  ; 
We  blest  Thee  for  Tby  holy  place. 
And  thlt  accepted  hmir. 

TO-DAY. 

To-DAT  Thy  mercy  calli  mo, 

To  vasb  airay  my  sin  ; 
However  great  ™y  trespass, 

Whale'er  I  may  have  been. 
However  long  from  mercy 

I  may  have  lura'd  away, 
Thy  blood,  O  Christ,  can  cleaiiK  m^ 

And  malie  me  white  lo-day. 

To-day  Thy  gale  !s  open. 

And  alt  who  enter  In 
Shall  find  a  Father's  welcome, 

And  pardon  far  tbdr  sin. 
The  past  shall  be  forgotten, 

A  present  joy  be  given, 
A  future  grace  be  promised — 

To-day  Ihe  Father  calk  me  ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  waits  ; 
The  blessed  angeU  gather 

Around  Ihe  heavenly  gate* ; 
Ho  question  will  be  ask'd  me. 

How  often  I  have  come ; 
Although  I  oft  have  wander'd. 

It  ii  my  Fatber'a  home; 
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0  flll-embracing  mrrcy, 
Thou  ever-open  door, 

Whai  should  1  do  without  Thee, 
When  heart  and  eyes  run  o'er  t 

When  >U  things  seem  against  me. 
To  driTe  me  to  despair, 

1  Iedov  one  gate  is  open. 

One  car  will  hear  my  prajwr. 


JOHN   ANDERSON. 


TO  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN. 

"  Worii  out  your  oim  talvuSan  with  r«r  and  acmb\inf.'—PJkiL  u. 

WoEK  r  thy  mis^on  is  not  slumber  ; 

Sleep  beseemeth  not  (he  soul ; 
Sim  and  sorrows,  without  number. 

Stand  between  thee  and  the  goal. 
Tremble  !  lest  thy  foot  should  slumhle ; 

Death  pursues  on  fleetest  steed  ; 
Strive  with  courage,  yet  be  humble ; 

Be  Ae  wings  of  prayer  thy  speed  I 

Fear  t  lest  pleasure  should  entice  thee 

To  forget  the  holy  priie  ; 
Fear  1  lest  riches  should  advise  thee 

Heavenly  treasures  to  despise. 

Tremble  1  for  the  heart  wilhin  the^ 
Tremble  I  for  the  world  without ; 

Fear  1  lest  lin  or  sorrow  win  thee 
Once  to  droop,  despond,  or  doubt. 
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Work  !  and  rend  each  galling  fetter 

Satan  would  impose  on  thee  ; 
Rest  not — either  worse  or  better 

Every  day  thy  soul  must  be. 

Fearing,  trembling,  striving,  praying, 

Onward,  like  yon  rolling  river  ; 
Man's  delajring  proves  decaying, 

Sold  immortal  resteth  never. 

Rest  celestial  is  not  slumber. 

Glory's  pathway  climbs  to  God  ; 
Seraphs,  spirits,  without  number, 

Tread  that  ever-rising  road. 

Ever  up  to  Godhead  soaring, 

'Tis  their  glory  still  to  soar  ; 
'Mid  eternal  bliss  adoring. 

Heaven  behind,  around,  before. 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  LIFE. 

'Mid  the  hot  desert,  where  the  pilgrim  pines 
For  the  cool  shadow  and  the  streamlet  clear. 

Seeking  his  weary  way  to  Zion's  shrines, 
A  fountain  murmurs  comfort  in  his  ear. 

Stem  winter  seals  not  up  that  source  of  bliss, 
The  eastern  sunbeam  never  drinks  it  dry  ; 

Fresh  flowers  and  greenest  grass  its  waters  kiss. 
And  whispering  palms  defend  it  from  the  sky. 

There  men  of  every  clime  refreshment  seek  ; 

All  sins  and  sorrows  meet  securely  ther^  ; 
These  waves  have  kiss'd  Remorse's  haggard  cheek. 

And  smoothed  the  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of  Care. 

The  lip  of  Passion  there  hath  quenched  its  flame, 
While  pale  Contrition  sadly  hung  its  head  ; 

That  fount  hath  mirror'd  back  the  blush  of  shame, 
And  wash'd  the  savage  hand,  with  murder  red  ! 
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Sinner,  for  thee  a  purer  fountain  flows, 
To  soothe  the  sorrowful,  to  help  the  weak  ; 

To  wash  the  reddest  crimes,  like  spotless  snows 
That  gleam  on  Lebanon's  untrodden  peak. 

Come,  men  of  every  crime  and  every  care. 
Behold  the  words  upon  that  fountain's  brink— 

"  If  any  sigh  in  sin,  to  me  repair  ; 
Or  thirst  in  sorrow,  come  to  me  and  drink  ! " 

The  Word  of  God  is  that  unfailing  fount. 
Life  is  the  desert  where  its  waters  flow  ; 

Drink,  if  you  hope  to  win  the  holy  mount. 
Where  Zion's  shrines  in  light  eternal  glow. 


THE  DYING  SAINTS  PRAYER  TO  THE  HOLY 

TRINITY. 

Holy  Father  !  lend  Thine  ear 

To  a  fainting  mortal's  cry  j 
In  Thy  love  and  pity  hear. 

Breathe  a  pardon  ere  I  die. 

Blessed  Jesus  I  in  the  tide 

Poured  upon  the  fatal  tree. 
Let  my  soul  be  purified 

Ere  it  meets  a  Judge  in  Thee. 

Holy  Spirit !  sent  by  One 

Skill'd  in  human  pain  and  grief^ 

Help  me  till  the  combat's  done ; 
Bring,  O  bring  my  soul  relie£ 

Glorious  and  eternal  Three  I 

Give  my  spirit  power  to  sing, 
**  Grave,  how  brief  thy  victory  ! 

Death,  how  vain  thy  sting  ! " 
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HENRY  ADAMS  SERGISON  ATWOOD. 

TKK  reverend  author  of  tfa«  (oSkywing  hyvaxu  whose  name  is  prefixed,  was  born  on  the  zjth 
xaoo.  Hift  ancestors  were,  for  five  successive  (peneratioos,  beneficed  clergymen  of 
Cfcitfcb  of  Engtand.  He  studied  at  Queen's  College.  Oxford,  and  took  the  degree  of  M.  A. 
in  1:^14.  Obcakui^p  orders,  he  became  Curate  of  Kenilworth.  In  1839,  be  was  collated  to  the 
Vicaa-a^e  oi  A^shdworCh,  Gloucestershire,  where  he  continues  to  discharge  the  dudes  of  the 
In  X837.  be  pnUiahed  "  Hynuis  for  Private  or  Congregational  use.  tor  every 
the  V< 


FORGIVE,  AND  YE  SHALL  BE  FORGIVEN. 

When  angels  sang  the  Saviour's  birth. 

The  strain  celestial  ran — 
**  Glory  to  God  !  be  peace  on  earth  I 

Goodwill  to  fidlen  man  I " 

When  Peter  asked,  "  How  oft  shall  I 

Forgive,  when  men  offend?" 
The  Saviour's  gracious  words  imply 

Forgiveness  without  end. 

He  for  His  foes  expiring  prayed. 

To  His  own  precept  true  : 
**  Father,  foigive  them,"  Jesus  said, 

**  They  know  not  what  they  do." 

Oh,  teach  us.  Lord,  while  here  we  live. 

As  pilgrims  bound  for  heaven, 
Our  brother's  trespass  to  forgive. 

As  we  would  be  forgiven. 


SIR  HENRY  WILLIAMS  BAKER,  BART. 

Tm  REV.  Sir  HEN&V  Wiixiams  baker,  Bart.,  was  bom  fai  London,  on  the  97th  May, 
ate.  His  fiitfr^*",  Sir  Henry  Lorafaie  Baker,  the  second  baronet,  was  a  Vice-Admiral  of  the 
ttg,^  3f nvT-  The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where 
ke  iriMliitfftl  B.  A-  in  xa44.  Having  entered  into  holy  orders,  he  was.  In  1851,  appointed  to 
«h»  va^^»-ly*>  «rf  MnnTr'*****!  Herefordshire.  The  reverend  baronet  is  one  of  the  editors  of 
It  and  Modem."  The  two  following  hymns,  which  were  contributed  by  him 
bare  received  his  kind  permission  to  insert  in  this  collection. 

HEAVEN. 

There  is  a  blessM  Home 

Beyond  this  land  of  woe. 
Where  trials  never  come, 

Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow  ; 
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Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight. 
And  patient  hope  is  crown'd, 

And  everlasting  light 
Its  glory  throws  around. 

There  is  a  land  of  peace, 

Good  angels  know  it  well ; 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 

Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 

Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  One, 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

O  joy  all  joys  beyond. 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died, 
And  count  each  sacred  wound 

In  hands  and  feet  and  side  ; 
To  give  to  Him  the  praise 

Of  every  triumph  won. 
And  sing  through  endless  days 

The  great  things  He  hath  done. 

Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 

Nor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

Of  daily  toil  and  woe  ; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love. 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 


SANCTIFIED  AFFLICTION. 

Oh  what,  if  we  are  Christ's, 
Is  earthly  shame  or  loss  ? 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be, 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 


Keen  was  the  trial  once. 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe, 
When  martyr'd  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below  : 
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Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Boundless  their  joy  above. 
Where  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours, 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 
All  that  of  sorrow,  grief^  or  pain. 
May  be  our  portion  here. 

Enough  if  Thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give, 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet, 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

All  glory,  Lord,  to  Thee, 
Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore  ; 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  for  evermore. 


JOHN   BAKEWELL. 


JOHN  Bakewbxx  was  bora  in  1731.  at  Braflsford.  Derbyshire.  About  his  etc^hteenth  yeu, 
be  was  awakened  to  a  saving  knowledge  of  Divine  truth.  He  began  to  preach  in  1744.  Pro- 
ceeding to  London,  he  formed  the  acquaintance  of  John  and  Cliarles  We&ley,  Tuplady.  Madan. 
and  other  zeakms  ministers.  He  united  himself  to  the  Wesleys,  and  was  one  of  the  first  of 
their  local  preachers.  For  some  time  he  lived  at  Westminster.  Subsequently,  he  became 
Biasier  of  the  Greenwich  Royal  Park  Academy.  In  his  advanced  years,  he  retired  to  the  neigh- 
bouruq;  village  of  Lewisham,  where  he  died  on  the  i8th  March.  1819.  His  remains  were  con- 
sigaed  to  the  burial-ground  adjoining  the  City  Road  ChapeL  On  his  gravestone  it  is  recorded 
tlutt  **  He  adoraed  the  doctrine  of  God  our  Saviour  eighty  years,  and  preached  His  glorious 
gospel  about  seventy  years."  Till  lately,  BakewcU's  penwnal  history  was  imperfectly  known. 
We  are  indebted  for  these  particulars  to  an  approciatory  memoir  contributed  to  the  yVesUyaM 
Meth^ist  Magawine  for  February,  1864,  by  Mr.  James  Stelfox,  of  Belfast.  The  foQowing 
byom.  by  Mr.  Bakewdl.  was  fir^t  published  in  Madan's  Collection,  in  1760 ;  it  was  inserted, 
with  alterations,  in  Toplady's  Collection,  in  1776.  In  Toplady's  edition  a  stanza  has  been 
»*f<f*<H,  borrowed,  with  slight  variation,  from  Hymn  No.  97  of  James  AUen.  We  have  inserted 
tbe  fHincr  Tcrsioo.  thus  presenting  the  hymn  in  the  author's  own  words. 

GRATITUDE  FOR  THE  ATONEMENT. 

Hail  I  Thou  once  despised  Jesus  ; 

Hail,  Thou  Galilean  King  I 
Who  didst  suffer  to  release  \is  ; 

Who  didst  free  salvation  bring : 
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Hail,  Thou  universal  Saviour, 
Who  hast  borne  our  sin  and  shame  ! 

By  whose  merits  we  find  favour  ; 
Life  is  given  through  Thy  name. 

Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed. 

All  our  sins  were  on  Thee  laid ; 
By  almighty  love  appointed. 

Thou  hast  fiill  atonement  made  : 
Every  sin  may  be  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood  ; 
Open'd  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory. 

There  for  ever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side : 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading  : 

**  Spare  them  yet  another  year ;" 
Thou  for  saints  art  interceding. 

Till  in  glory  they  appear. 

"Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Christ  is  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing^ 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits  ! 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays  I 
Help  to  sing  our  Jesu's  merits  ; 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 
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ANNA  LETITIA  BARBAULD. 


aotboress  was  born  at  Kibworth-Harcourt.  Leicestershire,  on  the  aoth 

X743.       Her  €atb«r,  the  Rer.  John  Aikin,  was  a  dissentini^  minister,  and  kept  an 

«xy.     Sl»e  earty  wrote  renes.    In  1773,  she  published  a  rcdume  of  misceOaneous  poena, 

t  racpidly  pa5»sed  throtigfa  four  editions.     In  the  fotlowinjf  year,  she  married  the  Rev. 

^MfcQPt  BartMJqM,  with  whom  she  opened  a  school  for  boys,  at  Pat^grare,  Snffolk.    Her 

re  Ikcrars  were  dedicated  to  composition.    She  puMished  "  Early  Lessons  tor  Children," 

'Bsns  ua  Prose,'*  and  **  Devotiunal  Pfeces."    In  1784,  Mr.  Barbauld  accepted  the  pastorate 

dii^^otii^  diapel  at  Ilampstead ;  in  iSoa,  he  removed  to  Newin|;ton  Green,  where  he 

in  xBoy.     M r».  Barbauld  cootinned  to  reside  in  that  neighbourhood  tiU  her  death,  which 

:  place  oa  tbe  9th  March,  iflBs    Her  collected  worlcs,  accompanied  by  a  memoir,  were 

tisbed  by  Miss  Lucy  Aikin,  her  niece,  ia  xSas.    Tbe  following  hymns  have  bees  tnns* 

«d  firoB  this  etfitaoo. 

CHRISTIAN  FRIENDSHIP. 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds, 
In  onion  sweet,  according  minds  ! 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run, 
"Whose  hearts,  whose  faith,  whose  hopes  are  one ! 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear  : 
What  jealous  love,  what  holy  fear  I 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Kefine  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin  ! 

Thdr  streaming  e3res  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  mortal  woe ; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise. 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

T(^ether  both  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  His  awftil  face  ; 
How  high,  how  strong  their  raptures  swell, 
There's  none  but  kindred  souls  can  teU. 

Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
When  Nature  droops  her  sickening  fire  ; 
Then  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above, 
A  heaven  of  joy,  because  of  love. 

THE  SAVIOUR'S  INVITATION. 

Come,  says  Jesu's  sacred  voice. 
Come  and  make  my  paths  your  choloe  ; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come  ! 
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Thou,  who  houseless,  sole,  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world*s  scorn  ; 
Long  hast  roamed  this  barren  waste  ; 
Wear^*  pilgrim,  hither  haste  ! 

Ye  who,  tossM  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain  ; 
Ye  whose  swollen  and  sleepless  eyes 
Long  to  see  the  morning  rise  ; 

Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 

In  strong  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn  ; 

Here  repose  your  heavy  care, 

A  wounded  spirit  who  can  bear  ? 

Sinner,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound  ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure — 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


LOVE,  THE  NEW  COMMANDMENT. 

Behold,  where  breathing  love  Divine, 

Our  dying  Master  stands  ! 
His  weeping  followers  gathering  round. 

Receive  His  last  commands. 

From  that  mild  Teacher's  parting  lips 

What  tender  accents  fell  ! 
The  gentle  precept  which  He  gave 

Became  its  Author  well. 

"  Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain. 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vain. 

"  Whose  breast  expands  with  generous  warmth, 

A  stranger's  woes  to  feel. 
And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  woimd 

He  wants  the  power  to  heal. 
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"  He  spreads  his  kind  supporting  arms 

To  every  child  of  grief ; 
His  secret  bounty  largely  flows. 

And  brings  unask'd  relief. 

"  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

His  feet  are  never  slow  : 
He  views,  thro'  mercy*s  melting  eye, 

A  brother  in  a  foe. 

"  Peace  from  the  bosom  of  his  God, 

My  peace  to  him  I  give  ; 
And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne. 

His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 

"  To  him  protection  shall  be  shown. 

And  mercy  from  above 
Descend  on  those  who  thus  fulfil 

The  perfect  law  of  love." 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days  ; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ  ; 

For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield, 
For  the  vine's  exalted  juice. 
For  the  generous  olive's  use. 

Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain. 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripen'd  grain  ; 
Clouds  that  drop  their  fatt'ning  dews. 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse. 

All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land  ; 
All  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  o'er/lowing  stores. 
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These  to  Thee,  my  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow  ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

Yet  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  stem  the  rijx^ning  ear  ; 
Should  the  fig-tree's  blasted  shoot 
Drop  her  green  untimely  fruit ; 

Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  store  ; 
Though  the  sick'ning  flocks  should  fall, 
And  the  henls  desert  the  stall ; 

Should  Tliine  altered  hand  restrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain. 
Blast  each  opening  bud  of  joy, 
And  the  rising  year  destroy, — 

Yet  to  Thee  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise  ; 
And  when  every  blessing's  flown. 
Love  Thee  for  Thyself  alone. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  WARFARE. 

Awake,  my  soul  !  lift  up  thine  eyes  ; 
See  where  thy  foes  against  thee  rise 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  host : 
Awake,  my  soul,  or  thou  art  lost  ! 

Here  giant  Danger  thrcal'ning  stands. 
Must' ring  his  pale  terrific  bands  ; 
There  Pleasure's  silken  banners  spread. 
And  willing  souls  are  captive  led. 

See,  where  rebellious  passions  rage, 
And  fierce  desires  and  lusts  engage  ; 
The  meanest  foe  of  all  the  train 
Has  thousands*  and  ten  thousands  slain  ! 
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^J"^^   t:x-ead*st  upon  enchanted  ground, 
s   sLnd  snares  beset  thee  round  : 


of  all,  guard  every  part, 
^"^    *x^<zfcst,  the  traitor  in  thy  heart 

«  then,  my  soul,  now  learn  to  wield 
eight  of  thine  immortal  shield ;" 

the  armour  from  above, 
"venly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

irror  and  the  charm  repel, 
wers  of  earth  and  powers  of  hell ; 
an  of  Calvary  triumph*d  here ; 

liould  His  faithful  followers  fear  ? 


'^^'^     ^^<ESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 
^^^  *  Is  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 


*j        ^^^5ikes  the  kindling  ray, 
^^•^Is  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 
^^  pours  increasing  day. 

..^/^Qt  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 
/-v      "^e  heathen  world  in  gloom  ! 
J^hat  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 
^  *lumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

^^s  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 
^  -^iid  loud  hosannas  sung  ; 
^'^  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart, 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

Ten  thousand  differing  lips  shall  join 
To  hail  this  welcome  mom, 

Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
To  nations  yet  imbom. 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind. 
With  strong  compassion  mov'd. 

Descended  like  a  pitying  God, 
To  save  the  souls  He  lov'd. 
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The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 
To  bind  His  soul  in  death  ; 

He  shook  their  kingdom  when  He  fell. 
With  His  expiring  breath. 

Not  long  the  toils  of  hell  could  keep 
The  Hope  of  Judah*s  line  ; 

Corruption  never  could  take  hold 
On  aught  so  much  Divine. 

And  now  His  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies  ; 
While  broke  beneath  his  powerful  cross, 

Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 

And  Lord  of  all  below  ; 
Thro*  Him  is  pardoning  love  dispens'd. 

And  boundless  blessings  flow. 

And  still  for  erring,  guilty  man, 

A  brother's  pity  flows  ; 
And  still  His  bleeding  heart  is  touch'd 

With  memory  of  our  woes. 

To  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  King, 
Glad  homage  let  me  give ; 

And  stand  prepar'd,  like  Thee,  to  die. 
With  Thee  that  I  may  live. 
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BERNARD  BARTON. 

BBJUVAKD  Barton  was  born  on  the  31st  January,  1784.  London  and  Carlisle  hare  both 
been  named  as  his  birthplace.  His  parents  were  members  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  the 
tenets  of  which  body  Barton  followed  throui^h  life.  In  1810,  he  became  dcrfc  in  Alexander's 
bank,  at  Woodbridge,  in  which  situation  he  remained  till  near  the  period  of  his  decease.  In 
zSta.  he  published  "  Metrical  Effusions,"  which  ifaincd  him  the  correspondence  of  Southey.  In 
zSsiL  he  printed  by  subscription  a  thin  quarto,  entitled  "  Poems  by  an  Amateur."  A  volume 
of  **  Poems,"  which  he  published  in  1820,  brought  him  the  friendship  of  Lord  Byron.  Fron  iSa 
to  xflitf,  he  gave  to  the  world  five  volumes  of  poetry.  Two  other  volumes  were  subsequently 
pvbfished.  In  1841,  he  received,  on  the  recommendation  of  Sir  Robert  Peel,  a  state  pension 
of  jC^oo  per  annum.  He  died  on  the  xgth  February,  1849.  Selections  from  his  poems  and 
lettcn  were  published  by  his  daughter ;  London,  x8^    xama 

A  CHRISTIAN'S  DEVOTEDNESS. 

He  who  would  win  a  warrior's  fame 
Must  shun,  with  ever-watchful  aim, 

Entangling  things  of  life ; 
His  couch  the  earth,  heaven's  arching  dome 
His  airy  tent,  his  only  home 

The  field  of  martial  strife. 

Unwearied  by  the  battle's  toil, 
Uncumber'd  by  the  battle's  spoil, 

No  dangers  must  afiright ; 
Nor  rest  seduce  to  slothful  ease, 
Intent  alone  his  Chief  to  please. 

Who  called  him  forth  to  fight 

Soldier  of  Christ,  if  thou  wouldst  be 
Worthy  that  epithet,  stand  free 

From  Time's  encumb'ring  things  ; 
Be  earth's  enthralments  fear'd,  abhorr'd, 
Knowing  thy  Leader  is  the  Lord, 

Thy  Chief  the  King  of  kings.* 


WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 

Walk  m  the  light  I  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love. 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow. 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

*  The  hymn  originally  consisted  of  five  stanzas.    Two  were  afterwards  oroiUfid 
by  dieaatlior. 
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Walk  in  the  light !  and  sin,  abhorr'd. 

Shall  ne^er  defile  again  ; 
The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  thy  Lord 

Shall  cleanse  from  every  stain. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  find 
Thy  heart  made  truly  His, 

Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrin'd. 
In  whom  no  darkness  iSi 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 
Thy  darkness  passM  away. 

Because  that  light  hath  on  thee  shone. 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  e'en  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear  ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  be 
A  path,  though  thorny,  bright ; 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee^ 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 


HENRY  BATEMAN. 

Henry  Bateman  was  bom  in  Ixtndon.  He  now  carries  on  business  in  the  City.  His 
of  leisure  have  been  devoted  to  the  promotion  of  reli(|rious  and  philandiropk  objects,  t 
literature.  He  has  served  on  the  Committee  of  the  ReSgious  Tract  Society,  and  was.  foi 
time,  one  of  the  Directors  of  the  I^ondon  Missionary  Society.  His  publicdtioos 
"  Belgium,  and  Up  and  I>own  the  Rhine  ;"  "  Sundiy  Sunshine  :  New  Hymns  and  Poei 
the  Young;"  '* Metrical  Lay  Sermons;"  and  "Heart  Melodies:  Three  hundred  and 
fire  New  Hymns  and  Psalms  for  Public  Worship  or  Domestic  Use."  Mr.  Bateman  is  n 
of  the  late  distinguished  Dr.  Daniel  Wilson,  Bishop  of  Calcutta. 


SUPPLICATION. 

X  Peter  i.  3. 

God  of  mercy  and  of  blessing, 
Light  and  comfort  of  our  hearts ; 

All  that  we  can  need  possessing. 
Grant  the  peace  Thy  love  imparts. 


HESRY  BATEMAK. 

By  Thy  blessed  Spiril's  shining 
On  our  pallis  with  holy  light, 

Elevating  and  relining, 

Guide,  O  Lord,  our  footsteps  right. 

By  Thy  merq",  great  and  glorious, 

Migbty  Saviour,  set  ns  free ; 
Over  sin  and  death  victorious. 

Give  us  joyful  life  in  Thee. 
Life  that  His  its  source  and  blessing. 

In  Thine  everlasting  love  ; 
Priceless  treasure  !  which  possessing. 

We  shall  rest  with  Thee  above 


THANKSGIVING. 

Hali.eh;jah  !  God  is  near  us, 
Guides  our  footsteps  everywhere  ; 

He  can  see,  and  He  can  hear  us. 
Heal  our  sorrows,  soothe  our  Care. 

Hallelujah  ! 
He  will  listen  lo  our  prayer. 

Hallelujah  1  praise  and  blessing 
For  Hi*  love,  in  Christ  our  Lord  ; 

He  will  to  us,  sin  confessing, 
Faldoo  and  His  peace  accord. 

Hallelujah ! 
Thanks  for  His  most  precious  Word. 

Hallelujah  I  rest  in  heaven 

Comes  when  work  on  earth  is  done  ; 
Strength  sufficient  wUl  he  given, 

And  life's  victory  be  won. 
Hallelujah  T 

Pnise  the  Lord,  through  Christ  the  Son, 
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PRAISE. 
Psalm  xxxiii.  z. 

Let  us  with  a  cheerful  voice, 
In  the  Lord  our  God  rejoice ; 
Let  us  with  thanksgiving  raise 
Loud  hosannahs  to  His  praise. 

Praise  the  Lord,  whose  loving  hand 
Guides  us  through  this  pilgrim  land. 
From  whose  boundless  mercy  springs 
Daily  helpful  comfortings. 

Let  us  praise  Him,  who  has  given 
Hope,  through  Christ,  of  rest  in  heaven  ; 
By  whose  blessing  life  may  be 
Full  of  sweet  tranquillity. 

Let  us  all  with  gladness  sing 
Praises  to  our  God  and  King, 
And  with  thankful  heart  and  voice. 
In  the  love  of  God  rejoice. 


WILLIAM   HILEY  BATHURST. 

The  Rev.  William  Hilry  Bathvrst  was  bora  at  Cleve  Dale,  in  the  parish  of  Man- 
Kotsfield.  near  Bri&tol,  on  the  aSth  Aufpist,  1796.  His  father,  Charles  Bragg^e,  ]ii.P..  for 
Bristol,  assumed  the  name  of  Bathurst  on  succec<ling  to  his  uncle's  estate  of  Lydney  Purk, 
Cloucester&hire.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  studied  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  where  he 
{graduated.  In  1819,  he  took  orders  and  in  the  following  year,  was  appointed  to  ttat  Rectory 
of  Barwick-in-Elmet,  Yorkshire.  In  1R30,  he  published  "  Psalms  and  Hymn*  for  Public  and 
Private  Use;"  London,  isino.  Of  this  work  a  second  edition  appeared  in  it4a.  A  snaD 
volume,  entitled  "  Metrical  Thoughts  in  Verse."  was  issued  by  Mr.  Bathurst  in  1849^  About 
the  same  period,  he  published  a  translation  of  "  The  Geor^gicar  of  yirpL"  From  the  llTinf  of 
Barwick  he  retired  in  1853.  In  May,  1863.  he  succeeded,  on  the  death  of  his  elder  brocber,  to 
his  paternal  estate  of  Lydncy  Park,  where  he  now  resides. 


OFFICES  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  power 
Are  burst  the  bands  of  death, 

On  our  cold  hearts  Thy  blessing  shower. 
And  stir  them  with  Thy  breath. 
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'Tis  Thine  to  point  the  heavenly  way, 

Each  rising  fear  control, 
And  with  a  warm,  enlivening  ray, 

To  melt  the  icy  soul. 

'Tis  Thine  to  cheer  us  when  distress*d. 

To  raise  us  when  we  fall. 
To  calm  the  doubting,  troubled  breast. 

And  aid  when  sinners  call. 

Tis  Thine  to  bring  God*s  sacred  Word, 

And  write  it  on  our  heart ; 
There  its  reviving  truths  record. 

And  there  its  peace  impart. 

Almighty  Spirit,  visit  thus 

Our  hearts,  and  guide  our  ways  ; 
Pour  down  Thy  quick'ning  grace  on  us. 

And  tune  our  lips  to  praise. 


SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  Thy  Church,  with  longing  eyes, 
For  Thy  expected  coming  waits ; 

When  will  the  promised  light  arise. 
And  glory  beam  from  Zion's  gates  ? 

E'en  now,  when  tempests  round  us  fall. 
And  wintry  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky. 

Thy  words  with  pleasure  we  recall. 
And  deem  that  our  redemption's  nigh. 

Come,  gracious  Lord,  our  hearts  renew, 
Our  foes  repel,  our  wrongs  redress  ; 

Man's  rooted  enmity  subdue. 
And  crown  Thy  gospel  with  success. 

O  come  and  reign  o'er  every  land. 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurl'd. 

All  nations  bow  to  Thy  command. 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 
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Yes,  Thou  wilt  speedily  appear  ; 

The  smitten  earth  already  reels ; 
And  not  far  ofif  we  seem  to  hear 

The  thunder  of  Thy  chariot  wheels. 

Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  prayer. 
To  wait  for  the  appointed  hour. 

And  fit  us  by  Thy  grace  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  conquering  power. 


CHRIST  IN  YOU  THE  HOPE  OF  GLORY. 

O  Saviour,  may  we  never  rest 

Till  Thou  art  form'd  within ; 
Till  Thou  hast  calm'd  our  troubled  breast. 

And  crushed  the  power  of  sin. 

O  may  we  gaze  upon  Thy  cross, 

Until  the  wondrous  sight 
Makes  earthly  treasures  seem  but  dross. 

And  earthly  sorrows  light. 

Until,  released  from  carnal  ties, 

Our  spirit  upward  springs, 
And  sees  true  peace  above  the  skies, 

True  joy  in  heavenly  things. 

There,  as  we  gaze,  may  we  become 

United,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
And  in  a  fairer,  happier  home. 

Thy  perfect  beauty  see. 


FOR  GRACE  TO  RETURN. 

O  FOR  a  beam  of  heavenly  light 
To  guide  my  roving  steps  aright. 
And  lead  me  to  the  blest  abode 
Where  dwells  my  Father  and  my  God. 
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Lord,  I  am  weak  and  prone  to  stray ; 
O  keep  me  in  Thy  holy  way  ; 
What  nature  wants  let  grace  supply. 
And  smooth  my  progress  to  the  sky. 

Though  I  am  but  a  worm  of  earth, 
Sinful  by  practice  as  by  birth  ; 
O  let  Divine  compassion  shed 
New  lustre  on  the  path  I  tread. 

Trusting  in  Jesus,  let  me  go 
In  safety  through  this  vale  of  woe ; 
And  may  His  gracious  presence  cheer 
My  heart  in  all  its  wanderings  here. 

And  when  my  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 
O  let  me  rest  upon  that  shore 
Where  sin  shall  never  more  molest 
Nor  drive  me  from  my  Saviour's  breast. 


REMEMBER  NOW  THY  CREATOR. 

How  sweet  it  is  in  early  youth 
To  tread  the  sacred  paths  of  truth ; 
From  sin's  deceitful  snares  to  run, 
And  find  a  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

How  happy  is  the  soul  that  knows 
What  perfect  peace  and  calm  repose 
A  gracious  Father  deigns  to  give 
To  them  who  by  His  precepts  live. 

Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  we  should  stray 
Far  distant  from  Thy  holy  way  ; 
Or  so  deceived  and  thoughtless  be. 
As  to  love  pleasure  more  than  Thee. 

Though  fools  may  make  a  mock  at  sin, 
O  teach  us  wisely  to  begin 
To  seek  the  safe  and  narrow  road 
That  leads  to  happiness  and  God. 
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PROGRESS  OF  TRUTH. 

Hark  !  the  distant  isles  proclaim 
Glory  to  Messiah's  name  ; 
Hymns  of  praise  unheard  before, 
Echo  from  the  farthest  shore. 

Hearts  that  once  were  taught  to  own 
Idol  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 
Now  to  light  and  life  restored 
Honour  Jesus  as  their  Lord. 

Blessed  Saviour,  still  proceed ; 
Bid  the  glorious  conquest  speed  ; 
Let  this  first  refreshing  ray 
Brighten  to  a  perfect  day. 

At  Thy  gospel's  solemn  call 
Bid  the  towers  of  Satan  fall ; 
And  his  wretched  slaves  obtain 
Freedom  from  their  galling  chain. 

Let  the  messengers  of  peace 
Raise  their  voice  and  never  cease 
Till  the  world  from  sin  made  free, 
Shall  unite  to  worship  Thee. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high, 
Bend  on  us  a  pitying  eye  ; 
Animate  the  drooping  heart ; 
Bid  the  power  of  sin  depart. 

Light  up  every  dark  recess 
Of  our  heart's  ungodliness  ; 
Show  us  every  devious  way 
Where  our  steps  have  gone  astray. 

Teach  us  with  repentant  grief 
Humbly  to  implore  relief ; 
Then  the  Saviour's  blood  reveal, 
All  our  deep  disease  to  heal. 
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Other  ground  work  should  we  lay, 
Sweep  those  empty  hopes  away ; 
Make  us  feel  that  Christ  alone 
Can  for  human  guilt  atone. 

May  we  daily  grow  in  grace, 
And  pursue  the  heavenly  race, 
Train'd  in  wisdom,  led  by  love. 
Till  we  reach  our  rest  above. 


A  BETTER  HEART. 

Lord,  a  better  heart  bestow ; 

Hear  a  sinner's  broken  prayer ; 
Full  of  weariness  and  woe, 

To  Thy  mercies  I  repair. 

Once  I  thought  I  could  amend 

All  the  evil  of  my  ways. 
To  Thy  throne  my  steps  could  bend. 

Do  Thy  will  and  gain  Thy  praise. 

But  in  vain  I  toil*d  and  pray*d, 
Still  I  did  but  sin  the  more, 

All  the  efiforts  that  I  made 
Left  me  weaker  than  before. 

Now  I  find  no  hand  but  one 
Can  deliver  me  from  guilt ; 

On  the  merits  of  Thy  Son 
All  my  confidence  is  built. 

Ruin'd,  helpless,  and  forlorn. 
To  the  Saviour's  cross  I  flee  ; 

Oh,  since  Christ  my  sins  hath  borne, 
Let  my  burdened  soul  go  free. 

GOD  LEADETH  TO  REPENTANCE. 

How  strange  that  souls  whom  Jesus  feeds 

With  manna  from  above. 
Should  grieve  Him  by  their  evil  deeds. 

And  sin  against  such  love  I 


L^TIA   BRITANNICA. 

But  'tis  a  greater  wonder  still 
Thai  He  from  wTiom  they  stray, 

SbauU  bear  will)  their  rebellious  wiQ, 
And  Hash  their  ains  away. 

Lord,  has  not  yet  my  Btubbom  heart 

Exhaiutcd  all  Ttiy  grace  ! 
Kind  and  forgiving  as  Thou  art. 

Can  1  behold  Thy  facet 

Can  such  a  rebel  be  received 

Into  Thy  blest  abode  • 
Have  not  my  sin^  too  often  grieved 

The  Spirit  of  m 


Lord,  in  Thy  love  1  yet  behold 
An  undimuiiiihed  store, 

A  depth  uniaeasured  and  untold, 
A  sea  without  a  shore. 


COMMUNION  WITH  GOD. 

Led  by  a  Father's  gentle  hand 

Throutjh  this  durk  wQdemess  of  woe, 

\Vc  long  to  reach  iTiat  peaccfiil  land, 
AMiere  ^^Ireanti  of  lastiog  comfort  flow. 

O  may  our  meetingii  here  be  blest. 

To  lit  us  lor  that  holy  place  ; 
llay  faith  aud  love  inflame  each  breast 

AVilh  2eal  to  run  the  heavenly  nee  I 

Here  may  the  Spirit  shed  the  tight 
Of  truth  to  guide  us  on  oui  iray  ; 

God's  word  upon  Our  consdence  write. 
And  teach  us  huw  to  watch  and  ptaj  I 

\Ve  would  dismiss  e.-ich  worldly  thought. 
When  thus  we  commune  with  our  God  ; 

Our  theme  shall  be  the  love  that  brought 
A  Saviour  frum  His  blest  abode. 


SICHARD   BAXTEJL  47 

We'll  think  how  Jesns  lived  and  died. 

The  pains  and  sorrows  that  He  bore, 
Tlie  blessing  which  His  love  supplied, 

The  home  to  which  He's  gone  before. 

There  we  will  hope  to  rest  ere  long. 

And  gladly  change  before  His  throne 
The  pilgrim's  for  the  conqueror's  song, 

Saved  by  redeeming  grace  alone. 


RICHARD   BAXTER. 

This  criebrated  Nonconformist  dhise  was  bom  oo  the  xatb  November,  161 5,  at  Rowton,  in 
Talking  ordeis  in  the  Church  of  England,  he  was  appointed,  in  i&|o,  to  the  parish 
Baxter  strongly  attached  him5>elf  to  the  Puritan  party  in  the  Church.  On  the 
of  tbe  Act  of  Uniformity,  he  renounced  his  living.  For  nine  years  onwanis  from  1663, 
.  fiv^  in  fctiieaaent  at  Acton,  Middlesex,  producing  during  this  period  many  of  his  more 
tall  <  inrrl  tlkcok>«ncal  works.  The  Act  of  Indulgence  permitted  him  to  proceed  to  London  in 
g^n^  -m^crc  he  divided  his  time  between  preaching  and  writing.  In  1685,  on  a  false  charge  of 
Ite  was  sentenced  to  imprisonment  by  the  infamous  Judge  Jeffreys.  After  eighteen 
ooafizMsnent.  be  was  pardoned  and  released.  He  died  on  the  8th  December.  1691,  in 
ygfii  ycsn'.  The  works  of  Richard  Baxter  have  been  collected  in  twenty-five  volumes,  1830. 
His  ■*  Fnnplirajse  on  the  Fnhns,"  was  printed  in  169a.     A  small  volume  of  his  "  Poetical 

published  by  Pickering,  in  1831 ;  London,  i6mo. 


HE  GOETH  BEFORE  THEM.* 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

"Whether  I  die  or  live  ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share. 

And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey  ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad. 

That  shall  have  the  same  pay  ? 

•veises  fonn  the  fourth,  seventh,  and  eighth  stanzxs  of  one  of  Baxter's 
i,  endtled,  "  The  Covenant  and  Confidence  of  Faith.**    The  opening  word 
W  die  fine  Udc  is  "  Now  **  in  the  onginal. 
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Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  looi 
Than  He  went  through  before  ; 

He  that  unlo  God's  kingdom  cones, 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

Corue,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see  ; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 

What  will  Thy  glory  be  1 

Then  shall  I  end  my  sail  complaints. 

And  weaty  sinful  days, 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 

To  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small. 

The  eye  of  failh  is  dim  ; 
But  it's  enough  that  Christ  kooiri  all, 

And  I  shaU  be  with  Him. 


CHARLES  BAYLY. 


"JESUS,  TO  THEE." 


"  Lord  I  I  believe,"  in  joy  and  woe ; 

Help  Thau  each  doubting  thought,  I  pny ; 
Teach  me  Thy  holy  wUl  to  know. 

Thy  precepts  gladly  to  obey. 
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Soon  will  my  day  of  life  be  past, 

This  glorious  orb  no  more  be  seen ; 
But  Thou  through  endless  years  wilt  last, 

Holy,  as  Thou  hast  ever  been. 

O  may  I  in  death's  trying  hour 

Cast  all  my  cares,  dear  Lord,  on  Thee ; 

Till,  saved  by  Thy  almighty  power, 
I  rise,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free  I 

And  when  the  ransom'd  saints  appear, 

Crowding  Thy  courts  with  songs  of  praise ; 

May  I,  relieved  of  every  fear. 

My  voice  with  countless  angeb  raise  I 


GRACE. 

Jesus  Christ,  enthroned  on  high. 
Robed  in  glorious  majesty, 
Hears  the  sinner's  earnest  prayer, 
Bids  him  all  his  wants  declare. 
Gives  the  heavy-laden  rest. 
Soothes  and  comforts  the  distrest 

Read  what  pangs  the  Saviour  felt, 
"When  on  earth  He  sinless  dwelt. 
The  pain,  the  anguish  He  endured. 
When  our  salvation  He  secured ; — 
And  with  gratitude  exclaim  : 
**  Lord,  I  love  Thy  hallow'd  name  !'* 

• 

Give  us  grace  to  love  Thee  more. 
And  our  sinful  hearts  restore 
To  Thy  likeness,  bright  and  pure ; 
That,  in  Thee  alone  secure. 
We  may  on  Thy  love  recline. 
And  in  life  and  death  be  Thine. 
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ROBERT   HALL  BAYNES. 

The  Rb\'.  Ronp.RT  Hai.l  Raynrs  was  born  at  WeUinKton,  Someraet.  la  ii!3i.  Re  i 
at  St.  EUlmund'H  HnH.  (ixford.  an<l  t^raduatcd  M.A.  in  1859.  Taking  ordcn,  lie 
Curate  of  Christ  Church,  IiLi<.kfri.irs.  Id  1858,  he  was  appointed  to  the  Bring  of  St.  Faat% 
Whitechapcl.  In  iSfu,  he  was  |>rcrerrc<l  to  tJie  incumbency  of  Holy  Trinity,  Maidrtone.  He 
became  Vicar  of  St.  Michael's.  Coventry,  his  pre!»ent  cliarge,  in  1866.  Mr.  Baynes  has  engaged 
in  variuas  useful  and  pliilnnthn>pic  enterprises.  Of  his  several  pubUcMionfl«  Us  **L.yfa 
Anglicana,"  an  ele^^ant  compilation  of  hymns  and  sacred  songs,  is  the  most  | 
He  has  lately  issued  an  elegant  collection  of  "HngUth  Lyrics.** 


THE  LOVE  OF  JESUS. 

JESU,  to  Thy  table  led. 
Now  let  every  heart  be  fed. 
With  the  true  and  living  bread. 

While  in  penitence  we  kneel. 
Thy  sweet  presence  let  us  feel. 
All  Thy  wondrous  love  reveal  I 

While  on  Thy  dear  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o'er  our  sinful  ways, 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise  1 

W^hen  we  taste  the  mystic  wine. 
Of  Thine  outpour'd  blood  the  sign, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  Divine  1 

Draw  us  to  Thy  wounded  side. 
Whence  there  flow'd  the  -healing  tide ; 
There  our  sins  and  sorrows  hide  1 

From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  faith  increase^ 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  Thy  peace  I 

Lead  ils  by  Thy  piercM  hand. 
Till  around  Thy  throne  we  stand. 
In  the  bright  and  better  land  1 
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WILLIAM   BEATTIE,   M.D. 


VlUJAM  Beattie  was  bom  at  Dahon,  and  educated  at  Clorencefield  Academy,  DumfHes- 
Akt  H«  rtudied  and  graduated  at  the  tJniventity  of  Edinburgh :  prosecuted  his  studies  in 
"■cc,  Itaty,  and  Germany ;  settled  in  London  in  1830,  and  l>ecanie  Fellow  of  the  Royal 
^ttiftd  Mqrskians.  He  is  author  of  illastrated  histories  of  •* Swiuerland,"  "Scotland," 
*•  "WjMoses,"  "  Coorts  of  Germany,"  and  other  works,  in  French  and  German  ;  and  has 
Nfckedtw) anoBjrTOOus  poems — the  "Pilgrim  in  Italy. **  and  " Polynesia."  He  was  executor 
rfTkaas  CampbdU,  and  editor  of  his  "  Life  and  Letters."  He  was  many  yetirs  physician  to 
H^H.  die  Duke  of  Clarence,  William  IV..  and  professional  friend  of  the  Poets  of  "  Memory" 
■d  "HoK*  both  of  whom  he  attended  in  their  last  hours.  The  following  contributions  to 
^*oA  »e  from  the  pea  of  Dr.  Beattie  i— 


EVEXING  HYMN  OF  THE  ALPINE   SHEPHERDS. 

i 

Brothers,  the  day  declines, 

Above,  the  glacier  brightens  ; 
Through  hills  of  waving  pines, 

The  "vesper-halo"  lightens! 
Now  wake  the  welcome  chorus 

To  Him  our  sires  adored  ; 
To  Him  who  watcheth  o'er  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord  I  * 

From  each  tower's  embattled  crest, 

The  vesper-bell  has  toU'd ; 
'Tis  the  hour  that  bringeth  rest 

To  the  shepherd  and  his  fold : 
From  hamlet,  rock,  and  chalet 

Let  our  evening  song  be  pour'd ; 
Till  mountain,  rock,  and  valley, 

Re-echo — Praise  the  Lord  I 

Praise  the  Lord,  who  made  and  gave  us 

Our  glorious  mountain-land ! 
Who  deign'd  to  shield,  and  save  us 

From  the  despot's  iron  hand : 
With  the  bread  of  life  He  feeds  us ; 

Enlighten'd  by  His  Word, 
Through  pastures  green  He  leads  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord ! 

',wcTy  evening,  at  stinset,  "  Ye  Shepherds,  praise  the  Lord  "  was  sung,  and 
ted  firom  d^  to  cliff,  until  every  voice  joined  in  the  chorus. 

E  2 
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And  hark !  below,  aloft, 

From  clifTs  that  pierce  the  cloud. 
From  blue  lakes,  calm  and  soft 

As  a  virgin  in  her  shroud ; 
New  strength  our  anthem  gathers, 

From  alp  to  alp  'tis  pourM ; 
'  So  sang  our  sainted  fathers, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord ! 

Praise  the  Lord !  from  flood  and  fell 

Let  the  voice  of  old  and  young, — 
All  the  strength  of  Appenzel, 

True  of  heart,  and  sweet  of  tongue,- 
The  grateful  theme  prolong 

With  souls  in  soft  accord. 
Till  yon  stars  take  up  our  song — 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lord ! 


WALDENSIAN   HYMN. 

When  clouds  are  hovering  o*er  us. 

And  tempests  chafe  the  sea ; 
When  death  frowns  dark  before  us, 
Where  shall  Thy  people  flee? 
Where  shall  the  heart 
Its  fears  impart  ? — 
To  Thee,  our  God,  to  Thee ! 

Safe,  safe,  amidst  the  hurricane. 

Thy  servants  shall  not  fear ; 
The  rending  sky,  the  roaring  main 
Arc  music  to  the  ear — 

For  He  who  binds 
The  waves  and  winds. 
Our  God,  is  ever  near  ! 

Our  frail  bark  shall  not  founder : 

Subdued  at  Thy  behest. 
The  storm  that  howls  around  her 
Thy  look  can  lull  to  rest : 
Our  faith  in  Thee 
The  helm  shall  be — 
The  sunshine  of  the  breast ! 
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Through  all  our  woes  and  wanderings, 

When  scoffers  lift  the  voice, 
To  sully  with  their  slanderings 
The  worship  of  our  choice, 
God's  sacred  lore 
We  love  the  more. 
And  in  our  wrongs  rejoice  I 

Through  every  fiery  trial 

Be  Thou  our  shield  and  stay  ! 
Till,  fading  from  life's  dial. 
The  shadows  fleet  away — 

Then,  Saviour,  come, 
And  call  us  home 
To  realms  of  endless  day  ! 


BENJAMIN   BEDDOMK 

BEMJAMUf  BBODOMB  wasboraat  Heiiley-ia>Anlen,  Warwickshire,  on  the  93rd  January,  1717. 
Mis  father,  the  Rer.  John  Bcddomc,  was  minister  of  the  Pithay  Baptist  Church,  Bri&toL  At 
Bristol,  Benjamin  was  apprenticed  to  a  sui^^eon-apothecary.  Becominf^  seriously  impressed, 
be  resolved  to  devote  himself  to  the  duties  of  the  ministry.  About  liis  aoth  year,  he  entered 
the  Baptist  CoOc^e,  Bristol ;  he  subsequently  prosecuted  his  studies  at  the  Independent 
Academy.  MoodSelds.  In  1740,  he  began  to  preach,  and  in  three  years  after,  accepted  an 
iwitatioa  to  the  pastorate  of  the  Baptist  congregation  at  Boarton<on-the- Water.  His  people 
were  much  attached  to  him,  and  he  continued  among  them  till  his  death,  which  took  place  on 
the  jrd  September,  1795.  in  his  79th  year.  Beddome  contributed  hymns  to  Rippon's  CoU 
Iflctioo,  pubfished  in  1787.  In  Z817,  the  whole  of  his  hymns,  numbering  about  600,  were 
edited  by  the  cdebrated  Rev.  Robert  HalL  Like  the  great  majority  of  the  editors  of  the 
■acred  poets,  Mr.  HaU  has  repeatedly  altered  the  author's  text. 

EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  GOSPEL.* 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son, 
Makes  His  eternal  counsels  known  ; 
'Tis  here  His  richest  mercy  shines. 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

Here  sinners  of  an  humble  frame 
May  taste  His  grace  and  learn  His  name  ; 
*Tis  writ  in  characters  of  blood. 
Severely  just,  immensely  good. 

*  This  hymn  and  the  following  have  been  tzanscribed  from  the  author's  oxv^inaA 
,  m  Rqipoo's  Collection. 
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Here  Jesus,  in  ten  thousand  ways, 
His  soul -attracting  charms  displays  ; 
Recounts  His  poverty  and  pains, 
And  tells  His  love  in  melting  strains. 

Wisdom  its  dictates  here  imparts, 
To  form  our  minds,  to  cheer  our  hearts  ; 
Its  influence  makes  the  sinner  live, 
It  bids  the  drooping  saint  revive. 

Our  raging  passions  it  controls, 
And  comfort  yields  to  contrite  souls  ; 
It  brings  a  better  world  in  view. 
And  guides  us  all  our  journey  through. 

May  this  blest  volume  ever  lie 
Close  to  my  heart,  and  near  my  eye, — 
Till  lifers  last  hour,  my  soul  engage. 
And  be  my  chosen  heritage. 


CONFIDENCE  IN  GOD. 

My  times  of  sorrow  and  of  joy. 
Great  God,  are  in  Thy  hand  ; 

My  choicest  comforts  come  from  Thee, 
And  go  at  Thy  command. 

If  Thou  shoukl'st  take  them  all  away, 

Yet  would  I  not  repine  ; 
Before  they  were  possessed  by  me. 

They  were  entirely  Thine. 

Nor  would  I  drop  a  murmuring  word. 
Though  the  whole  world  were  gone. 

But  seek  enduring  happiness 
In  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

What  is  the  world  with  all  its  store  ? 

*Tis  but  a  bitter  sweet ; 
When  I  attempt  to  pluck  the  rose, 

A  pricking  thorn  I  meet. 
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Here  perfect  bliss  can  ne*er  be  found, 

The  honey's  mixed  with  gall : 
'Midst  changing  scenes  and  dying  friemds, 

Be  Thou  my  all  in  alL 

TEACHINGS  OF  THE  SPIRIT.* 

Come,  blessed  Spirit,  source  of  light. 

Whose  power  and  grace  are  unconfined, 
Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night. 

Remove  the  darkness  of  the  mind. 

To  mine  illumined  eyes  display 

The  glorious  truths  Thy  word  reveals  ; 
Chase  prejudices  far  away, 

Unclasp  the  book,  and  loose  the  seals. 

By  inward  teachings  make  me  know 

The  mysteries  of  redeeming  love, 
The  vanity  of  things  below, 

The  excellence  of  things  above. 

All  through  the  dubious  maze  of  life, 
Spread,  like  the  sun.  Thy  beams  abroad  ; 

Point  out  the  dangers  of  the  way, 

And  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  God. 


FRANCIS  BENNOCH. 

FMASiCXS  BEJCiOCH  was  bom  at  Darrisdeer.  Dumfriesshire,  in  June,  181a.  Since  lus  i6th  year, 
ke  tea  rcaidfid  in  Loodoa.  Mr.  Bennoch  is  author  of  "  The  Storm,  and  other  Poems."  and  is  a 
y>i— fp«i  coolxfiwcor  to  Che  "  Modem  Scottish  Minstrel,"  Edinburgh,  1855—57. 

ON  FOUNDING  A  CHURCH  OR  SCHOOL. 

{Contributed,) 

O  God  of  life,  at  whose  command 

This  wondrous  world  from  chaos  came. 

Through  countless  years 

The  rolling  spheres 
Thy  glory  and  Thy  power  proclaim. 

*  Tt»g   hjffwt  is  iq>pended  by  the  author   to  his  published   sermon   entitled 
"  Anmrii  not  the  ^lirit.''    Mr.  Hall  made  a  number  of  alterations. 
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O  God  of  love,  though  man  rebeird 
And  proudly  wander'd  far  firom  Thee, 
*       Thy  love  did  yearn 
For  his  return. 
Repentant,  pardon'd,  bless'd,  and  free. 

O  God  of  grace,  when,  'whelmed  in  sin. 
Corrupt,  depraved,  by  passion  slain. 
The  streaming  flood 
Of  Jesu*s  blood 
Restores  us  to  Thine  heart  again. 

O  Lord,  with  grateful  souls  do  we 
In  active  earnest  work  engage. 
To  teach  Thy  truth 
To  wayward  youth. 
And  consolation  bring  to  age. 

O  God,  we  pray,  these  efforts  bless. 
To  plant  and  spread  Thy  word  Divine, 

By  vale  and  hill. 

With  all  our  skill ; 
And  all  the  glory.  Lord,  be  Thine. 


JOHN   BERRIDGE. 


John  BERRIDGE  was  bora  at  Kinf^ston,  Nottinghamshire,  on  the  rst  March,  x7i6l    He  ««i 
intended  for  agricultural  pursuits.    About  his  i.ith  year,  he  b^an  to  experience  seriott& 
▼ictions,  and  formed  an  inclination  towards  the  ministry.    He  entered  Clkre  Hall, 
in  1734.    There  he  pursued  his  studies  with  unwonted  vigour,  and  earned  a  i-^prft-ttHi  fgr 
learning.     In  1749.  he  became  Curate  of  Stapleford,  near  Cambridge.    He  oblaiaed  the 
Vicarage  ot  Evertoo  in  1755.     I'uUy  awakened  to  a  perception  of  Divine  truth,  he  cosBMBOCi 
a  course  ot  itinerant  preaching.    He  became  the  associate  of  John  Wesley,  WhhcMdL  Mi 
Lady  Huntingdon.    Thousands  flodced  to  listen  to  his  discourses.    In  1760,  he  poblbhad  **  A 
Collection  of  Divine  Songs."    Tl\is  was  subsequently  recalled,  and  in  17SS,  he  lasaed  "SM^  I 
Songs,  or  Hymns  composed  for  the  use  of  them  that  follow  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  i^laualftfJ^ 
Berridge  died  on  the  axad  January,  1793.  in  his  76th  year.    An  edition  of  **  SicNi's  Sdnga*  wm 
published  at  Birmii^ham  in  1805.  i6mo.    From  this  edition  we  luve  made  our  sdectioa.    Mr. 
Bcrridge's  worics  were  publL>hed,  with  a  memoir  of  his  life,  in  1^39,  ^  ^M*4^Tn,  8row 

PRAYER  FOR  HUMILITY.* 

Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me. 
Give  rae  sweet  simplicity  ; 
.  Make  me  poor,  and  keep  me  low. 
Seeking  only  Thee  to  know, 

*  See  Note  at  end  of  the  volume. 
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Weaned  from  my  lordly  self, 
Weaned  from  the  miser^s  pelf, 
WeanM  fiom  the  scomer*s  ways, 
Weaned  from  the  lust  of  praise. 

All  that  feeds  my  busy  pride, 
Cast  it  evermore  aside  ; 
Bid  my  will  to  Thine  submit. 
Lay  me  humbly  at  Thy  feet. 

Make  me  like  a  little  child. 
Of  my  strength  and  wisdom  spoil'd ; 
Seeing  only  in  Thy  light, 
Walking  only  in  Thy  might. 

Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast, 
Where  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God, 
Flowing  from  Thy  precious  blood. 

In  this  posture  let  me  live. 
And  hosannas  daily  give ; 
In  this  temper  let  me  die. 
And  hosannas  ever  cry. 


THE  CHURCH  TRIUMPHANT. 

O  HAPPY  saints,  who  dwfell  in  light, 
And  walk  with  Jesus,  cloth'd  in  white ; 
Safe  landed  on  that  peaceful  shore 
WTiere  pilgrims  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Released  from  sin  and  toil  and  grief, 
Death  was  their  gate  to  endless  life, 
An  open'd  cage  to  let  'em  fly. 
And  build  their  happy  nests  on  high. 

And  now  they  range  the  heav'nly  plains. 
And  sing  their  hymns  in  melting  strains  ; 
And  now  their  souls  begin  to  prove 
The  heights  aftd  depths  of  Jesu's  love. 
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They  gaze  upon  His  beauteous  face^ 
His  lovely  mind  and  channing  gtace. 
And,  gaiing  hard  with  lavish'd  eyes, 
llii  fonn  they  catch,  and  taste  his  joys. 

He  cheers  them  with  eternal  smile; 
They  sing  hosannas  all  the  while ; 
Or,  overwhelm'tl  with  rapture  sweet. 
Sit  doH-n  adoring  at  His  feet. 

Ah,  Lord  1  with  tardy  steps  1  creep, 
Aod  sometimes  sing,  and  sometimes  weep; 
Vet  strip  me  of  thi^  house  of  clay. 
And  I  will  sing  as  loud  as  they. 


JOHN   BETHUNE. 


SACRAMENTAL  HYMX. 

O  Lord,  munificent,  benign. 
How  many  mctcici  have  been  mine. 

Since  last  I  met  with  Thee 
In  thai  blest  ordinance  of  Thine— 
The  holy  feast  of  bread  and  wine. 

Which  was  enjoy'd  by  we ! 
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Vet  Icll  behind  them,  when  they  went. 
Distress  and  grief  and  gloom  I 
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How  many  purposes  have  fail*d. 
How  many  doubts  my  heart  assail'd, 

And  held  my  spirit  fast ; 
How  many  sins  have  been  bewailed, 
How  many  follies  have  prevail'd. 

Since  I  confess'd  Thee  last ! 

But  still  to  Thee  my  spirit  springs, 
And  underneath  Thy  sheltering  wings 

A  safe  asylum  seeks : 
For  this  memorial  sweetly  brings 
Remembrance  of  Thy  sufferings. 

And  all  Thy  kindness  speaks. 

And,  like  a  little  child,  I  lay 
My  spirit  at  Thy  feet,  and  say, 

**Lord,  take  it,  it  is  Thine: 
Teach  it  to  trust,  to  fear,  to  pray, — 
Feed  it  with  love  by  night  and  day. 

And  let  Thy  will  be  mine." 


EDWARD   HENRY  BICKERSTETH. 

Tke  rev.  Edward  Henry  Bickerstkth  was  bom  in  London,  in  Jastiary.  1835.  His 
£tther.  the  Rev.  Edvard  Bickersteth,  is  well  known  for  his  theological  and  devotional  writings. 
He  wa«  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  graduated  in  1847.  Obtaining 
ardzrs,  he  hcrantfi  Corate  of  Barmlngham,  Norfolk ;  he  subsequently  ministered  at  Tunbridc^j-e 
WelU.  la  185a,  be  became  Rector  of  Hinton  MartelU  Doncet.  He  obtained  the  incumbency 
of  Clirbt  Church,  Hampstead,  his  present  charge,  in  1855. 

Mr.  Bicker^tctb  is  author  of  "  A  Practical  Commentary  on  the  New  Teistament,"  and  se%'eral 
other  rcflgioas  pro«e  works.  In  1849,  he  published  "  Poems."  Cambridge,  t6mo;  and  in  i8st. 
"  Ncnereh.  a  PDem."  Loodcm,  i6mo.  He  has  republished  "The  Chrutian  Psalmody,"  edited 
by  his  fktber.  and  has  added  to  that  collection  several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  Tlie 
foOowfaiC^  hynn,  transcribed  from  the  second  edition  of  his  "  Psalms  and  Hymns,"  is  inserted 
with  his  perndsskm. 

THE  CHRISTIAN'S  SONG  OF  JUBILEE. 

O  Brothers  !  lift  your  voices, 

Triumphant  songs  to  raise ; 
Till  heaven  on  high  rejoices. 

And  earth  is  fill'd  with  praise ! 
Ten  thousand  hearts  are  bounding 

With  holy  hopes,  and  free 
The  gospel  trump  is  sounding, 

The  tnunp  of  jubilee. 


LVRA   BRITAHNtCA. 

O  Christian  brothcn  1  glorioui 

Shall  be  the  conflicl's  do«e : 
The  Cross  hath  been  victorkmi. 

And  shall  be,  o'er  its  foes. 
Faith  is  oar  battle-token— 

Our  Leadec  all  controls ; 
Our  trophies,  fetters  broken ; 

Our  oiptives,  ransoin'd  souls. 
Not  unto  us.  Lord  Jesus, 

To  Thee  all  praise  be  due; 
Whose  blood-bought  mercy  frees  n^ 

Has  freed  our  brethren  loo. 
"  Not  unto  us :  "  in  glory 

The  angels  catch  the  stnin. 
And  cast  their  crowns  before  The^ 

Eiultingty  again. 
Captain  of  our  salvation. 

Thy  presence  we  adore ! 
Praise,  glory,  adoration. 

Be  Thine  for  evennoie  • 
Still  on  in  coollict  preying. 

On  Thee  Thy  people  call ; 
Thee  King  of  kings  confessing. 

Thee  crowning  Lord  of  all ! 


JOHN   BICKERSTETH. 


HYMN  AFTER  THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 
Israel's  Shepherd !  guide  me,  feed  me. 

Through  my  pilgrimage  below ; 
And  beside  the  waten  lead  me, 
Where  Thy  floclts  rejoicing  go. 


JOHN   BtCCERSTETH. 

Could  1  wwider,  fear  disdaining? 

Could  I  quil  the  sheltering  fold  T 
Heedless  of  Thy  grace  constraining. 

In  the  strength  of  nature  bold  t 

No !  Thy  pardoning  presence  ever. 

Meekly  kneeling,  I  implore; 
I  have  found  Thee,  and  would  never. 

Never  wander  from  Thee  morel 
Oh  how  sweet,  how  comfortable^ 

In  the  wilderness  to  see 
Such  provisions,  such  a  table. 

Spread  for  sinners — ^yes,  for  me  I 

There,  Thy  bounty  still  partaking 

Bread  and  consecrated  wine. 
Freely  all  things  else  forsaking, 

I  behold  the  Saviour  mine. 
In  that  bruisM  body  broken, — 

In  the  shedding  of  that  blood, — 
What  a  gracious  pledge  and  token. 

Lord !  we  have  for  every  good. 

Come,  my  soul ',  temptations  flying. 

Arm  thee  for  the  strife  within ; 
Jesos,  thy  Redeemer,  dying, 

Stamps  an  infamy  on  sin. 
Yield,  my  heart !  no  longer  harden'd  j 

Rouse  thy  eveiy  latent  piower; 
Cleansed  and  wash'd,  md  freely  pardon 

"  Go  in  peace  I  and  sin  no  more." 
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THOMAS  BILBY. 

TH0MA5>  Bilby  was  born  at  Southampton.    In  1809,  he  Joined  the  anny.  fai  which  he  i 

eii^ht  years.    Subsetiuently  devotinf^  himself  to  the  cause  of  Juvenile  educatioii,  he  1 

infant  school  system  under  Mr.  Buchanan,  whose  seminary  on  Brewers*  Green.  W< 

is  said  to  have  been  the  first  infant  school  in  Eng-Iand.    In  1835,  Mr.  Bilby  obtained  chaif««f 

a  training  school,  at  Chelsea,  where  upwards  of  500  male  and  female  teaclicrs  w 

in  the  infant  s>'stcm  under  his  superintendence.    In  1835.  he  proceeded  to  the  West 

where  he  tntroiluced  the  new  mode  of  Juvenile  teaching  into  several  idaads.    From  his  1 

in  connection  with  Mr.  J.  S.  Reynolds,  the  "  Home  and  Colonial  In&nt  School  Society.' 

its  origin.    Jointly  with  Mr.  R.  B.  Ridgway.  Mr.  Bilby  has  poblislied  '*  The  Nursery 

i6mo ;  "  Book  of  Quadrupeds"  i6mo  ;  and  "  The  In&nt  Teacher's  Assistant." 

following  hymn  by  Mr.  Bilby,  was  first  published  in  tSja.    It  lias  long  been  a 

in&nt  and  Sunday  schools.    We  print  from  a  copy  kindly  supfdied  I7  ^c  author. 


JOYFUL. 

Here  we  suffer  grief  and  pain, 
Here  we  meet  to  part  again. 
In  heaven  we  part  no  more  I 

Oh,  that  Mrill  be  J03rfiil, 

Joyful,  joyful,  joyful. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful ! 

When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 

All  who  love  the  Lord  below. 
When  they  die  to  heaven  will  go. 
And  sing  with  saints  above. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 

Little  children  will  be  there. 

Who  have  sought  the  Lord  by  prayer. 

From  every  infant  school. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyfiil,  etc. 

Teachers,  too,  shall  meet  above, 
And  our  pastors,  whom  we  love, 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  etc 


Oh  how  happy  we  shall  be  I 
For  our  Saviour  we  shall  see. 
Exalted  on  His  throne ! 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyfiil,  etc 
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There  we  all  shall  sing  with  joy, 

And  eternity  employ, 

In  praising  Christ  the  Lord. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 


THOMAS  BINNEY. 

Thomas  BUMBY-wm  born  in  tbe  jrear  1798,  at  Newcastle-on-Tyne.  He  was  educated  at 
Wyflkoodley  CeXkege,  Hertfordshire.  Having  entered  the  ministry,  he  became  pastor  of  an 
Independeitf  chapd  at  Newport.  Isle  of  Wight.  In  1839.  he  removed  to  London,  to  undertake 
the  pastorate  of  the  congregation  assembling  at  the  "  King's  Weigh  House  Chapel,"  on  Fish 
Street  HilL  Mr.  Bianey  has  long  enjoyed  a  well-merited  popularity,  as  an  earnest  and  striking 
caipositor  of  Divine  truth.  Of  upwards  of  fifty  publications  which  he  has  given  to  the  world, 
bis  more  esteemed  wxts  are  those  entitled  "Gold,"  and  "  Is  it  Possible  to  make  the  best  of 
Both  WoridsT- 

GOD  IS  LIGHT. 

Eternal  light !  eternal  light ! 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be. 
When,  placed  within  Thy  searching  sight, 
It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight 

Can  live  and  look  on  Thee. 

The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throne 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss ;  • 
But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone, 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known 

A  fallen  world  like  this. 

Oh,  how  shall  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim, 
Before  the  Ineffable  appear. 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

That  uncreated  beam. 

There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode ; 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies. 

An  Advocate  with  GkxL. 
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These,  these  prepare  us  for  the  ligjit 

Of  majesty  above : 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
Can  stand  in  the  eternal  light 

Through  the  eternal  love. 


JOHN   STUART   BLACKIE. 

John  Stuart  Blackie  was  bom  at  Glasgrov.  in  the  year  1809.  He  studied  at  Mtf*«>**» 
CoUq^e,  Aberdeen,  and  the  Univeniity  of  Edinburgh.  In  1834.  he  wms  called  to  tiae  ScoHkll 
Bar.  For  some  time  he  travelled  abroad.  He  was  appointed  ProfesMx*  of  HtmwDity  !• 
Marischal  College.  Aberdeen,  in  1841,  and  elected  Greek  Professor  in  the  Unhrersityof 
bnrgh  in  185a.  Professor  Blackie  has  pubU.shed  a  work  on  the  principles  of  bcuty. 
tnmslation  of  i<ischylus  is  much  esteemed.  In  i860,  a  volume  of  "  X.yrical  Poems ' 
from  his  pen.  The  following  has  been  transcribed  from  his  volume  entitled,  **  Lajs  tad  1j^ 
gends  of  Ancient  Greece,  with  other  Poems."    Edlnbuigh,  1857. 


BENEDICITE. 

Angels  holy, 

High  and  lowly, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord ! 
Earth  and  sky,  all  living  nature, 
Man,  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Sun  and  moon  bright. 

Night  and  moonlight. 
Starry  temples  azure-floor'd, 
Cloud  and  rain,  and  wild  winds*  madness. 
Sons  of  God  that  shout  for  gladness, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  I 

Ocean  hoary, 

Tell  His  glory, 
Cliffs,  where  tumbling  seas  have  roar*d  I 
Pulse  of  waters,  blithely  beating, 
Wave  advancing,  wave  retreating. 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  Grod  the  Lord ! 


JOHN  STUART  BLACKIK. 

Rock  and  high  land. 

Wood  and  island. 
Crag,  where  eagle's  pride  hath  soai'd, 
flighty  mountains,  purple-breasted. 
Peaks  doud-cleaving,  snowy-crested. 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  I 

Rolling  river, 

Praise  Him  ever, 
From  the  mountain's  deep  vein  pour'd. 
Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing, 
Troubled  torrent,  madly  rushing, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Bond  and  free  man. 

Land  and  sea  man, 
JEarth,  with  peoples  widely  stored. 
Wanderer  lone  o'er  prairies  ample. 
Full-voiced  choir,  in  costly  temple, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord  I 
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Praise  Him  ever. 

Bounteous  Giver ; 
Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and  Lord ! 
£ach  glad  soul,  its  free  course  winging, 
Each  glad  voice,  its  free  song  singing. 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord ! 
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HUGH   BLAIR,  D.D. 

THE  Rbv.  Hugh  Blair.  D.D..  was  bom  at  Edinbur:^ h.  oo  the  Ttb  April,  171&  He  entered 
the  University  ci  his  native  city  in  i7>>,  and  was  licensed  to  preach  in  October,  1741.  Xa  the 
foQowing  year,  he  was  ordained  to  the  pa&toral  chai]|fe  of  CoQessle,  Fifeahire.  la  1743,  he  was 
ineferred  to  the  office  of  second  minister  of  the  Canongate,  Edinbunth;  la  X751,  he  was 
[iromoted  to  Lady  Tester's,  one  of  the  city  churches.  He  was  afterwards  appototed  00c  of 
the  coQegiate  n^nisters  of  the  Hit;h  Church.  In  176a,  the  chair  of  Rhetoric  ia  the  Ualietrity 
was  founded  for  lus  acceptance.  He  was  associated  with  the  Rer.  Joha  Logaa,  the  Rev. 
William  Cameron,  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Morrison  in  prepAring  the  Church  of  ScollBad  ftnphnacs> 
Cameron  and  Morrison  are  noticed  in  the  present  work.  The  cootrtbutkiot  of  Logai  to  the 
Paraphrases  are  believed  to  have  been  appropriated  from  Midiadi  Bmc*  (mo  aitklc  Bkaec^ 
Dr.  Blair  did  not  compose  any  oriij^inal  hymn ;  but  the  following,  which  fiinBt  tte  $ftk  pu^ 
phrase  In  the  coUocUon,  has  been  so  remodelled  by  him  from  Dr.  Watts  that  to  iBMrtioii  b 
this  place  may  be  permissible.  Watts's  hymn  (Book  I.,  No.  xa^  coaaim  of  ilz  TcnMML  The 
second  fotn*  lines  of  Blair's  second  stanza  are  neariy  vtriatim  fron  Watts.  Sae  Note.  Dr. 
Blab- died  on  the  97th  September,  1800.  His  "  Sennoos  "  and  **  Xjoctarcs  on  Rtatocic  **  are 
weU  known. 

OUR  GREAT  HIGH  PRIEST. 

Hebrews  iv.  14 — 16. 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  who  once 

For  us  His  life  resignM, 
Now  lives  in  heaven,  our  Great  High  Priest 

And  never-dying  Friend. 
Through  life,  through  death,  let  us  to  Him 

With  constancy  adhere ; 
Faith  shall  supply  new  strength,  and  hope 

Shall  banish  ev'ry  fear. 

To  human  weakness  not  severe 

Is  our  High  Priest  above ; 
His  heart  overflows  with  tendemcss» 

His  bowels  melt  with  love ; 
"With  sympathetic  feelings  touch'd, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  are, 

For  He  has  felt  the  same. 

But,  though  He  felt  temptation's  power, 

Unconquer'd  He  remained, 
Nor  'midst  the  frailty  of  our  frame 

By  sin  was  ever  stained. 
As,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh. 

He  pour'd  forth  cries  and  tears. 
So,  though  exalted,  still  He  feels 

What  ev'ry  Christian  bears. 
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Then  let  us  with  a  filial  heart 

Come  boldly  to  the  throne 
Of  grace  supreme,  to  tell  our  griefs 

And  all  our  wants  make  known ; 
That  mercy  we  may  there  obtain 

For  sins  and  errors  past, 
And  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need, 

While  days  of  trial  last. 


JAMES   BODEN. 

itxv.  JAMBS  BODBN  was  bom  at  Chester,  oa  the  Z3th  Aprfl.  1757.  A  member  of  the 
I  y^jifciTT*"**  body,  he  ttudied  at  Homerton  College,  where  h«  qualified  himadf  for  the 
ry.  He  was  ^>painted  in  1734  to  the  Independent  Chapel  at  Hanley,  Staffordshire.  In 
ic  n  moird  to  ShcCekl,  to  undertake  the  pastorate  of  the  Queen  Street  Indq>eiMlent 
i  im  cbst  place.  His  death  took  place  at  Chesterfield,  on  the  4th  June,  JS41.  Mr.  Boden 
ae  of  tbe  fbcmders  of  the  London  MlsiUonary  Society.  Along  with  the  Rev.  Edward 
jn^  D.0.*  be  pobfiabed,  in  zaox,  "  A  Collection  of  above  Six  Hundred  Hymns,  designed 
Nev  Sap^lieataat  to  Dr.  Watts'  Psahns  and  Hymnis''    To  this  work  Mr.  Bodcn  contr 

"YET  THERE  IS  ROOM."* 

Ye  dying  sons  of  men, 

Immerged  in  sin  and  woe, 
The  Gospel's  voice  attend, 
Which  Jesus  sends  to  you  : 
Ye  perishing  and  guilty,  come  ; 
In  Jesus'  arms  there  yet  is  room. 

Ko  longer  now  delay, 

Nor  vain  excuses  frame  ; 
He  bids  you  come  to-day, 
Though  poor,  and  blind,  and  lame  : 
All  things  are  ready  ;  sinner,  come ; 
For  every  trembling  soul  there's  room. 

Believe  the  heavenly  word 

His  messengers  proclaim ; 

He  is  a  gracious  Lord, 

And  faithful  is  His  name. 

Backsliding  souls,  return  and  come  ; 

Cast  off  despair,  there  yet  is  room. 

*  See  Note  at  end  of  the  volume. 

p  a 
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Compelled  by  bleeding  love. 

Ye  wandering  sheep,  draw  near ; 
Christ  calls  you  from  above  ; 
His  charming  accents  hear  ! 
Let  whosoever  will  now  come, 
In  mercy's  breast  there  yet  is  room. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  GOD. 

Bright  Source  of  everlasting  love, 

To  Thee  our  souls  we  raise  ; 
And  to  Thy  sovereign  bounty  rear 

A  monument  of  praise. 

Thy  mercy  gilds  the  paths  of  life 

With  every  cheering  ray  ; 
Kindly  restrains  the  rising  tear, 

Or  wipes  that  tear  away. 

When,  sunk  in  guilt,  our  souls  approach'd 

The  borders  of  despair. 
Thy  grace  through  Jesus'  blood  prodaim'd 

A  free  salvation  near. 

What  shall  we  render,  bounteous  Lord, 

For  all  the  grace  we  see  ? 
Alas  !  the  goodness  worms  can  yield 

Extendeth  not  to  Thee. 

To  tents  of  woe,  to  beds  of  pain  . 

We  cheerfully  repair. 
And,  with  the  gift  Thy  hand  bestows, 

i^elieve  the  mourners  there. 

The  widow's  heart  shall  sing  for  joy. 

The  orphan  shall  be  glad, 
And  hungering  souls  we'll  gladly  point 

To  Christ,  the  living  bread. 


Thus  pissing  through  the  vale  of  lean, 
Oui  useful  light  shall  shine ; 

And  others  leani  to  gloriiy 
Our  Father's  name  Divine. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Publish  through  earth  abroad 

Jesus's  fame  ; 
Tell  what  His  love  has  done  ; 
Trasl  Id  His  name  alone  ; 
Sboat  to  His  lofty  throne, 

Worthy  the  Lamb  i 

Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears ; 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears  ; 

Join  our  glad  theme  ; 
Beauty  for  ashes  bring ; 
Strike  each  melodious  string  ; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 

Hark  how  the  choirs  above, 
Fill'd  with  the  Saviour's  love. 

Dwell  on  His  name  ; 
There  too  may  we  be  found. 
With  light  and  glory  crown'd. 
While  all  the  heavens  resound, 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 
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ANDREW  REDMAN  BONAR. 

ANDREW  REDMAN  BONAR  was  born  at  Kdinburgti,  on  the  afth  March»  181&  He  racciTed 
his  education  at  the  High  School  and  University  of  his  native  dtj.  lo  1841,  h«  bwMBe  a 
licentiate  of  the  Scottish  Church.  In  X843.  he  was  ordained  to  the  pastonl  dau^  of  Fogo,  a 
parish  in  Berwickshire.  He  was  translated  to  the  second  chaiyeor  the  OoMBgite.  Edinbat|^ 
In  1845.  In  Norember.  1849,  he  was  admitted  to  the  first  charipe  of  the  auaa  periih.  Mr. 
Bonar  is  an  extensive  prose  writer.  In  1864.  he  published  "  Hynms  for  ttie  OM  of  Chriitiaa 
Families  and  of  Schools,"  the  enlargement  of  a  former  work.  Sevenl  hjmns  IktMB  hi>  pco  are 
likewise  contained  fai  his  volume,  "  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  ScodawL** 


STRENGTH   GIVEN. 

Thoucjh  the  heavens  above  be  dark. 
Though  the  waves  beat  o'er  the  bark. 
Though  the  thunders  loudly  roar, 
Though  the  mist  be  on  the  shore, — 
He,  thy  Master,  walks  before  thee, 
Angel  forms  are  bending  o'er  thee. 
Haste  to  prayer,  and  bow  the  knee : — 
"  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Are  there  thoughts  thou  wouldst  not  name  ? 
Doth  trembling  seize  thy  shaking  fhune  ? 
Fearfiil  one,  hast  thou  foT^got 
What  must  be  the  Christian's  lot  T 
Forget'st  thou  One  whose  boundless  power 
Can  sustain  in  peril's  hour  ? — 
One  whose  hand  is  stretched  to  thee  ? 
"  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Doth  the  way  to  heaven  appear 

Steep  and  narrow,  full  of  fear, 

Through  the  i^erils  of  the  way, 

Secret  foes,  or  battle's  fray  ? 

These  can  all  be  put  to  flight, 

In  armour  of  the  sons  of  light ; 

Hear  Him  I     "  Place  thy  trust  in  me,"— 

And,  **  As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 

Are  thy  thoughts  on  things  below, 
Fading  like  the  sunset  glow  ? 
Deceiving  hopes,  or  pleasures  fled, 
The  vanished,  or  the  early  dead  ! 
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Eartbly  love,  or  worthless  toys  ? 
What  are  these  to  heavenly  joys  ? 
In  God's  heaven  thy  treasure  see, — 
••As  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be." 


HEAVENLY  WISDOM  SOUGHT. 

Source  of  life  and  light  and  blessing. 
Raise  our  hearts  to  Thee  above  ! 

And  be  with  us  while  expressing 
All  the  wonders  of  Thy  love. 

Hear  us,  Father ! 
Darkness  from  our  minds  remove. 

Thou  hast  given  us  souls  immortal, 
Minds  to  know  Thee,  hearts  to  feel, — 

Open  Thou  to  us  the  portal, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  fervent  zeal. 

Heac  us.  Mightiest  1 
Treasures  of  Thine  own  reveal. 

Holy  deeds  in  andent  story. 

Wonders  that  the  heaven  unfolds, — 
Traces  of  His  boundless  glory, 

Who  the  winds  and  waters  holds —  ^ 
Benefactor ! 

Let  each  praise  Thee  who  beholds. 

Bring  us  to  the  feet  of  Jesus, 
As  the  Eastern  sages  knelt ;         * 

May  Thy  gracious  Spirit  free  us 
From  the  stains  and  power  of  guilt 

BlessM  Jesus ! 
Let  Thy  bght  an4  peace  be  felt. 

Once  Thou  earnest  meek  and  lowly, 
Moved  by  pity  for  our  race, — 

Diedst,  the  Just  One  and  the  Holy, 
Took*st  the  helpless  sinner's  place. 

Great  Redeemer  1 
Shed  upon  our  hearts  Thy  grace. 
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Where  the  saints  and  angels  bending 
Bless  Thee  on  the  throne  on  high, 

Hear  our  mortal  voices  blending 
With  their  lofty  minstrelsy. 

Safely  keep  us 
By  Thine  ever-watchful  eye. 


HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 
{Contributed.) 

We  seardi  Thy  word,  O  Master  kind. 

Thy  holy  book  of  truth, 
Fit  comforter  of  bending  age. 

Sure  guide  of  glowing  youth. 
That  word  of  Thine  which  sheds  a  light 

On  life's  uncertain  road — 
That  book  which  speaks  of  Jesu's  love. 

And  points  our  way  to  God. 

Like  music  oft  its  words  have  come 

Where  pain  and  fear  have  been, 
Like  sunlight  beaming  after  storm, 

To  gild  the  lowliest  scene. 
With  prayer  we  would  its  pages  read. 

With  fond  and  filial  heart, — 
Resolved,  like  duteous  Mary,  still 

To  choose  the  better  part. 

As  treasure  hid  beneath  the  ground. 

We  would  its  meaning  seek  : — 
'Tis  manna  to  the  wanderer  lone, 

«•  Glad  tidings  "  to  the  weak. 
We'll  prize  it  now,  in  childhood's  hour, 

It  is  our  "  Father's  "  word. 
And  seek  in  all  our  ways  to  be 

True  followers  of  the  Lord. 
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HORATIUS  BONAR,  D.D. 

tt^  most  rrtetinod  sacred  poets  and  religious  pmse  writers  of  the  time.  HORATIUS 
■'**  bora  at  Edinburgli,  in  1808.  He  was  educated  at  the  University  of  his  native  city, 
lewasarduiued  to  the  ministry  at  Kelso.  At  the  disruption,  in  1843,  he  Joined  the  Free 
la  XB39,  be  began  the  series  of  ^  Kelso  Tracts,"  which  first  gafaied  him  reputatiOQ 
;knfib  writer.  His  larger  prose  works  are  "  The  Night  of  Weeping."  "  The  Morning 
"  Procilketic  Landmarks,"  "  The  Eternal  Day,"  "  Man,"  "  The  Story  of  Grace."  "A 
r  Here,"  ••Xhe  Land  of  Promise."  and  "The  Desert  of  SinaL"  Two  of  hla  later  prose 
*  Oo<f  s  Way  oC  Peace,"  and  "  God's  Way  of  Holiness,"  have  obtained  an  extraordinary 
ad  bacve  been  eminently  osefuL  Dr.  Sonar's  hymns  are  contained  ia  his  volumes 
HysBs  of  Faith  and  Hope."  first  and  second  series.    1857—1861.    8vo. 


THY  WAY,  NOT  MINE. 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand. 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough. 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  matters  not. 

It  leads  me  to  Thy  rest 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot, 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  Thine  ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill ; 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem. 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friend. 
My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 

Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me. 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 
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Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice^ 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 

Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength. 
My  wisdom,  and  my  all ! 


"COME  UNTO  ME." 

I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

**  Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weaiy  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast" 
I  came  to  Jesus,  as  I  was, 

Weary  and  worn  and  sad  ; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting-plaoe^ 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

**  Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water,  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  revived. 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

**  I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  mom  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  look'd  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  lile  I'll  walk. 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 


THE  WANDERER  FOUND. 

I  WAS  a  wand'ring  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controlled. 
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I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 


The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child. 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

0*er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished  and  faint  and  lone  ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

They  spoke  in  tender  love. 

They  raised  my  drooping  head. 
They  gently  closed  my  bleeding  wounds. 

My  fainting  soul  they  fed. 
They  washed  my  filth  away. 

They  made  me  clean  and  fair ; 
They  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace, 

The  long-sought  wanderer ! 

Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul ; 
Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood  ; 

*Twas  He  that  made  me  whole. 
*Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep ; 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  He  that  stUl  doth  keep. 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold  ! 
I  was  a  wajrward  child, 

I  once  preferred  to  roam  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 
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THE  SUBSTITUTE. 

I  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God  ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursM  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precioos. 

Till  not  a  spot  remains. 


I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus  ; 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Him ; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem* 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 


I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine  ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  His  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord  ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 


I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, — 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, — 

The  Father*s  holy  chUd. 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  His  praises» 

To  learn  the  angels*  song. 
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A  BETHLEHEM  HYMN. 

He  has  come  !  the  Christ  of  God, 
Left  for  us  His  glad  abode  ; 
Stooping  from  His  throne  of  bliss 
To  this  darksome  wilderness. 

He  has  come  !  the  Prince  of  peace, 
Come  to  bid  our  sorrows  cease ; 
Come  to  scatter  with  His  light 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night 

He,  the  mighty  King,  has  come  ! 
Making  this  poor  earth  His  home ; 
Come  to  bear  our  sins'  sad  load  ; 
Son  of  David,  Son  of  God. 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Speaks  deliverance  to  our  race ; 
Left  for  us  His  glad  abode  ; 
Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God, 

"  Unto  us  a  Child  is  bom  I " 
Ne'er  has  earth  beheld  a  mom, 
Among  all  the  moms  of  time. 
Half  so  glorious  in  its  prime. 

**  Unto  us  a  Son  is  given  !" 
He  has  come  from  God's  own  heaven, 
Bringing  with  Him  from  above 
Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 


THE  INNER  CALM. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm. 
While  these  hot  breezes  blow ; 

Be  like  the  night-dew's  cooling  balm 
Upon  earth's  fevered  brow. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest« 
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Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 

Let  Thine  outstretchM  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm 

Beside  her  desert  spring. 

Yes  !  keep  me  calm,  tho'  loud  and  rude 
The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet, — 

Calm  in  the  closet*s  solitude. 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 

Cakn  in  my  hour  of  pain. 
Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth. 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain ; 

Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Like  Him  who  bore  my  shame ; 

Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng 
Who  hate  Thy  holy  name. 

Calm  when  the  great  world's  news  with  power 

My  listening  spirit  stir  ; 
Let  not  the  tidings  of  the  hour 

E'er  find  too  fond  an  ear. 

Calm  as  the  ray  of  sim  or  star 

Which  storms  assail  in  vain, 
Moving  unruffled  thro'  earth's  war. 

The  eternal  calm  to  gain.     , 


THE  MORNING  STAR. 

There  is  a  Morning  Star,  my  soul. 

There  is  a  Morning  Star ; 
'Twill  soon  be  near  and  bright,  the'  now 

It  seems  so  dim  and  far. 
And  when  time's  stars  have  come  and  gone. 
And  every  mist  of  earth  has  flown. 

That  better  star  shall  rise 

On  this  world's  clouded  skieSi 
To  shine  for  ever  1 
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The  night  is  well-nigh  spent,  my  soul, 

The  night  is  well -nigh  spent ; 
And  soon  above  our  heads  shall  shine 

A  glorious  firmament : 
A  sky  all  glad  and  pure  and  bright, 
The  Lamb,  once  slain,  its  perfect  light ; 

A  star  without  a  cloud. 

Whose  light  no  mists  enshroud, 
Descending  never ! 


REST  YONDER. 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting, 

Mine's  a  dty  yet  to  come ; 
Onwards  to  it  I  am  hasting— 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 

In  it  all  is  light  and  gloiy. 
O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day; 

Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  stoiy. 
All  the  curse,  has  pass'd  away. 

There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 
By  the  streams  of  life  along; 

On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us, 
Toms  our  sighing  into  song. 

Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary, 
Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 

Never  more  be  sad  or  weary, 
Never,  never  sin  again. 
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JANE  BORTHWICK. 

]ANE  BOKTHWICK  is  descended  from  aa  <M  and  leapeOabte  ScotdA  ftifly.  Uadi 
dgiuuvreof  H.  L.  L.,  she  has  ooatrflxited  namotms  ooapoaitioais  ia  prose  and  Tcne  « 
i^(Mu^  TVnfwo''  She  is  weO  known  in  connectioo  with  her  woric,  **HyiiiasfroBdM 
of  Lather,  translated  from  the  German."  of  whidi  the  fint  tettu  appeared  ia  its4. 
Borthwick  h  aothor  of  a  small  volume  of  original  Tcrses,  entitled  **  Tlioi;«hts  for  T1ioi| 
Hours,"  whkh  was  published  in  1859,  and  has  passed  throogh  aevenl  cirHtinni,  She  has 
ten  some  prose  works  for  the  young. 

«*  THY  WILL  BE  DONE."^ 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

Oh  may  Thy  will  be  mine  I 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign. 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy. 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own; 
And  help  me  still  to  say. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  I 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  needy  here  and  poor. 
Give  me  Thy  people's  bread. 

Their  portion  rich  and  sore. 
The  manna  of  Thy  word 

Let  my  soul  feed  upon ; 
And  if  all  else  should  £ul. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  among  thorns  I  go, 
Still  sometimes,  here  and  there^ 

Let  a  few  roses  blow. 
But  Thou  on  earth  along 

The  thorny  path  hast  gone  ; 
Then  lead  me  after  TTiee  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear. 

*  Tianslated  from  the  German  of  B.  Scfamolk. 
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Sinoe  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept. 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  loved  ones  must  depart, 
Suffer  not  sorrow's  flood 

To  overwhelm  my  heart : 
For  they  are  blest  with  Thee, 

Their  race  and  conflict  won  ; 
Let  me  but  follow  them,  , 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

When  death  itself  draws  nigh, 
To  Thy  dear  wounded  side 

I  would  for  refuge  fly ; 
Leaning  on  Thee,  to  go 

Where  Thou  before  hast  gone  ; 
The  rest  as  Thou  shalt  please  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me. 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above, 

I  travel  calmly  on  ; 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 
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JOHN   BOWDLER. 


John  Bowdlrr  was  born  in  Ijondon,  on  the  and  February,  178}.  Educated  tt  Wiachesiter 
College,  he  selected  the  le^al  prr>fes.sion,  and  became  a  member  of  Uncoln's  Ina.  A&  a 
Itarriftter,  he  cave  promise  of  attaininff  to  eminence,  but  wa«  prematurdjr  cut  off  on  the  isi 
Fc\)ra*ry,  1815.  at  the  early  ai;e  nf  thirty-two.  In  1816,  his  mbicellaneous  writiiigm  wen  pnb- 
lished  by  his  father,  in  two  iKtavo  volumes,  under  the  title,  "Select  Pieces  in  Prow  and  Ver^." 
accompanied  by  a  memoir.    He  composed  versions  of  sereral  of  the  Psafana. 


PSALM  CXXIII.   PARAPHRASED. 

Lord,  before  Thy  throne  we  bend  ; 
Lord,  to  Thee  our  eyes  ascend  ; 
Servants  to  our  Master  true, 
Lo,  we  yield  the  homage  due  ; 
Children,  to  our  Sire  we  fly, 
Abba,  Father,  hear  our  cry  ! 

To  the  dust  our  knees  we  bow  ; 
We  arc  weak,  but  mighty  Thou  : 
Sore  distrcss'd,  yet  suppliant  still. 
We  await  Thy  holy  will  : 
Bound  lo  earth,  and  rooted  here 
Till  our  Saviour-God  appear. 

From  the  heavens,  Thy  dwelling-place, 
Shed,  O  shed  Thy  pardoning  grace  : 
Turn  to  save  us — none  below  » 

Pause  to  hear  our  silent  woe  ; 
Pleased  or  sad,  a  thoughtless  throng, 
Still  they  gaze  and  pass  along. 

Leave  us  not  beneath  the  power 
Of  temptation's  darkest  hour  ; 
Swift  to  seal  their  captive's  doom, 
See  our  foes  exulting  come  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  yet  ])e  nigh, 
Lord  of  life  and  victory. 


■*     ^ 
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THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD. 

Psalm  xlii. 

As  panting  in  the  sultry  beam, 
The  hart  desires  the  cooling  stream, 
So  to  Thy  presence,  Lord,  I  flee. 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  Thee; 
Athirst  to  taste  Thy  living  grace. 
And  sec  Thy  glory  face  to  face. 

But  rising  griefs  distress  my  soul. 

And  tears  on  tears  successive  roll : 

For  many  an  evil  voice  is  near. 

To  chide  my  woe,  and  mock  my  fear ; 

And  silent  memory  weeps  alone 

O'er  hours  of  peace  and  gladness  flown. 

For  I  have  walk'd  the  happy  round 
That  circles  Sion's  holy  ground. 
And  gladly  swell'd  the  choral  lays 
That  hymned  my  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
What  time  the  hallow'd  arch  along 
Responsive  sw^rd  the  solemn  song. 

Ah !  why,  by  passing  clouds  oppressed 
Should  vexing  thoughts  distract  thy  breast  ? 
Turn,  turn  to  Him  in  every  pain, 
Whom  never  suppliant  sought  in  vain — 
Thy  strength  in  joy's  ecstatic  day. 
Thy  hope  when  joy  has  pass'd  away. 
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SIR  JOHN   BOWRING,  LL.D.,  F.R.S. 

A  DISTINGUISHED  diplomatist  and  colonial  firovemor.  SIR  JOHN  BOWRiNG  is  fikewise 
entitled  to  an  honourable  place  among  British  hymn  writers.  He  was  bom  at  Eseter.  on  the 
ZTth  October,  1790.  Pos5»essing  an  extraordinary  power  of  attaining  languag'es,  he  early 
acquired  reputation  as  a  metrical  translator  of  poems  from  many  of  the  European  tongues. 
He  became  editor  of  Tht  H^esfminsfer  Review,  in  1835.  In  183s,  he  entered  Ruiiamcnt  as 
member  for  Kibnamock.  He  afterwards  represented  Bolton.  In  i%Mi*  he  was  appointed 
British  Consul  at  Canton.  He  was  knighted  in  1854.  on  his  nomination  as  Her  M^jest/s 
Plenipotentiary  in  China,  and  Governor  of  Hong-Kong.  Sir  John  Bowring  is  the  audMr  of 
sereral  important  works  of  travel  and  on  political  subjects.  In  1825.  he  published  a  vohnae 
of  "  Hymns,"  z6mo.  His  "  Matins  and  Vespeni,''  lamo,  appeared  about  the  same  period. 
This  work  has  been  considerably  enlarged ;  it  passed  into  a  fourth  edition  in  1851.  Sereral 
original  hymns  from  his  pen  are  in  the  "  Hymn  Book  for  Christian  Worship,"  an  Ajnerlcan  cal> 
lectk»,  of  which  the  5th  edition  appeared  at  Bo>>ton,  U.  S.,  in  1857.  Sir  John,  who  has  retired 
from  publk  life.  Is  now  resident,  in  honourable  independence,  near  his  native  city. 


GOD  IS   LOVE. 

God  is  love ;  His  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 

Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens ! 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever  ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never : 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

E*en  the  hourihat  darkest  seemeth, 
Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove; 

From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 

Everywhere  His  glory  shineth: 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


REPORT  OF  THE  WATCHMAN. 

Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are  ? 

Traveller !  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 
See  that  glory-beaming  star. 
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Watchman !  does  its  beaateous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell? 
Traveller !  yes ;  it  brings  the  day, 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 

Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night ; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveller !  blessedness  and  light, 
Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 

Watchman !  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Traveller »  ages  are  its  own ; 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn, 
Traveller !  darkness  takes  its  flight ; 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman !  let  thy  wanderings  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller  f  lo,  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo,  the  Son  of  God,  is  come  I 


THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 

• 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  woes  of  life  overtake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

N^ever  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

'From,  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 
yV.dds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 
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Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure. 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure ; 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towerinjr  o*er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

0  LET  my  trembling  soul  be  still. 
While  darkness  veils  this  mortal  eye. 

And  wait  Thy  wise,  Thy  holy  will, 
Wrapt  yet  in  fears  and  mystery ; 

1  cannot,  Lord  !  Thy  purpose  see ; 
Yet  all  is  well, — since  ruled  by  Thee. 

When,  mounted  on  Thy  clouded  car. 
Thou  send*st  Thy  darker  spirits  down, 

I  can  discern  Thy  light  afar, 

Thy  light  sweet -beaming  through  Thy  frown  ; 

And,  should  I  faint  a  moment,  then 

I  think  of  Thee,  and  smile  again. 

So,  trusting  in  Thy  love,  I  tread 

The  narrow  path  of  duty  on  ; 
What  though  some  cherish'd  joys  are  fled  ? 

What  though  some  flattering  dreams  are  gone  ? 
Yet  purer,  brighter  joys  remain : 
Why  should  my  spirit  then  complain  ? 


OMNIPRESENCE. 

Father  and  Friend !  Thy  light.  Thy  love. 
Beaming  through  all  Thy  works  we  see  ; 

Thy  glory  gilds  the  heavens  above, 
And  all  the  earth  is  full  of  Thee. 
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Thy  voice  we  hear,  Thy  presence  feel. 
Whilst  Thou,  too  pure  for  mortal  sight. 

Involved  in  clouds — invisible, 

Reignest  the  Lord  of  life  and  light. 

VTe  know  not  in  what  hallowM  part 

Of  the  wide  heavens  Thy  throne  may  be. 

But  this  we  know,  that  where  Thou  art. 

Strength,  wisdom,  goodness  dwell  with  Thee. 

And  through  the  various  ways  of  time, 

And  through  the'infinity  of  space, 
We  follow  Thy  career  sublime. 

And  all  Thy  wondrous  footsteps  trace. 

Thy  children  shall  not  faint  or  fear. 

Sustained  by  th^  delightful  thought, 
Since  Thou  their  God  art  everywhere, 

They  cannot  be  where  Thou  art  not. 


JEHOIADA   BREWER. 


r^LAJDA  BREIVEK  was  bom  at  Newport,  Monmoutkshire.  in  1751.  He  commencetl  life 
'x^BC,  bat  becoming:  seriously  impressed,  he  prepared  himself  for  the  ministry.  He 
«9«<1  u>  scdc  ordination  in  the  Church  of  En(;iand,  but  afterwvds  Joined  the  Noncon* 
iacs.  He  ha<d  some  time  a  congrej^tion  ^t  Rodlwrough,  Gloucestershire.  In  178;^  he 
Yv^i  a  *-«"  to  Sbeflleld,  and  after  fifteen  years'  ministerial  labour  there,  he  undertook  the 
ovate  oC  Carr's  Laae  Independent  Ciupel,  Birmingham.  He  afterwards  became  minister 
•ev  cot^pre^atioa  in  Livery  Street.  His  death  took  place  on  the  a4th  August,  1817, 
j^  tath  year.-  Brewer  composed  several  hymns.  The  following,  which  was  originally 
liclied  in  7**  GMpet  Mett^tunne,  for  1776  (pp.  471,  472),  and  there  subscribed  SySvrstris,  i» 
ti  ecteemed.  It  baa  frequently  been  included  in  the  hymi\-books,  but  is  generally 
pnstect.  ^ 

THE  HIDING-PLACE. 

Hail,  soVreign  love,  that  first  began 
The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man  I 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  grace, 
•  That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-place  I 

Against  the  God  who  rules  the  sky 

I  fought  with  hand  uplifted  high  ; 
Despised  the  mention  of  His  grace. 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding-place. 


\ 
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Enwrapp'd  in  thick  Egyptian  night, 
And  fond  of  darkness  more  than  light. 
Madly  I  ran  the  sinihl  race, 
Secure,  without  a  hiding-place. 

But  thus  th*  eternal  council  ran, 
"  Almighty  love,  arrest  that  man  !** 
I  felt  the  arrows  of  distress. 
And  found  I  had  no  hiding-place. 

Indignant  justice  stood  in  view  ; 
To  Sinai's  fiery  mount  I  flew  ; 
But  justice  cried,  with  frowning  fiice, 
'*This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place." 

Ere  long  an  heavenly  voice  I  heard. 
And  mercy's  angel  form  appeared  ; 
She  led  me  on  with  placid  pace 
To  Jesus,  as  my  hiding-place. 

Should  storms  of  sev*n-fold  thunder  roll. 
And  shake  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole. 
No  flaming  bolt  could  daunt  tny  face, 
For  Jesus  is  my  hiding-place. 

On  Him  almight]^  vengeance  fell. 
That  must  have  sunk  a  world  to  hell ; 
He  bore  it  for  the  chosen  race. 
And  thus  became  their  hiding-place. 

A  few  more  rolling  suns  at  most 
Will  land  me  on  fair  Canaan*s  coast. 
Where  I  shall  ?ing  the  song  of  grace. 
And  see  my  glorious  hiding-place. 
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ANNE  BRONTK 

n«E  BftOSCTB  vai  tiie  jmmgat  daughter  of  the  Rev.  PUrick  Brtmte,  iaaiinbent  of 
ia  the  West  Ridiac  of  Yorkshire ;  she  was  bom  bi  iSsa  Owing  to  die  worrow 
'  r,  Aane.  and  her  two  ekler  sisten,  Charfcmeand  Emily,  were  neccMltated. 
ik>od,  to  obtain  situations  as  (forenicsses.  Escaping  fifom  the  drudgeries 
tbe  aiiten  retained  to  their  father's  house  in  184$.  resolviiig  to  make  a  vlgoroas 
fiort  is  the  woiid  of  letters.  In  die  following  year  appeared  **  Poems  by  Currer,  EUs,  and 
BcB.*  aoch  being  the  n&m*  depiumt  assumed  by  the  sisters.  Anne  published  "  Agnes 
-  aad  **TleTeMntof  WQdrcIl  HaU."  Shediedat  Scarborough,  on  the  aSdi  May.  1849 : 
repote  fai  die  old  churchyard,  near  the  castle.  The  foOowiag  composition 
is  transcribed  firom  her  poems  appended  to  die  Tohtme  of  "  Wuthering 
Agnes  Grey,  by  ElBs  and  Acton  BcU,"  London,  1850. 


CONFIDENCE. 

Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 
A  burdened  heart  I  bear ; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe ; 
But  I  will  not  despair. 

With  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 
Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

I  feel  that  I  am  weak. 
And  prone  to  every  sin ; 
But  Thou,  who  giv*st  to  those  who  seek, 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

Far  as  this  earth  may  be 
From  yonder  starry  skies  ; 
Remoter  still  am  I  from  Thee : 
Yet  Thou  wilt  not  despise. 

I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care ; 
I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  Thee  ; 
And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am. 
My  God  will  cherish  me. 
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JAMES  BALDWIN   BROWN,  LL.D. 

Jambs  Baldwin  brown  was  a  banist&r  of  the  inner  Temple.    He  pubOsbed 
Uw,  which  are  esteemed  by  the  prdesiaoa.    His  lifc^of  John  Howard,  the 
well  known.    la  tSsa,  he  published  "  The  Battle  of  Albuera.'^a  poem.    Ha  Joiaad 
Dr.  RaAes,  and  Mr.  Wiffin.  in  publi»hin|;  "  Poems  by  Three  Friends,"  whidi  appeared 
mously  in  1815.     In  s9ao.  Dr.  Brown  commenced  TMe  /ftzttstifgaUr,  a  qwaiteriy 
which  was  ^tited  by  Dr.  Raffles  and  another.    The  following  hymn  by  Dr. 
Kribed  from  Dr.  RaJBes'  collection. 


I^own  is 


THE  HEAVENLY  BREAD. 

The  manna  to  the  fainting  Jews 

Was  not  by  Moses  given  ; 
Descending  with  the  morning  dews, 

*Twas  bread  sent  down  from  heaven. 

*Twas  angels*  food,  yet  served  to  stay 

But  for  a  while  their  wants ; 
Hence  fresh  supplies,  from  day  to  day, 

Their  heavenly  Father  grants. 

But  the  true  bread  from  heaven  is  He 
Who  from  His  glorious  throne 

Stooped,  by  His  death,  from  wrath  to  frefe 
A  race  by  sin  undone. 


Who  eateth  of  this  bread  shall  live. 

Nor  ever  hunger  more  ; 
Lord,  of  this  bread,  in  mercy  give 

Our  souls  an  ample  store. 


^     ^ 
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JAMES  BALDWIN  BROWN. 

JABKBS  BAXJ>WIN  BROWN,  son  of  the  preceding,  was  born  in  iBao,  In  the  Inner 
He  -vas  educated  at  Unhrerdty  CoOege,  London,  where  he  took  the  degree  of 
trnding  to  follow  his  father's  profession,  he  studied  at  the  Inner  Temple. 
xpest  two  jtat%  at  Highbory  CoUq^e,  and  entered  the  ministry.    In  1843,  he 
tiae  London  Road  Congregational  Chapel,  Derby.     Since  1646,  he  has  been 
Cbapel,  Gapham  Road,  London.     Mr.  Brown's  larger  publications  are, 
Ptteciples.''  "  The  Divine  Life  in  Man."  "  The  Soul's  Esodus  and  PUgtlm- 
Mjstoy  of  Peace,"  "The  Divine  Treatment  of  Sin,"  and  "The  Home 


FOR  INCREASE  OF  FAITH. 

Thou  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read, 
And  know*  St  each  weakness  there ; 

Poor,  trembling,  faint,  with  Thee  we  plead  ; 
O  torn  not  firom  our  prayer  ! 

We  cannot  grasp  from  hour  to  hour 

The  truths  Thy  gospel  saith  ; 
Then  aid  us  by  Thy  heavenly  power, 

And  so  increase  our  faith. 

That  we  may  trust  Thy  guardian  care, 

When  no  kind  hand  we  see  ; 
That  we  may  lift  our  souls  in  prayer 

Undoubtingly  to  Thee.  ▼ 

Help  us  to  gaze  on  things  unseen 

By  eyes  of  mortal  sight ; 
To  pierce  through  earth's  dark  veil,  and  glean 

Some  beams  of  heavenly  light. 

Thy  glorious  presence  may  we  see, 

When  earth's  last  tie  is  riven  ; 
In  £uth  then  trust  our  souls  to  Theej 

Till  we  awake  in  heaven. 
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SIMON  BROWNE. 

Simon  Browne  was  bona  at  Shepton  Mallet.  Somersetshire,  about  the  year  t6Ba.  He  tinranH 
minister  of  a  dissenting  congrei^ion  at  Portsmouth.  In  1716,  he  accepted  an  inyltatioa  ta 
succee<hMr.  Shower,  at  the  Old  Jewry.  London.  In  1733,  he  lost  his  wife  and  only  acm,  «■ 
amount  of  affliction  which  so  overcame  him  that  he  was  afterwards  incapable  of  perfbradac 
ministerial  duty.  He  retired  to  his  native  place,  whoe  he  died  at  the  close  of  the  year  1731^  la 
his  sand  year.  In  1730,  he  published  "  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Soogs,"  London, 
this  volume  the  foUowing  hymns  have  been  transcribed. 


INCONSISTENCY  OF  SIN  WITH  A  CHRISTIAN 

PROFESSION. 

Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my  God, 

My  life  and  sacrifice  ; 
My  hopes,  deep  founded  in  Thy  bloody 

Reach  far  above  the  skies. 

Up  to  the  highest  heavens  they  soar. 
Where,  round  Thy  dazzling  throne. 

Seraphs  lie  prostrate  and  adore, 
And  Thee  their  Sovereign  own. 

Thou  hast  those  happy  seats  possest 

Both  for  Thyself  and  Thine  ; 
There  all  Jliy  followers  shall  be  blest. 

And  in  Thy  glory  shine. 

Among  these  followers,  Lord,  am  I ; 

TTiy  glorious  name  I  bear  ; 
My  hopes  lift  up  ray  soul  on  high. 

And  fix  my  mansion  there. 

But  shall  I  own  Thine  awful  Name, 

And  yet  oppose  Thy  will  ? 
A  subject's  highest  privilege  claim. 

Yet  act  the  rebel  still  ? 

Forbid  it,  Lord  I  no,  I  abhor 
The  base  and  trait'rous  thought ; 

I  own  Thine  ancient  right  and  pow'r. 
And  what  Thy  blood  hath  bought. 
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To  Thee  1*11  ever  subject  live, 

And  all  Thy  laws  approve. 
The  fullest  homage  freely  give. 

And  proofs  of  loyal  love. 

Thus  shall  my  heavenly  hopes  begin  ; 

Thus  1*11  my  hopes  maintain  ; 
Nor  once  expect,  in  ways  of  sin. 

Eternal  life  to  gain. 


FOR  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
My  sinful  maladies  remove  ; 
Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  guide. 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

The  light  of  truth  to  me  display. 
That  I  may  know  and  choose  my  way ; 
Plant  holy  fear  within  mine  heart. 
That  I  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

Conduct  me  safe,  conduct  me  far 
From  every  sin  and  hurtful  snare ; 
Lead  me  to  God,  my  final  rest. 
In  His  enjoyment  to  be  blest. 

Lead  me  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  me  from  His  pastures  stray ; 
Lead  me  to  heavm,  the  seat  of  bliss. 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

Lead  me  to  holiness^  the  road 
That  I  must  take  to  dwell  with  God  ; 
Lead  to  Thy  wordy  that  rules  must  give, 
And  sure  directions  how  to  live. 

Lead  me  to  means  oigrace,  where  I 
May  own  my  wants,  and  seek  supply ; 
Lead  to  Thysel/y  the  spring  from  whence 
To  fetch  all  quick'ning^nfluence. 
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Thus  I,  conducted  still  by  Thee, 
Of  God  a  child  beloved  shall  be  ; 
Here  to  His  family  pertain. 
Hereafter  with  Him  ever  reign. 


GOD  OUR  HAPPINESS. 

Eternal  God,  of  Beings  first. 

Of  all  created  good  the  spring. 
For  Thee  I  long,  for  Thee  I  thirst. 

My  Love,  my  Saviour,  and  my  King  ; 
Thine  is  a  never-failing  store  : 
If  God  be  mine,  I  ask  no  more. 

The  fairest  world  of  light  on  high 

Reflection  makes,  but  faint,  of  Thine  ; 

The  glorious  tenants  of  the  sky 

In  God's  own  beams  transported  shine  ; 

But  should'st  Thou  wrap  Thy  face  in  shade, 

Soon  all  their  life  and  lustre  fade. 

Thy  presence  makes  celestial  day, 

And  fills  each  raptured  soul  with  bliss  ; 

Night  would  prevail,  were  God  away. 
And  spirits  pine  in  paradise. 

In  vain  would  all  the  angels  try 

To  fill  Thy  room,  Thy  lack  supply. 

And  sure  from  heaven  we  turn  our  eyes 
In  vain  to  seek  for  bliss  below  ; 

The  tree  of  life  can't  root  nor  rise. 
Nor  in  this  blasted  region  grow  : 

The  wealth  of  this  poor  barren  clod. 

Can  ne'er  make  up  the  want  of  God. 

But,  Lord,  in  Thee  the  thirsty  soul 

Will  meet  with  full,  with  rich  supplies  ; 

Thy  smiles  will  all  her  fears  control. 
Thy  beauties  feast  her  ravish'd  eyes  ; 

To  failing  flesh  and  fainting  heart 

Thy  favour,  life,  and  strength  impart 
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O  let  me,  Lord,  this  favour  gain, 

"With  smiles  still  sate,  yet  ffeed  desire. 

In  all  the  loads  of  life  sustain. 
In  d3ring  moments  life  inspire. 

Guard  my  departed  soul  to  rest. 

Be  still  my  God,  and  I  am  blest. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 


^  of  the  Boat  gifted  of  B»odeni  poetesses.  EUZABBTH  BARRBTT  was  born  in  London. 
iJiM.  Her  facbcr  was  a  pera>oa  of  considerable  affluence.  In  her  tSth  year,  she  gave 
Amme*-  of  pttgrv"^  talent,  by  the  pablication  of  "  An  E&say  on  Mind,  and.other  Poems."  la 
-  ^e  pnbUabed  anooymottdjr.  •  translation  of  the  *'  Prometheus"  of  il^schylus.  Her  next 
m.-«»trMi  ••  The  Seraphim."  confirmed  her  reputati<m  as  a  poetess.  In  S846,  she  became  the 
'^  gf  Mr.  Rob-^rt  Browning,  a  poet  of  genius  not  inferior  to  her  own.  The  newly  married 
ir  proceeded  to  Italy. -^ere  they  continued  to  reside,  first  at  Pisa,  and  afterwards  at 
yg^ncjt.  Mrs.  Browning  died  at  Florence,  on  the  89th  June.  1861.  In  1856,  her  pocdcal 
lylQ  v««  pttbUahed  in  three  volumes,  i2mo.    A  fourth  volume  was  added  after  her  decease. 

THE  SLEEP. 

•*  He  gjveth  His  beloved  sleep." — Psalm  ofxvii.  a. 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar, 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep, 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is, 
For  gift  or  grace,  surpassing  this — 

•*  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep  "  ? 

« 
What  woujd  we  give  to  our  belo^bd  ? 

The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved. 

The  poet's  star-tuned  harp  to  sweep. 

The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse^ 

The  monarch's  crown,  to  light  the  brows  ?    , 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
A  little  faith  all  undisproved, 

A  little  dust  to  over  weep, 
And  bitter  memories  to  make 
The  whol^  earth  blasted  for  our  sake  : 

•«  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 
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«« 


Sleep  soft,  beloved  !**  we  sometimes  sfty. 
But  have  no  tune  to  charm  away 

Sad  dreams  that  through  the  eyelids  creep. 
But  never  doleful  dream  again 
Shall  break  the  happy  slumber,  when 

"  He  glveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

O  earth,  so  full  of  dreary  noises ! 
O  men,  with  wailing  in  your  voices  I 
O  delved  gold,  the  wailer's  heap ! 

0  strife,  O  curse,  that  o'er  it  (all  I 
God  strikes  a  silence  through  you  all. 

And  "giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

His  dews  drop  mutely  on  the  hill. 
His  cloud  above  it  saileth  still. 

Though  on  its  slope  men  sow  and  reap. 
More  softly  than  the  dew  is  shed. 
Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead, 

**  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

Ay,  <nen  may  wonder  while  they  scan 
A  living,  thinking,  feeling  man. 

Confirmed  in  such  a  rest  to  keep; 
But  angels  say,  and  through  the  word 

1  think  their  happy  smile  is  htard — 
He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 


(( 


For  me  my  heart  that  erst  did  go. 
Most  like  a  tired  child  at  a  show. 

Thai  sees  through  tears  the  mummers  leap, 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close. 
Would,  childlike,  on  His  love  repose. 

Who  **  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

And  friends,  dear  friends — when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me. 

And  round  my  bier  you  come  to  weep. 
Let  One,  most  loving  of  you  all. 
Say  **  Not  a  tear  must  o'er  her  fall," 

**  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 
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MICHAEL  BRUCE. 

:  of  sbort-lhred  poets.  MiCHARL  BRUCE,  was  bom  at  Kinnesswood 
Kinrosshire.  on  the  zjth  March,  1746.    His  parents  were  in  bumble  dr. 
^oc  they  determined,  owiI^2^  ^o  ^^  literary  predilections,  to  educate  him  for  the 
foor  Y^an,  he  prosecated  hb  cla»ical  studies  at  the  University  of  Edinburg^h. 
cohered  <»i  the  study  of  theolofi^,  and  employed  himself  in  tuition,  as  a  means 
3(ft.       Uoder   incessant  mental  toil,  a  constitution  always  weak,  be|[pan  to  decline. 
•  ,  ISs^criatir  consumption,  on  the  6th  July,  1767.  in  his  aist  year.    The  poetical 
M'irts«'*^^  Bruce  have  been  made  the  subject  of  a  curious  controversy.    At  coUq^e, 
tlte  cotnpanion  of  Mr.  Jobii  Loj^an,  a  person  of  somewhat  kindred  genius,  and 
oogniziK  minister  of  Leith.  acquired  reputation  as  a  preacher.    Subsequent 
og»o  visited  his  parents,  and  offered  to  publish  thejr  son's  poems  for  their 
He  «»•  Accordiugflv.  entrusted  with  the  whole  of  the  MSS.,  including  an 
^  t>ook.  erf*  bymns.  which  the  parents  familiarly  termed  their  son's  "  Gospel  Sonnets." 
tcr  several  were  fsmiliar  to  the  neighbours,  who  had  derived  their  knowledge  of  the 
omn  from  ^&e  deceased  poet  himself.    After  a  considerable  delay,  Logan  published  a 
jjtr^^  eatttled  "Poems  on  several  occasions,  by  Michael  Bruce,"  accompanied  by  a 
rireC»ce.  comfDemorative  of  the  writer.    The  scantiness  of  the  compositions,  and  the 
f  tj^  ••  Cospd  Sonnets."  disquieted  the  parents.    On  a  request  being  made  to  Logan, 
tl^er  of  the  deceased  poet,  for  the  MS.  book  of  hymns,  he  stated  that  it  was  lost, 
ras  afterwards  associated  with  other  clerical  brethren  in  preparing  a  collection  of 
:  paraphrases,  for  tlie  use  of  the  Skottish  Church.    He  became  the  most  conspicuous 
of  ooauntttee,  by  contributing  a  number  of  compositions,  which  were  hailed  with 
MS  i»^  re»19jr  adc^ed  by  the  Church.    But  Michael  Bruce's  father  recognised  them 
»*%  **  Gospti  Sofmets,** — and  such,  with  probably  a  few  verbal  alterations,  there  is 
^aom  far  bdievins.  tl^cy  were.    The  hymas  which  follow  the  present  sketch,  were  all 
M  t,figffP-    The  industry  of  the  Rev.  William  Mackelvie.  one  of  the  editors  of  Brace's 
mt,  Iw^i^ygr.  estabUshed  the  Kinnesswood  poet's  claim  to  certain  of  them,  and  the 
itor.  the  Rev.  Alesander  Grosart  (1865).  has,  we  think,  satisfactorily  proved  his  title  to 
le.     There  are  few  who  now  defend  the  claims  of  Logan  to  the  authorship,  a  fact 
at  to  th^  circumstance,  that  it  has  been  demonstrated  that  the  celebrated  '*  Ode  to 
00,*  -which  he  appropriated,  was  the  composition  of  his  deceased  friend, 
s  the  fbOowisc  compositions,  all  of  which  are  included  in  the  Church  of  Scotland 
sea,  the  difhth  paraphrase  beginning,  "  Few  are  thy  days  and  full  of  woe,"  has  been 
f  selected  verses  from  one  of  his  lyrics.    The  ninth  paraphrase  may  also  be  (airly 
toMm. 

ADVENT  OF  THE  MESSIAH. 

Behold  !  th'  Ambassador  Divine, 

Descending  from  above, 
To  publish  to  mankind  the  law 

Of  everlasting  love ! 

On  Him  in  rich  eflfusion  pour'd 

The  heavenly  dew  descends ; 
And  truth  Divine  He  shall  reveal. 

To  earth's  remotest  ends. 

No  trumpet-sound,  at  His  approach. 

Shall  strike  the  wondering  ears ; 
But  still  and  gentle  breathe  the  voice 

In  which  the  God  appears. 
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By  His  kind  hand  the  shaken  reed 
Shall  raise  its  falling  frame ; 

The  dying  embers  shall  revive, 
And  kindle  to  a  flame. 

The  onward  progress  of  His  zeal 
Shall  never  know  decline, 

Till  foreign  lands  and  distant  isles 
Receive  the  law  Divine. 

He  who  spread  forth  the  arch  of  heaven. 
And  bade  the  planets  roll. 

Who  laid  the  basis  of  the  earth. 
And  form'd  the  human  soul : 

Thus  saith  the  Lord  :  "  Thee  have  I  sent, 

A  Prophet  from  the  sky, 
"Wide  o'er  the  nations  to  proclaim 

The  message  from  on  high. 

Before  Thy  face  the  shades  of  death 
Shall  take  to  sudden  flight. 

The  people  who  in  darkness  dwell 
Shall  hail  a  glorious  light ; 

The  gates  of  brass  shall  'sunder  burst. 

The  iron  fetters  fall ; 
The  promised  jubilee  of  Heaven 

Appointed  rise  o'er  all. 

And  lo !  presaging  Thy  approach. 
The  heathen  temples  shake. 

And  trembling  in  forsaken  fanes 
The  fabled  idols  quake. 

I  am  Jehovah,  T  am  One ; 

My  name  shall  now  be  known ; 
No  idol  shall  usurp  my  praise. 

Nor  mount  into  my  throne." 

Lo,  former  scenes,  predicted  onoe, 
Conspicuous  rise  to  view  ; 

And  future  scenes  predicted  now. 
Shall  be  accomplish'd  too. 
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Now  sing  a  new  song  to  the  Lord  I 

Let  earth  His  praise  resound ; 
Ye  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell. 

And  fill  the  isles  around. 

O  dty  of  the  Lord,  begin 

The  universal  song ; 
And  let  the  scattered  villages 

The  joyful  notes  prolong. 

Let  Kedar's  wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  the  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 

With  accent  rude  rejoice.  * 

O  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands 

Unto  Jehovah  sing  1 
And  jo)rful  from  the  mountain  tops 

Shout  to  the  Lord  the  King  1 

Let  all  combined  with  one  accord 

Jehovah's  glories  raise. 
Till  in  remotest  bounds  of  earth 

The  nations  sound  His  praise. 


THE  APPROACHING  SAVIOUR. 

Messiah,  at  Thy  glad  approach 
The  howling  winds  are  still ; 

Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste. 
And  breathe  from  every  hill. 

The  hidden  fountains  at  Thy  call 
Their  sacred  stores  unlock ; 

Loud  in  the  desert,  sudden  streams 
Burst  living  from  the  rock. 

The  incense  of  the  spring  ascends 

Upon  the  morning  gale ; 
Red  o*er  the  hill  the  roses  bloom 

The  lilies  in  the  vale. 
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KeneVd,  the  earth  a  robe  of  light, 
A  robe  of  beauty  wea^ ; 

And  in  new  heavens  a  brighter  sun 
Leads  on  the  promised  years. 

The  kingdom  of  Messiah  come^ 
Appointed  times  disclose ; 

And  fairer  in  Emroanuers  land 
The  new  creation  glows. 

Let  Israel  to  the  Prince  of  peace 

The  loud  hosannah  sing  ! 
With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 
*     O  Zion,  hail  thy  King. 


WHEN  JESUS,  BY  THE  VIRGIN  BROUGHT. 

When  Jesus,  by  the  Virgin  brought. 

So  runs  the  law  of  heaven, 
Was  offered  holy  to  the  Lord, 

And  at  Thy  altar  given  ; 

Simeon  the  just,  and  the  devout, 

Who  frequent  in  the  fane. 
Had  for  the  Saviour  waited  long^ 

But  waited  still  in  vain. 

Came,  Heaven-directed,  at  the  hour 

When  Mary  held  her  Son ; 
He  stretched  forth  his  aged  arms. 

While  tears  of  gladness  run. 

With  holy  joy  upon  his  face. 

The  good  old  father  smiled ; 
While  fondly  in  his  wither'd  arms. 

He  clasp'd  the  promised  Child. 

And  then  he  lifted  up  to  heaven 

An  earnest  asking  eye : 
My  joy  is  full,  my  hour  is  come. 

Lord,  let  Thy  servant  die. 
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At  last  my  arms  embrace  my  Lord, 

Now  let  their  vigour  cease ; 
At  last  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see. 

Now  let  them  close  in  peace  I 

The  star  and  glory  of  the  land 

Hath  now  begun  to  shine ; 
The  morning  that  shall  gild  the  globe, 

Breaks  on  these  eyes  of  mine  I 


THE  GREAT  HIGH-PRIEST. 

Where  high  the  heav'nly  temple  stands, 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High-Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  Patron  of  mankind  appears. 

He  who  for  men  in  mercy  stood, 
And  pour'd  on  earth  His  precious  blood. 
Pursues  in  heaven  His  plan  of  grace, 
The  Guardian  God  of  human  race. 

Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name. 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

Our  FeUow-sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies 
His  tears  and  agonies  and  cries. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathises  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known ; 
And  ask  the  aids  of  Heav*nly  poVr 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 
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HEAVENLY  WISDOM. 

O  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 
Instruction's  warning  voice, 

And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early  only  choice. 

For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 
Than  East  or  West  unfold, 

And  her  reward  is  more  secure 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 
A  length  of  happy  years  ; 

And  in  her  left  the  prize  of  fame 
And  honour  bright  appears. 

She  guides  the  young  with  innocence. 
In  Pleasure's  path  to  tread ; 

A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

According  as  her  labours  rise. 
So  her  rewards  increase ; 

Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


THE  MILLENNIUM.* 

Behold  !  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hUls, 

And  draw  the  wond'ring  eyes. 

To  this  the  joyful  nations  round. 
All  tribes  and  tongues  shall  flow ; 

Up  to  the  hill  of  God,  they*ll  say, 
And  to  His  house,  we'll  go. 

*  This  is  an  improved  version  of  one  of  the  hymns  issued  Vy  a  committee  c 
Church  of  Scotland,  in  1745,  and  transmitted  by  the  General  AssemUy  to  Ft 
teries  for  their  consideration.    The  alterations  were  professedly  made  by  Lq 
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The  beam  that  shines  on  Zion-hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land ; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Zion's  towers 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 

No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign, 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years ; 
To  ploughshares  soon  they  beat  their  swords, 

To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 

No  longer  hosts  encountering  hosts, 

Their  millions  slain  deplore : 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall, 

And  study  war  no  more. 

Come  then,  O  come  from  every  land, 

To  worship  at  His  shrine  ; 
And  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 


DYING  IN  THE  LORD. 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
At  last,  O  Lord,  let  trouble  cease, 
And  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

The  race  appointed  I  have  run. 
The  combat's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high. 
And  now  my  record's  in  the  sky. 

Not  in  mine  innocence,  I  trust ; 
I  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust ; 
And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
I  look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

I  leave  the  world  without  a  tear. 
Save  for  the  friends  I  held  so  dear. 
To  heal  their  sorrows.  Lord,  descend. 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend. 
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I  come,  I  come  at  Thy  command^ 
I  give  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand  ; 
Stretch  forth  Thine  everlasting  arms. 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
Now,  O  my  God !  let  trouble  cease ! 
Now  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 


THE  CALL  OF  WISDOM. 


In  streets  and  openings  of  the  gates. 
Where  pours  the  busy  crowd. 

Thus  heavenly  Wisdom  lifts  her  vx>icf^ 
And  cries  to  men  aloud : 

**  How  long,  ye  scomers  of  the  truth. 

Scornful  will  ye  remain  ? 
How  long  shall  fools  their  folly  love. 

And  hear  my  words  in  vain  ? 

O  turn  at  last,  at  my  reproof  I 

And  in  that  happy  hour. 
His  bless'd  effusions  on  your  heart. 
My  Spirit  down  shall  pour. 

But  since,  so  long  with  earnest  voice. 

To  you  in  vain  I  call  ; 
Since  all  my  counsels  and  reproofs 

Thus  ineffectual  fall ; 

The  time  will  come,  when  humbled  low. 

In  sorrow's  evil  day ; 
Your  voice  by  anguish  shall  be  taught. 

But  taught  too  late,  to  pray. 

When,  like  the  whirlwind  o*er  the  deep 

Comes  desolation's  blast; 
Prayers  then  extorted  shall  be  vain  ; 

The  hour  of  mercy  past. 
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The  choice  you  made  has  fix^d  your  doom, 

For  this  is  Heaven's  decree. 
That  with  the  fruits  of  what  he  soVd, 

The  simier  fill'd  shaU  be." 


ATONING  SACRIFICE. 

Thus  speaks  the  heathen :  **  How  shall  men 

The  Power  Supreme  adore? 
With  what  accepted  ofFrings  come 

This  mercy  to  implore  ? 

Shall  clouds  of  incense  to  the  skies 

With  grateful  odour  speed  ? 
Or  victims  from  a  thousand  hills 

Upon  the  aftar  bleed  ? 

Does  Justice  noble  blood  demand 

To  save  the  sinner's  life  ? 
Shall  trembling  in  his  offspring's  side 

The  father  plunge  the  knife  ?  " 

No !  God  rejects  the  bloody  rites 

Which  blindfold  zeal  began ; 
His  oracles  of  truth  proclaim 

The  message  brought  to  man. 

He  what  is  good  hath  clearly  shown, 

O  favour'd  race,  to  thee ; 
And  what  doth  God  require  of  those 

Who  bend  to  Him  the  knee  ? 

Thy  deeds,  let  sacred  justice  rule ; 

Thy  heart,  in  mercy  fill ; 
And  walking  humbly  with  thy  God, 

To  Him  resign  thy  will. 

SORROW  NOT  AS   WITHOUT  HOPE. 

Take  comfort.  Christians,  when  your  friends 

In  Jesus  fall  asleep ; 
Their  better  being  never  ends ; 

Why  then  dejected  weep  ? 
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Why  inconsolable  as  those 

To  whom  no  hope  is  given  ? 
Death  is  the  messenger  of  peace. 

And  calls  the  soul  to  heaven. 

As  Jesus  died  and  rose  again 

Victorious  from  the  dead ; 
So  His  disciples  rise  and  reign 

With  their  triumphant  Head* 

The  time  draws  nigh  when  from  the  douds 

Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend. 
And  the  last  trumpet's  a¥rful  voice 

The  heavens  and  earth  shall  rend. 

Then  they  who  live  shall  changM  be^ 

And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake ; 
The  graves  shall  yield  their  ancient  charge, 

And  earth's  foundations  shake.  f 

The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  free. 

With  joy  shall  mount  on  high ; 
The  heavenly  host,  with  praises  loud 

Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 

Together  to  their  Father's  house 

With  joyful  hearts  they  go ; 
And  dwell  for  ever  with  the  Lord 

Beyond  the  reach  of  woe. 

A  few  short  years  of  evil  past. 

We  reach  the  happy  shore  ; 
When  death -divided  friends  at  last 

Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 
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GEORGE  BURDER. 

r.  CKOmCK  BURDBK  was  born  in  Loadoo,  od  the  sth  June,  1751.  He  received  a 
e  eciacmtkiii.  end  «w  apprendced  to  an  enf^Tcr.  He  commenced  builaen  at 
e.  At  t^eutf  "four,  he  bq^aa  to  preach,  in  connection  with  the  Calviniatic  Method* 
■tlwmiM  Hllj  Joined  the  ConipTfationalists.  He  was  ordained  at  Lancaster,  in  trjM, 
cnoktened  six  years.  He  bow  remored  to  Coventry,  wliere  he  remained  for  twenty 
I  xflos.  be  becamr  pastor  of  the  Congreeational  Cliapd.  Fetter  lume.  He  was  pro- 
tike  Rcl^totis  Tnct  Sodety,  one  of  the  founders  of  the  London  Miwionary  Society, 
€  tbe  orisfmatoffs  of  the  British  and  Foreig^n  Bible  Society.  His  active  and  usefU  life 
<1  on  tlie  a^di  May,  t8p.  He  published  several  volumes  of  discourses.  Hia^VUkge 
■■  Iwve  been  often  reprinted.  In  1784.  he  published  a  "  CoHection  of  Hymns.**  The 
tiree  bynms,  which  he  composed,  we  have  subjoined.  The  dismissive  hsrmn,  bcg1a> 
jonl,  fUffint^  OS  with  Thy  blessing,"  has  been  inaccurately  ascribed  to  him. 


THE  DESIRE  OF  ALL  NATIONS. 

Come,  dear  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
And  aid  our  feeble  tongues ; 

While  we  Thy  worthy  praise  attempt, 
In  our  unworthy  songs. 

By  faith  we  see,  and  we  adore 
Thy  grace,  Thy  power,  and  love ; 

And,  sweetly  drawn  from  sense  and  sin. 
To  Thee  our  spirits  move. 

Yes,  Jesus,  Thou  art  our  desire. 

In  Thee  oar  wishes  meet ; 
Nor  can  the  whole  creation's  round 

Afibrd  a  name  so  sweet. 

Let  carnal  minds  for  pleasure  strive. 

And  after  wealth  aspire ; 
Our  choice  is  made,  our  hearts  are  fixed. 

For  Christ  is  our  desire. 

Pity  the  nations,  dearest  Lord, 
Where  Thou  art  yet  unknown ; 

Be  their  desire  as  well  as  ours, 
And  make  the  world  Thine  own. 
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JAMES  DRUMMOND   BURNS. 

Jambs  DrUMMONO  Burns  was  born  at  Edlnbun^h,  on  the  t8th  Febnuuy,  xSa).  He ) 
at  the  High  School  and  University  of  his  native  city.  Having^  graduated,  he  attended  the 
Divinity  Hall  of  the  Free  Church  College,  and  in  due  time  became  a  licentiate.  In  1845.  he  «H 
admitted  to  the  pastoral  charge  of  the  Free  Church  congr^ation  at  Dunblane.  Afkcr  tteee 
years  he  was  compelled,  from  a  severe  pulmonary  attack,  to  vacate  his  chaz^e.  and  seek  • 
milder  climate.  He  proceeded  to  Madeira,  where  he  spent  five  years.  Retumins  to  Britii^ 
he  became  pastor,  in  1854,  of  a  Pre^ibyterian  congregation  at  Hampstend.  His  r^>nrtitBlio^ 
always  feeble,  at  length  succumbed  to  his  complaint.  He  died  at  Mentonc,  in  the  sonth  «f 
France,  on  the  27th  November,  1864.  His  remains  were  interred  in  Hif^hgnte 
London.  Mr.  Bums  puUished.  in  1854,  "  The  Vision  of  Prophecy,  and  other  PMbs.' 
a  second  edition  appeared  in  1858.  From  the  second  edition  of  his  poems  our  1 
been  made. 


THOUGH  LONG  THE  WANDERER  MAY  DEPART. 

Though  long  the  wanderer  may  depart,.. 

And  far  his  footsteps  roum, 
He  clasps  the  closer  to  his  heart 

The  image  of  his  home. 
To  that  loved  land,  where'er  he  goes, 

His  tenderest  thoughts  are  cast, 
And  dearer  still,  through  absence,  grows 

The  memory  of  the  past. 

Though  Nature  on  another  shore 

Her  softest  smiles  may  wear, 
The  vales,  the  hills  he  loved  before. 

To  him  are  far  more  fair. 
The  heavens  that  met  his  childhood's  eye. 

All  clouded  though  they  be, 
Seem  brighter  than  the  sunniest  sky 

Of  climes  beyond  the  sea. 

So  Faith,  a  stranger  on  the  earth. 

Still  turns  its  eye  above ; 
The  child  of  an  immortal  birth 

Seeks  more  than  mortal  love. 
The  scenes  of  earth,  so  very  fair. 

Want  home's  endearing  spell ; 
And  all  his  heart  and  hope  are  where 

His  God  and  Saviour  dwelL 
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He  may  behold  them  dimly  here, 

And  see  them  as  not  nigh ; 
But  all  be  loves  will  yet  appear 

Unclouded  to  his  eye. 
To  thai  fair  city,  now  so  far, 

Rejoicing  he  shall  come — 
A  better  light  than  Bethlehem's  star 

Guides  every  wanderer  home. 


FRIENDS  I  LOVE. 

Friends  I  love  may  die  or  leave  me, 

Friends  I  trust  may  treacherous  prove; 
But  Thou  never  wilt  deceive  me, 

O  my  Saviour !  in  Thy  love. 
Change  can  ne'er  this  union  sever. 

Death  its  links  may  never  part ; 
Yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever. 

Thou  the  same  Redeemer  art ! 

On  the  cross,  love  made  Thee  bearer 

Of  transgressions  not  Thine  own ; 
And  that  love  still  makes  Thee  sharer 

In  our  sorrows  on  the  throne. 
From  Thy  glory  Thou  art  bending 

Still  on  earth  a  pitying  eye ; 
And,  'mid  angels'  songs  ascending, 

Hearest  every  mourner's  cry. 

In  the  days  of  worldly  gladness. 

Cold  and  proud  our  hearts  may  be ; 
But  to  whom,  in  fear  and  sadness. 

Can  we  go  but  unto  Thee? 
From  that  depth  of  gloom  and  sorrow. 

Where  Thy  love  to  man  was  shown. 
Every  bleeding  heart  may  borrow 

Hope  and  strength  to  bear  its  own. 

Thoogb  the  cup  I  drink  be  bitter. 
Yet  since  Thou  hast  made  it  mine. 

This,  Thy  love,  will  make  it  sweeter 
Than  the  world's  best  mingled  wine. 


iio 


vose  sacred  feet  ta^**-* 
Ot  faint  beae»  ^ 

"^  TO  suffer  asa^^O^d^., 

X-^-^se:^"^^ 
Some  embas^ 

May  n°»f  ^'^Wch  it  ^*»^..^^.d 

'^^'''^rouV^^'^*'*^ 

\nd  learn,  ^^^'^V.-^ 

An  aneel  ^^'^ 

So  stiali  1  .  ^  yjjd, 

The  mercy  oi  u  ^^^ 

Wbcre  1  ^a'''' 


ROBERT  BURNS.  Ill 


ROBERT   BURNS. 

ROBBKT  BURNSt  the  most  celebrated  of  lyric  poets,  was  born  at  AUoway,  near  Ayr,  on  tlie 
sstli  Janouy,  1759.  With  a  limited  education  at  school,  he  was  sent  early  to  the  plough. 
Dwiac^  the  tnterrab  of  leisure,  he  composed  verses  ;  in  1786,  he  printed  a  Tolume  of  poems  by 
aebscriptioo,  with  a  view  to  his  procuring  the  means  of  emigrating  to  the  West  Indies.  The 
success  of  this  adventure  led  him  to  change  his  resolution  of  abandoning  his  native  country. 
He  suddenly  found  himself  famous ;  he  was  invited  to  Edinburgh,  and  there  haOed  as  a  pro- 
dify.  The  sura  of  £yio  was  realized  from  an  enlarged  edition  of  his  poems.  He  made  a  tour 
to  the  more  interesting  localities  of  Scotland*  and  was  everjrwhere  received  with  honours  and 
boqpttalities.  He  became  a  tcnant«Armer  in  Dumfriesshire,  and  accepted  an  appointment  in 
the  Fw**^  He  latterly  settled  as  an  Excise  officer  at  Dumfries.  His  death  took  place  at 
Domfrics,  on  the  nst  July,  1796,  in  his  38th  year.  The  songs  of  Robert  Bums  are  the  best 
that  have  been  written.  Though  occasionally  overtaken  in  the  convivial  excesses  of  his  age. 
Burns  was  imbued  with  pfa>us  sentiments,  and  with  an  earnest  love  of  Holy  Scripture.  "  The 
Cotter's  Satorday  Night,"  and  others  of  his  poems,  breathe  the  spirit  of  devotion.  The  editor 
of  this  work  was  informed  by  Mrs.  Begg,  the  poet's  sister,  of  his  couducting  worship  in  the 
boos^old,  at  a  period  when-it  was  not  common  among  persons  of  hb  condition,  and  that  he 
i  careful  in  inatmctlng  the  younger  members  of  his  father's  family  in  the  Church  Catechism. 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed. 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ; 

Nor  from  the  seat  of^  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad. 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt. 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast ; 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  given  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  hlesL 
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THE  NINETIETH  PSALM. 


O  THoy  the  first,  the  greatest  Friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling-place. 

Before  the  mountains  heaved  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand ; 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command  ; 

That  Power  which  raised  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginning  time. 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years, 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past 

Thou  giv*st  Thy  word,  Thy  creature  man 

Is  to  existence*brought ; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  **  Ye  sons  of  men 

Return  ye  into  nought." 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares, 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  Hood,  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flower, 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd ; 
But  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  lies, 

All  wither'd  and  decay'd. 
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JOHN  BURTON,  SEN. 

I  |jLH[  III'  liismry  of  thk aatlior ts ankuown.    He  published  ia  1800 a  work  entitled  " The 
3ti%  lloidfeoar.**     Tl>e  foDowiog  hymn  from  his  pen  is  universally  esteemed. 

Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Preciotis  treasure,  thou  art  mine ; 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came, 
Mioe  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove. 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet, 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 

Bfline  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  H0I7  Spirit  bless; 
Aline  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come. 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom ; 
Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine. 
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J,  BUKTOK.  MTTt****'  of  **  Hymns  for  Little  Children,"  and  to  whose  name  we  have  affixed 

jr  to  rtMr*^*^!—***  iota  from  the  preceding  hymn>writer,  wait  bom  at  Stratford,  Essex,  on 

^j  JbIt.  x'^'S-     ^'  composed  verses  in  boyhood.    In  December,  i8ta,  he  appeared  as  the 

^  yp— ^  rdbgMjns  poetry  in  TMr  EvaMxtiicat  MagaMin*.    Under  the  aaspices  of  the 

ju,^^  -YrmcX  Society,  he  has  pubUtihed  "  Scripture  Choncters  in  Verse,"  "  One  Hundred 

^k^lTBB>*  for  the  Voung."  "  Hymns  for  Little  Children."  and  several  small  books  and 

p^j^  ^  period  of  forty  years  he  has  been  a  contributor  to  religious  periodicals.    His 

_^,  ,fffjg^  00  which  he  aipent  not  less  than  two  thousand  hours,  these  chiefly  before 

>  is    III  iiif  «1  "  OvUtian  Devotedness."   This  rolume  is  an  attempt  to  show  from  the  Scrii>> 

•mttar  tlMT  life  of  a  Christian  ought  to  be,  and  what  by  the  grace  of  God  it  might  be.    For 

■rd*  of  forty  yean  Mr.  Barton  has  been  engaged  on  a  new  metrical  rersion  of  the  Book 

,^  ^„.^    wiuds  »  now  reidy  for  publication.      Mr.  Burton  has  avoided  publicity  as  an 

works  bear  only  his  initials,  with  the  affix  "  Esiiex."  He  resides  at  Stratford, 

by  trade. 

OUR  FATHER. 


Oh,  what  praises  shall  we  render 
To  the  Lord  who  reigns  above, 

For  His  mercies,  constant,  tender. 
For  His  condescending  love  ? 
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Though  we  often  have  offended. 
And  transgress'd  His  holy  will. 

Still  has  He  our  souls  befriended ; 
We  may  call  Him  Father  still. 

Heavenly  Father !  Thou  hast  taught  us 

Thus  to  seek  Thee  in  our  youth ; 
Hitherto  Thy  grace  hath  brought  us, — 

Lead  us  onward  in  Thy  truth. 
We  are  weak,  do  Thou  uphold  us. 

And  from  every  snare  defend ; 
Let  Thy  mighty  arms  enfold  us. 

Save  us,  keep  us,  to  the  end. 

Oh,  our  Father,  great  and  glorious ! 

Draw  our  youthful  hearts  to  Thee  ; 
Let  Thy  grace  be  there  victorious. 

Let  Thy  love  our  portion  be. 
May  we  know  Thy  great  salvation. 

Serve  and  love  Thee  all  our  days ; 
Then  in  heaven,  thy  habitation. 

Join  to  sing  Thine  endless  praise. 


FOR  ORPHANS. 

Come  let  us  sing  our  Maker's  praise, 
Whose  goodness  cheers  our  youthful  days ; 
His  name  we  ever  ought  to  bless. 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

Poor,  helpless  orphans  we  were  found. 
Left  in  a  world  where  snares  abound ; 
But  He  became,  in  our  distress, 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

For  when  our  earthly  parents  died. 
The  Lord  Himself  their  place  supplied ; 
Yes,  he  has  been,  we  must  confess, 
The  Father  of  the  fetherless. 
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Aim!*  oh !  what  blessings  from  above 
Prove  His  kind  care  and  tender  love : 
What  thanks  to  Him  should  we  express, 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

Let  IIS  rejoice !  above  the  skies, 
We  have  a  Friend  who  never  dies ; 
To  Him  we  may  our  prayer  address. 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

Our  Father !  let  Thy  heavenly  grace 
On  all  our  souls  Thine  image  trace; 
Then  shall  we  never  cease  to  bless 
The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 
{Contributed.) 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  to  Thee  we  raise 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise, — 

To  Thee,  our  Saviour  King. 
Spirit  Divine,  Thy  grace  impart. 
Wake  every  power,  warm  every  heart. 

Redeeming  love  to  sing. 

Redeeming  love ! — what  theme  but  this 
Inspires  with  ecstasy  of  bliss 

Tlie  harps  before  the  throne. 
Where  angels  lead  th'  enraptured  song, 
And  ransom'd  souls  the  strain  prolong, 

With  joys  on  earth  unknown. 

And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  ere  time  began. 
Engage  to  rescue  fallen  man 

From  guilt  and  misery  ? 
And  didst  Thou  lay  Thy  glory  by. 
Suffer,  and  agonize,  and  die. 

That  we  might  live  through  Thee  ? 
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And  glory  ceaseless  and 

To  Thy  great  name  be 


JOHN  BYRO 


JOHK  BYROU  wms  born  at  Manchester,  in  1691.  lib  hxh 
ancestors  were  connected  with  an  old  family  in  Lana 
Cambridge,  on  the  6Ch  July,  1708 ;  he  became  a  FeOoi 
took  M.A.,  and  proceeded  to  Montfwlier,  where  he 
medical  studies,  he  settled  in  London,  and  obtained  • 
shorthand,  wMch  he  had  projected.  In  (724,  he  was  elec 
About  the  same  period,  he  succeeded  to  the  family  estate 
His  death  took  place  on  the  afth  September.  1763,  in  h 
of  a  Joyous  temperament,  chastened  by  religious  impr 
recreatioa,  and  did  not  seek  publicity  as  an  author.  The 
posthumously  in  1773,  in  two  rolumes.  In  1814,  a  more  C' 
pnbttsbed  by  the  late  James  Nichols,  then  of  Leeds. 


A  HYMN  FOR  CHR 


--      *      ■» 
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« 


I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 
To  jou  and  all  the  nations  upon  earth ; 
This  day  h^h  God  fiilfillM  His  promis'd  word ; 
This  day  is  bom  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord ; 

"  In  David's  city,  shepherds,  ye  shall  find 
The  long-foretold  Redeemer  of  mankind. 
Wrapt  up  in  swaddling  clothes,  the  Babe  Divine 
Lies  in  a  manger ;  this  shall  be  your  sign." 

He  spake,  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir. 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire  : 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sung, 
And  heaven's  whole  orb  with  hallelujahs  rung. 

*'  God's  highest  glory  "  was  their  anthem  still ; 
**  Peace  upon  earth,  and  mutual  goodwill." 
To  Bethlehem  straight  the  enlighten'd  shepherds  ran. 
To  see  the  wonder  God  had  wrought  for  man ; 

And  found,  with  Joseph  and  the  blessM  maid, 
Her  Son,  the  Saviour,  in  a  manger  laid. 
Amaz'd,  the  wondrous  story  they  proclaim ; 
The  first  apostles  of  His  infant  £sune  ; 

While  Mary  keeps  and  ponders  in  her  heart 
The  heav'nly  vision  which  the  swains  impart. 
They  to  their  flocks,  still  praising  God,  return, 
And  their  glad  hearts  within  their  bosoms  bum. 

Let  us,  like  these  good  shepherds,  then,  employ, 
Our  grateful  voices  to  proclaim  the  joy ; 
Like  Mary,  let  us  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  love  in  saving  lost  mankind ; 

Artless  and  watchful,  as  these  favour'd  swains, 
While  virgin  meekness  in  the  heart  remains, 
Trace  we  the  Babe,  who  has  retriev'd  our  loss, 
From  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross ; 

Treading  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace. 
Till  man's  first  heav'nly  state  again  takes  place. 
Then  may  we  hope,  th'  angelic  thrones  among, 
To  sing^  redeem'd,  a  glad  triumphal  song : 
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He  that  was  bom  upon  this  joyfbl  day. 
Around  us  all  His  gloiy  shall  display; 
Sav'd  by  His  love,  incessant  we  shall 
Of  angels,  and  of  angel-men,  the  King, 


LORD  BYRON. 

GEORGE  GORDON,  LORD  Byron«  one  of  the  oiost  OlostiioaB  of  BrMsk 
UoUes  Street,  London,  on  the  aand  January,  178B.    His  early  yean  wen 
onder  the  care  of  his  mother.    He  afterwards  studied  at  Harrow,  and  is  ilos 
CoUeffe.  Cambridge.  His  "  Hours  of  Idleness,"  a  volume  of  jarenile  poe 
The   "English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  a  satirical  poem,  whick  he 
reply  to  a  sarcastic  critique  on  his  Juvenile  volume  in  The  EdinAmpgA  JUwint, 
world,  and  established  his  fame  as  a  great  poet.    The  first  two  cantos  of  hb**Ckade 
appeared  in  181 3.    Other  poems  succeeded,  which  severally  sostafaied  Wa  poetic 
He  married  in  x8ia^  but  the  union  proved  a  singularly  unhappy  one.     Byroa 
abroad,  irritated  by  social  misfortune,  and  stung  by  public  rumours.    He  miirtod  ip 
at  Geneva,  and  subsequently  proceeded  to  Greece.    After  a  diort  illaetB,  he  dted 
loogU,  in  Greece,  on  the  xgth  April,  iftu-    The  fi^owing  are  two  ofMs  **  Helwew 
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THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 


Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  summer  is 

That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  autumn  hath  blown. 

That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strown  1 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast. 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd  ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  chill. 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heav'd,  and  for  ever  grew  still ! 

And  there  lay  the  steed,  with  his  nostril  all  wide, 
But  through  it  there  roUM  not  the  breath  of  his  pride ; 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  tur^ 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 
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And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 

Willi  tlie  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 

And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 

Tlie  lax&oes  unMed,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  ^widows  of  Asshur  are  loud  in  their  wail, 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  sword, 
Hath  nielted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord. 

OH  !   WEEP  FOR  THOSE  THAT  WEPT  BY  BABEL'S 

STREAM. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream, 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream  ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell ; 
Mourn — ^where  their  God  hath  dwelt,  the  godless  dwell ! 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
And  when  shall  Zion*s  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
And  Judah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap*d  before  its  heavenly  voice  ? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast. 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave. 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave  ! 


ADA  CAMBRIDGE. 

of  two  TohnBcs  of  sacred  lyncs.  Miss  ADA  CAMBKIDCB.  was  bora  in  1844.    Her 
**  Hymns  on  the  Litany,"  and  "  Hymns  on  the  Holy  Communion."    The 
prefixed  with  a  soitable  preCace  by  the  Rev.  Robert  H.  Baynes.    Miss  Cam- 
cm  a  vdumc  of  saared  poetry,  which  will  more  than  fulfil  the  expecta* 
The  two  following  liymns  by  Mlsa  Cambridf^e  are  transcribed,  the 
tlte  **  Hymns  on  the  Holy  Communion,"  the  latter  from  the  Rer.  R.  S.  Baynea* 
Lyxica,"  wttk  the  kind  permission  of  Messrs.  Hoolston  and  Wright,  the  publishers. 

ON  THE  ALTAR  STEP. 

Jesu,  great  Redeemer, 

Source  of  life  Divine, 
In  our  souls  for  ever 

Grant  the  life  to  shine  ! 
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Light  of  peace  eternal. 
Prince  of  peace,  restore  ! 

Light  of  life  immortal, 
Shine  for  evermore. 

Bread  for  sinners  broken — 

Bread  of  life  indeed  ; 
Manna  for  the  hungry, 

In  their  sorest  need  : 
Pledge  of  our  salvation. 

How  we  thirst  for  Thee  ! 
Cup  of  heavenly  blessing, 

Wine  of  charity ! 

Thou,  O  holy  Saviour, 

Come  and  enter  in ; 
Cleanse  away  the  impress 

Of  our  dreadful  sin  ! 
Make  us  pure,  we  pray  Thee, 

Thou  who  art  so  pure  I 
And  O  let  Thy  likeness 

In  our  heart  endure. 

Spirit,  Holy  Spirit, 

Aid  us  with  Thy  love  I 
Give  Thy  gentle  presence^ 

Ever  blessed  Dove ! 
Father,  O  receive  us 

Now  (or  Jesus*  sake. 
And  our  feeble  worship 

Condescend  to  take. 


\ 


"  IN  ALL  TIME  OF  OUR  TRIBULATION,  GOOD  LOF 

DELIVER  US." 

• 

Saviour,  by  Thy  sweet  compassion. 

So  unmeasured,  so  Divine, 
By  that  bitter,  bitter  passion  ; 

By  that  crimson  cross  of  Thine  ; 
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By  the  woes  Thy  love  once  tasted 

In  this  sin-marr'd  world  below, 
Succour  those  in  tribulation, 

Succour  those  in  sorrow  now. 

Thou  who  wast  so  sorely  burden'd, 

Help  the  weak  that  arc  oppressed  ; 
Sanctify  all  earthly  crosses 

For  the  coming  day  of  rest ; 
Give  the  meek  a  trustful  spirit 

That  will  always  lean  on  Thee, 
And  in  storms  of  deep  affliction 

Still  Thy  gracious  Presence  see. 

Lord,  Thou  hast  a  holy  purpose 

In  each  suffering  we  bear, 
In  each  throe  of  pain  and  terror. 

In  each  secret,  silent  tear  ; 
In  the  weary  days  of  sickness, 

Famine,  want,  and  loneliness. 
In  our  night-time  of  bereavement. 

In  our  soul's  Lent-bitterness. 

All  the  needful  sweet  correction 

Of  this  gentle  Hand  of  Thine, 
All  Thy  wise  and  careful  nurture. 

All  Thy  faultless  discipline  ; 
All  to  purge  the  precious  metal, 

Till  it  will  reflect  Thy  face, 
All  to  shape  and  polish  jewels 

Thine  own  diadem  to  grace. 

Lord,  we  know  that  we  must  ever 

Take  our  cross  and  follow  Thee 
All  along  the  narrow  pathway. 

If  we  would  Thy  glory  see  ; 
Then,  O  help  us  each  to  bear  it. 

By  Thine  own  hard  life  of  shame. 
Let  us  suffer  well  and  meekly, 

Let  us  glorify  Thy  name. 
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Cheer  the  weak  ones,  who  are  bending 

'Neath  tliis  weary  burden  now  ; 
Lift  the  pallid  faces  upward. 

Smooth  the  careworn,  furrow'd  brow, 
Send  a  bright  and  hopeful  message 

To  each  tried  and  tempted  heart, 
That  the  thick  and  gloomy  shadows 

At  that  sunshine  may  depart. 

Tell  them  Thou  canst  see  all  sorrow 

In  this  world's  rough  wilderness ; 
Tell  them  Thou  art  near  to  succour, 

Near  to  comfort  and  to  bless  : 
Tell  them  of  Thy  cross  and  passion. 

Tell  them  of  Thy  trials  sore, 
Tell  them  of  the  angel-city, 

Where  is  joy  for  evermore. 


WILLIAM    CAMERON. 

Tiir.  llEV.  Wii  i.iAM  Cami'.kon  was  born  in  1751.  Having  Rtudied  at  Marisclal  CcJlcce, 
AKrtlecn,  .'inJ  oliuincd  licence,  he  was,  in  1785,  ordained  minister  of  Kirknewton,  la  llal* 
L-  thi.-ui.  Asaitciated  with  the  Kev.  John  Logan  and  othen  la  preparing  the  Chorch  ftn- 
I'hr.iccii,  he  is  understoo<I  to  have  composed  the  14th,  17th,  and  6Atli.  and  to  have  teviscd 
Lome  others  in  the  &eric!>.  Tlic  following  hymn.  No.  66  of  the  "  Piimphiaiei,*  may  b* 
described  :i.s  CamerrinS  cnm|iosition,  though  it  is  founded  on  Dr.  Watts*!  tqrnn,  Nou  41. 
boolc  X.  C.uncron  died  <in  tlie  i7ih  Nnvember,  1811.  He  pnblfahed  **  A  Collection  of  Pin  ■■,* 
IT*}),  ;rnio.  He  is  the  repiitcl  author  of  "  Poetical  Dialo;ruci  on  RdUgfen;"  EdtailMBf^ 
<7e3.    In  1813,  a  p(iNthiunv>iii  volume  of  his  poems  was  publitbed  bf  sabacrifXloM. 


THE   REDEEMED  IN   GLORY. 

How  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine! 

Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 
How  came  they  to  the  blissful  seats 

Of  everLxsting  day  ? 

Lo !  these  are  they  from  sufTrings  great, 
Who  came  to  realms  of  light, 

And  in  the  blood  of  Christ  have  washed 
Those  robes  which  shine  so  bright. 
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N'ow  with  triumphal  palms  they  stand 

Before  the  throne  on  high. 
And  serve  the  God  they  love,  amidst 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 

His  presence  fills  each  heart  with  joy. 

Tones  eVry  mottth  to  sing : 
By  day,  by  night,  the  sacred  courts 

With  glad  hosannas  ring. 

Hunger  and  thirst  are  felt  no  more. 

Nor  suns  with  scorching  ray ; 
God  is  their  Sun,  whose  cheering  beams 

Diffuse  eternal  day. 

The  Lamb  which  dwells  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  o'er  them  still  preside. 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine, 

And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 

*Mong  pastures  green,  He'll  lead  His  flock. 

Where  living  streams  appear; 
And  God  the  Lord  from  ev'ry  eye 

Shall  wipe  off  ev'ry  tear. 


THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 

IS  ef  thr  Bost  re— rtrable  of  British  poets,  THOMAS  CAMPBEUL,  was  bora  at  Glasgow,  00 
.  a^  Joly.  1777.  sxi  ^""^  educated  at  the  Univenity  of  that  city.  He  wrote  verses  from 
^Ifeood.  MMtd  produced,  in  his  twenty-second  year,  his  immortal  poem,  "  The  Pleasures  of 
ipe.*  After  •otac  years*  residence  in  EdinbunBl^  ^^  proceeded  to  London  in  1803.  A  civil- 
:  pT'^f''^  of  jQ^oo  was  conferred  on  him  during  the  premiership  of  Charles  Fox ;  but  this 
Baity  was  laxipeiy  supplemented  by  sums  which  he  continued  to  receive  from  the  sale  of  his 
Kfcs,  and  as  a  cootributor  to  the  leading  periodicals.  In  1895  he  aided  Lord  Brougham  in 
f^^,ll,lri»^  Che  London  Univeisity.  He  was  in  the  foUowtng  year  elected  Lord  Rector  of 
e  Uaiv«rsicy  of  Cla^*'*' — *°  honour  repeated  on  two  subsequent  occasions.  He  died  at 
ytl,ygoc  <m  the  rjfth  July,  1844.  in  his  sixty-seventh  year.  His  remains  are  interred  in  West- 
Abbey. 

THE  NATIVITY. 

When  Jordan  hush'd  his  wat«rs  still. 
And  silence  slept  on  Zion  hill ; 
When  Salem's  shepherds  through  the  night 
Watch'd  o'er  their  flocks  by  starry  light : 
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Hark !  from  the  midnight  hilb  around, 
A  voice,  of  more  than  mortal  sound. 
In  distant  hallelujahs  stole. 
Wild  murmuring  o'er  the  raptured  soul. 

Then  swift  to  every  startled  eye, 
New  streams  of  glory  gild  the  sky ; 
Heaven  bursts  her  azure  gates,  to  pour 
Her  spirits  to  the  midnight  hour. 

On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  flame. 
The  glorious  hosts  to  Zion  came ; 
High  heaven  with  songs  of  triumph  rung. 
While  thus  they  smote  their  harps  and  sung 

O  Zion !  lift  Thy  raptured  eye. 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again. 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign  I 

See  Mercy,  from  her  golden  urn. 
Pours  a  rich  stream  to  them  that  mourn ; 
Behold,  she  binds  with  tender  care, 
The  bleeding  bosom  of  despair. 

He  comes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart. 
Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart ; 
Again  the  day-star  gilds  the  gloom. 
Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom ! 

O  Zion !  lift  thy  raptured  eye, 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again. 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign ! 
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JOSEPH   DACRE  CARLYLE. 


schotar,  Joseph  Dacre  Carlylb,  was  born  in  1759.  He  accompanied 
:  EhI  of  'E^iB  In  1>>*  tmTcls,  and  consequent  on  his  celebrity  as  an  orienttlist,  was  apppinted 
die  PnafesscvsMp  of  AfBbac  in  the  University  of  Cambridge.  He  al^  held  the  ecclesiastical 
[iiiiaimi  rtTT  of  Vicar  ct  Newcastlempon-Tyne.  Chancellor  of  Carlisle,  and  Chaplain  to  the 
Bid  Bishop  of  Dvrfmn.  His  death  took  place  in  1804.  A  posthunx>as  Tolume  from  his  pen, 
Aided  **  Fur  IS  sosKcsCed  chiefly  by  Scenes  in  Asia  Minor,"  appeared  in  1805,  under  the 
lilorial  care  ot  his  sister,  Susanna  Maria  Cariyle.  From  this  wtnlc  the  two  foilowii^  hymns 
»e  been  trattscribed. 


ON   THE  LORD'S   PRAYER. 

Father  of  heaven !  whose  gracious  hand 
Dispenses  good  in  boundless  store, 

May  every  breath  Thy  praise  expand, 
And  every  heart  Thy  name  adore ! 

Great  Lord !  may  all  our  waken'd  powers 
To  spread  Thy  sway  exulting  join. 

Till  we  shall  dare  to  think  Thee  ours, 
And  Thou  shalt  deign  to  make  us  Thine. 

Whatever  Thy  will,  may  we  display, 
Hearts  that  submit  without  a  sigh ; 

Whate'er  Thy  law,  may  we  obey. 
Like  raptured  saints,  and  feel  its  joy. 

Vouchsafe  us  what  oiir  wants  require 
This  fleeting  life  in  peace  to  spend. 

But  bid  our  wishes.  Lord,  aspire 
To  grasp  the  life  that  cannot  end. 

Our  countless  crimes  with  mercy  view. 
For  Jesus'  sake  their  guilt  remove, 

And  teach  us,  Lord,  to  pardon  too. 
That  Thou  may'st  sec  a  world  of  love. 

Protect  us  when  temptation's  near. 
Keep  us  from  pride  and  passion  free ; 

Shield  us  from  sin  and  sorrow  here, 
And  bring  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  Thee. 


i 
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HEARTFELT  WORSHIP . 

Lord,  when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne, 

Ajid  our  confessions  pour, 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  wc  own. 

And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

Our  broken  spirits,  pitying,  see. 

And  penitence  impart ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  glance  from  Thee 

Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 

When  our  responsive  tongues  essay 
Their  grateful  hymns  to  raise ; 

Grant  that  our  souls  may  join  the  lay. 
And  mount  to  Thee  in  praise. 

TTien,  on  Thy  glories,  while  we  dwell. 

Thy  mercies  we*ll  review, 
Till  Love  divine  transported  tell 

Our  God 's  our  Father  too. 

When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer. 

May  we  our  wills  resign ; 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosom  share 

Which  is  not  wholly  Thine. 

Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill. 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 
And  teach  our  hearts  'tis  goodness  still 

That  grants  it  or  denies. 
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^  f(,cv.  TOHW  CA'VirooD  was  born  at  Matlock,  in  Der1>3rsliire,  00  the  i8th  March.  1775.    Hh 

a  snail  ftmier.  and  was  enabled  to  alTord  his  son  only  a  Uinite<l 
Thftvig**  Iki*  c'^'A  exertiaos,  he  acquired  a  knowledi^e  of  the  classics,  and  in  17^ 
St.  Edmwnd's  Hall,  Oxford,  where  he  graduated  in  i8bi.  He  was  ordained  on  the 
K  Deocnber.  xSoo,  on  obtaining  the  curacy  of  Ribbesford  and  Dowles.  In  1814  he  wa>  pre> 
Bted  to  tke  Perpetoal  Curacy  of  St.  Anne's  Chapel  of  Ease.  Bewdley,  Worcester^re.  This 
n  W«  only  ju  cfei  mt  nr  He  died  on  the  Tdi  Norember.  1853.  Mr.  Cawood  was  early  brought 
I  a  knowledcc  <«f  sKvtMtg  truth,  and  was  a  vigorous  upholder  of  evangelical  doctrine.    In  1843. 

f.  ff^^Jmrnit^  r->^  wrrh— *^*  «^'***^^"'**«i  ""^  *^  *"■  ■'"*  written  a  «mall  ■mHr,  mntitl^  "  Church 


rF«j»w~f  y*i  ITiMrnf  "  He  coopoaed  hymns  for  the  use  of  his  ftunOy  and  Sunday-schi>oI:>. 
If  d^ev  aboot  twe&ty  have  appeared  in  different  collection*:.  Through  the  kindnes<:  of  the 
Igf  Jobs  Cawood.  Perpetual  Curate  of  Pensax,  the  author'^  son,  we  hare  been  privileged 
•Kh  aatteatkated  copies  of  his  MS.  hymns. 


AN  INFANTS  PRAYER. 

A  CHILD  of  sin  and  wrath  I'm  bom, 
Through  Adam's  fall  and  Satan's  art ; 

Corrupt  and  wretched  and  forlorn, 
And  no  good  thing  within  my  heart. 

O  God,  in  Jesus  reconciled. 

Soon  to  my  soul  Thy  grace  impart, 

And,  pitying  a  little  child, 

Plant  some  good  thing  within  my  h&^rt. 

Speak,  Jesus,  in  Thine  accents  mild  ; 

Command  the  stony  to  depart  ; 
And  put  within  a  praying  child 

A  broken,  sofl,  and  contrite  heart. 

As  through  the  path  of  life  I  stray. 
Let  Thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 

But  guide  and  cherish  all  the  way, 
That  "  better  thing  within  my  heart." 

When  life  and  all  its  woes  are  past. 
And  death  shall  soul  and  body  part. 

Then  mayest  Thou,  as  I  breathe  my  last, 
See  some  good  thing  within  my  heart. 
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When  standing  near  the  Great  White  Throne, 
I  see  Thee,  Saviour,  as  Thou  art. 

Then  may'st  Thou  claim  me  for  Thine  own, 
And  see  Thine  image  in  my  heart. 


THE  SAVIOUR'S   HUMILITY. 

The  Son  of  God,  in  worlds  on  high. 

Eternal  praise  received ; 
The  Son  of  God,  when  come  to  die, 

Was  scom'd,  cast  out,  and  grieved. 

On  the  cold  ground,  exposed  and  bare. 

Our  blest  Redeemer  lies  ; 
His  prayers  disturb  the  midnight  air, 

And  pierce  the  midnight  skies. 

The  wild  beast  has  his  secret  lair, 

ITie  wild  bird  has  her  nest. 
But  our  Redeemer  had  not  where 

His  weary  head  to  rest. 

That  head  erewhile  so  lowly  laid. 

Once  pierced  and  crown'd  with  thorns  ; 

That  sacred  head,  once  bow'd  and  dead. 
Heaven's  brightest  crown  adorns. 

Ah,  see  Him  on  heaven's  highest  throne ; 

Ah,  list  the  kind  and  true  ; 
**  Ye  Christians,  love  these  little  ones. 

As  I  have  lov^  you." 


HYMN   FOR  THE   YOUNG. 

Blessed  Father  I  great  Creator  ! 

Humbly  at  Thy  feet  we  bend  ; 
To  Thy  throne  for  all  Thy  favours, 

Youthful  praises  now  we  send. 
Blessed  Father  ! 

To  our  youthful  songs  attend. 
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Blessed  Jesai !  Great  Redeemer  I 
SadSj  bj  Thy  cros»  wc  »land  ; 

On  Thjr  cross  Thou  dledsC,  to  bring  as 
To  Ac  iays  of  Tty  right  hand. 

Blessid  Jesus  ! 
Bring  us  to  Thy  heavenly  land. 

BlenM  Spirit !  Great  Consoler  ! 

MaVe  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-plaoe  ; 
Teadi  US,  guide  us,  sanctify  us. 

And  console  us  bU  our  days. 
Blessed  Spirit ! 

Etct  cheer  us  with  Thy  grace. 

BlessM  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 
GloriOns  Godhead,  Three  in  One  t 

Guide  as  to  the  heaven  of  heavens, 
Throtigh  the  merits  of  the  Son. 

Guide  and  guard  us, 
Till  we  see  HSm  on  the  throne. 


FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Hakk  I  what  mean  those  holy  voices 
Sweetly  warbling  in  (he  skies ! 

Sure  th'  angelic  host  rejoices. 
Loudest  hallelujahs  rise. 
Hallelujah  I 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  slory. 
Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy — 

"Glory  in  the  highest,  glory  ; 
Gloiy  be  to  God  most  high, 
Hailetujab  I 

Peace  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven, 
ReMJiing  &r  as  man  is  found  ; 

Scntli  redeemed  and  sins  forgiven, 
Land  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 
Hallelujah  ! 
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Christ  is  bom  ;  the  great  Anointed  ! 

Heaven  and  earth  His  glory  sing  ! 
Glad  receive  Whom  God  appointed 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
Hallelujah  ! 

Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  Him  ; 

Learn  His  Name,  and  taste  His  joy, 
Till  in  heaven  you  sing  before  Him, 

Glory  he  to  God  most  high. 
Hallelujah  ! " 

Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 
Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth, 

Spread  the  brightness  of  His  glory, 
Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 
Hallelujah  ! 


»*COME  OVER  AND  HELP  US." 

Hark  !  what  mean  those  lamentations. 
Rolling  sadly  through  the  sky  ? 

'Tis  the  cry  of  heathen  nations — 
**  Come  and  help  us,  or  we  die." 

Lost  and  helpless  and  desponding, 
Wrapt  in  error's  night  they  lie ; 

To  their  cries  your  hearts  responding. 
Haste  to  help  them  ere  they  die. 

Hark  !  again  those  lamentations 
Rolling  sadly  through  the  sky, 

Louder  cry  the  heathen  nations — 
"  Come  and  help  us,  or  we  die." 

Hear  the  heathen's  sad  complaining  ; 

Christians,  hear  their  dying  cry  ; 
And  the  love  of  Christ  constraining, 

Join  to  help  them  ere  they  die. 
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HYMN  AFTER  SERMON. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  word  is  cast 

Like  seed  into  the  ground  ; 
Oh  may  it  grow  in  humble  hearts. 

And  righteous  fruits  abound. 

Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 

This  holy  seed  remove, 
But  give  it  root  in  praying  souls 

To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love. 

Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 

The  rising  plant  destroy  ;    . 
But  may  it,  in  converted  minds, 

Produce  the  fruits  of  joy. 

Let  not  Thy  word,  so  kindly  sent 

To  raise  us  to  Thy  throne. 
Return  to  Thee,  and  sadly  tell 

That  we  reject  Thy  Son. 

Great  God,  come  down,  and  on  Thy  word 

Thy  mighty  power  bestow. 
That  all  who  hear  the  joyful  sound 

Thy  saving  grace  may  know. 

MISSIONARY    HYMN. 

Christians,  the  glorious  hope  ye  know. 

Which  soothes  the  heart  in  every  woe. 

While  heathens  helpless,  hopeless,  lie. 

No  ray  of  glory  charms  their  eye. 

O  give  to  their  desiring  sight 

The  hope  that  Jesus  brought  to  light. 

Christians,  ye  taste  the  heavenly  grace 
Which  cheers  believers  in  their  race  ; 
Uncheered  by  grace,  through  heathen  gloom, 
Millions  of  souls  haste  to  the  tomb  ; 
To  heathen  lands  that  grace  convey, 
Which  trains  the  soul  for  endless  day. 

K  2 
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Christians,  ye  prize  that  precious  blood. 
In  which  the  soul  is  cleansed  for  God  ; 
Millions  of  souls  in  darkness  dwell, 
Uncleansed  from  sin,  exposed  to  hdl. 
O  strive  that  heathens  soon  may  view 
That  precious  blood  which  deanseth  you. 


JOHN   CENNICK. 


John  CBIOnCK  was  born  at  Reading,  Berkshire,  in  the  year  17x7.  From  a  youth  spent  hi  fiti* 
ToUty,  he  was  at  the  afj^e  of  fifteen  impressed  with  serious  convictions ;  at  the  end  of  two  jpean 
he  experienced  peace  in  the  SaTiour.  He  l>ecame  acquainted  with  Wesley  and  VIThitefield.  and 
preached  in  the  Methodist  connection.  When  Wesley  and  Whitefidd  separated,  he  Joined 
the  ktter.  In  1745  he  attached  himsdf  to  the  Moravians  or  United  Brethren.  During  Ins 
original  connection  he  had  ministered  at  Kingswood,  Bristol.  On  Joining  the  Moravians^  he 
made  a  tour  in  Germany,  in  order  fully  to  acquaint  hlmsdf  with  their  doctrines.  He  sabae> 
qa:ntly  ministered  in  Dublin  and  in  the  north  of  Ireland.  He  died  while  on  a  vi^  to  Londoa, 
on  the  4th  July,  1755.  His  remains  were  interred  In  the  Moravian  Cemetery,  Chelsea.  Cennsck 
published  (1741  -44)  "  Sacred  Hymns  for  the  Children  of  God,"  and  in  1749—44,  "  Sacred 
Hymns  for  the  use  of  Religious  Societies."  In  1752.  an  enlarged  edition  was  published,  coa* 
taining  The  y*idgment  Hymn,  respecting  which  see  article  "  CHARLES  WESLEY."  In  1754. 
he  published  a  volume  of  hjrmns  for  children,  of  which  no  copy  is  known  to  eidst.  In  the 
Moravian  collection  (x7^.  several  hymns,  not  in  his  published  works,  were  printed  from  Iris 
MSS. 

REJOICING  IN  HOPE  OF  HEAVEN. 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

O  ye  banish'd  seed  be  glad, 
Christ  our  advocate  is  made ! 
Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes  ; 
Brother  to  our  souls  becomes ! 

Shout,  ye  little  flock  and  blest. 
Ye  on  Jesu*s  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared. 


\ 


There  your  kingdom  and  reward.  j 
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Fear  not,  brethren,  jo3rful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land ; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismay'd  go  on. 

Lord,  obediently  we  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 


MELCHISEDEC  A  TYPE  OF  CHRIST. 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  djring  Lamb, 

I  lore  to  hear  of  Thee ; 
No  music  like  Thy  charming  name, 

Is  half  so  sweet  to  me. 

O  let  me  ever  hear  Thy  voice ; 

In  mercy  to  me  speak ; 
And  in  my  Priest  will  I  rejoice. 

My  great  Melchisedec ! 

My  Jesus  shall  be  still  my  theme. 

While  in  this  world  I  stay ; 
m  sing  my  Jesu's  lovely  name. 

When  all  things  else  decay. 

When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud 
With  all  Thy  favoured  throng, 

Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud. 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 

FOLLOWING  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone, 
He  that  I  placed  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  1*11  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness 
m  go,  for  all  the  paths  are  peace. 
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No  stranger  nuy  proceed  therein. 
No  tover  of  the  world,  and  iln ; 
No  lion,  no  devouring  care, 
No  ravenous  tiger,  shall  be  there ; 

No  ;  nothing  may  go  up  thereon. 
But  travellii^  souls,  and  I  am  one  ; 
Wayfaring  men  to  Canaan  bound. 
Shall  oat;  in  the  way  be  found. 

Nor  fools,  by  canml  men  esteem'd, 
Shan  e'er  therein  ;  but  they  redeem'd 
In  Jesu's  blood,  shall  show  their  ri^t 
To  travel  there,  till  heaven's  in  sight. 

This  is  the  way  1  long  have  sought, 
And  mouni'd,  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief,  my  burden,  long  have  been. 
Because  I  could  not  cease  from  sin. 

The  more  I  strove  against  its  pow'r, 
I  sinn'd  and  stumbled  but  the  more; 
Till  lale  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
"Come  hither,  soul,  for  I'm  the  Way," 

Lo  I  glad  I  come,  and  Thou,  dear  Lsmb^ 
Shalt  take  me  to  Thee,  as  I  am ; 
Nothing  but  sin  1  Thee  can  give, 
Yet  help  me,  and  Thy  praise  111  live. 

I'll  teU  to  all  poor  sinnen  round. 
What  a  dear  SaTiour  I  have  found  ; 
I'll  point  10  Thy  redeeming  blood. 
And  say.  Behold  the  way  to  God. 


CHRIST  IS  COME. 

A  GOOD  High-Priest  is  come. 

Supplying  Aaron's  place. 

And  taking  up  his  Room, 

Dispensing  life  and  grace : 

The  law  by  Aaron's  priesthood  ca 

But  giace  and  truth  by  Jesu's  nan 
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An  ephod  Aaron  wore, 

A  covering  to  the  knee, 
Sprinkled  with  bullock's  gore ; 
A  type  designed  to  be 
Of  Jeso's  robes  wash*d  in  His  blood,   . 
My  cov*ring  when  I  go  to  God. 

Down  to  the  foot,  saith  John, 

The  milky  dress  I  saw : 
Hereby  was  plainly  shown 
It  was  not  of  the  law ; 
That  reached  but  to  the  knee,  lo !  this 
Declares  a  perfect  holiness. 

My  Lord  a  priest  is  made. 

As  sware  the  mighty  God 
To  Israel  and  his  seed, 
Ordain'd  to  offer  Blood ; 
For  sinners,  who  His  mercy  seek, 
A  priest,  as  was  Melchisedec 

He  once  temptations  knew. 

Of  ev*ry  sort  and  kind. 
That  He  might  succour  show 
To  ev*ry  tempted  mind ; 
In  ev*ry  point  the  Lamb  was  tried 
like  us,  and  then  for  us  He  died. 

He  dies,  but  lives  again. 

And  by  the  altar  stands, 
There  shows  how  He  was  slain. 
And  op*ning  His  pierc'd  hands, 
He  'bides  a  priest,  and  pleads  our  cause, 
Tran^ressors  of  His  righteous  laws. 

I  know  I  shall  succeed ; 

I  shall  not  ever  fail ; 
The  Lamb  for  me  will  plead, 
He  can  with  God  prevail. 
He  undertakes  for  me ;  I  soon 
Shall  hear  Him  say,  "  My  chiU,  'tis  done." 
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"  'Tii  done,"  roy  Saviour  siith. 

His  blood  He  now  nppliei; 
I  know  the  living  faith, 
The  fiitlh  that  justifies; 
,      I  can  believe  the  Lord,  my  Prlot, 
Hath  bought  for  me  elenuJ  rati. 

I  other  priests  disclaim. 

And  laws  and  olTerings  too ; 

None  but  tlie  bleeding  Lamb 

The  mighty  woik  can  do ; 

Heshall  have  all  (he  praise,  (br  He 

Alone  me  loved,  and  died  Ibi  me. . 


MRS.  CHARLES. 


THE  AGONY  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

Sin  hardias;  all  the  heart  with  ice  encnistinE, 
And  natrowing  its  current  evermore  1 

Therefore,  O  Saviour,  loving,  pitying,  tmsling, 
Thy  heart  the  ice  of  sin  ne'er  crusted  o'er, — 

Was  tenderer  to  feel  each  pang  that  tried  Thee, 
Than  any  sinful  heart  that  ever  bled, 

The  timid  love  that  followed,  yet  denied  Thee, 
The  lelfish  fear  [Imt  kept  afar,  or  fled. 

But  sin  must  ever  ^laken  while  it  hardcnj, 
Enfeebling  to  endure,  or  act,  or  dare. 

Till  nothing,  >bvc  the  balm  of  heavenly  panJon^ 
Can  nerve  the  heart  again  to  do  or  hear. 


-•     5 
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Tlien  must  Thy  heart  be  stronger  fu  to  suffer, 

Than  any  siniiil  heart  that  ever  beat ; 
And  if  Thy  path  than  any  path  be  rougher, 

Vet  hast  Thou  strength  unscathed  its  woes  to  meet 

VThat  tide  of  anguish,  Mightiest !  o'er  Thee  rushes. 
Thus  tasking  e'en  Thy  patience  and  Thy  trust  ? 

"What  woe  beyond  all  woe  Thy  spirit  crushes, 
Bowing  Thee,  sinless,  spotless,  to  the  dust  ? 

Martyrs  for  Thee  have  gone  to  meet  their  anguish. 
Singing  glad  psalms  e'en  with  their  dying  breath, 

^ot  all  their  tortures  causing  once  to  languish 
The  hope  that  led  them  forth  for  Thee  to  death. 

Thy  Stephen's  face  shone  like  a  happy  angel's, 
Uplifted  'midst  the  stones  towards  Thy  skies. 

Beaming  from  radiant  brows  Thine  own  evangels, 
And  glowing  with  the  welcome  in  Thine  eyes. 

But  Thou,  Lord,  liftest  not  Thy  face  to  heaven  ; 

Thou  bowest  prostrate  on  the  dewy  sod. 
Thy  soul  •*  exceedmg  sorrowful"  with  death-pangs  riven. 

Thy  sweat  of  anguish  as  great  drops  of  blood  t 

What  storm  is  this  in  which  Thou  all  but  sinkest. 
Whose  arm  has  home  so  many  through  the  flood  ? 

What  bitter  cup  is  this  from  which  Thou  shrinkest, 
Strength  of  all  martyrs,  patient  Lamb  of  God  ? 

The  sin  of  all  the  world,  whose  throne  Thou  daimest, 
Hadst  made  so  fiEur,  so  fallen,  loved  and  sought ; 

The  sin  of  all  Thine  own  to  whom  Thou  camest. 
Thou  camest,  and  Thine  own  received  Thee  not. 

The  sin  of  all  the  saved,  who  dying  bless'd  Thee  ; 

Who  from  the  sting  of  death  hadst  set  them  free  ; 
The  sin  of  all  Thy  martyrs  who  confessed  Thee, 

And  died,  rejoicing  that  they  went  to  Thee. 

This  is  the  weight  of  agony  unspoken, 

Which  Thee,  oh  Highest !  thus  so  low  hath  laid 

The  curse  of  all  the  law  mankind  had  broken, 
The  sin  of  all  the  wodd  which  Thou  hast  made. 
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Earth's  serried  woe  and  curse,  in  one  compressing; 

Thou  bearest  all  within  Thy  single  breast, 
And  changest  thus  our  every  curse  to  blessing, 
.  Giving  us  life  through  death  ;  in  labour,  rest ! 


"IT  IS  I ;    BE  NOT  AFRAID." 

Toss'd  with  rough  winds,  and  &int  with  fear, 
Above  the  tempest  soft  and  clear, 
What  still  small  accents  greet  mine  ear  ? — 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

'Tis  I  who  wash  thy  spirit  white  ; 
'Tis  I  who  gave  thy  blind  eyes  sight ; 
'Tis  I,  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Light ; 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

These  raging  winds,  this  surging  sea. 
Bear  not  a  breath  of  wrath  to  Thee  ; 
That  storm  has  all  been  spent  on  me : 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

Tliis  bitter  cup,  I  drank  it  first ; 
To  thee  it  is  no  draft  accurst ; 
The  hand  that  gives  it  thee  is  pierced. 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

Mine  eyes  are  watching  by  thy  bed. 
My  arms  are  underneath  thy  head ; 
My  blessing  is  around  thee  shed  ; 

'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

When  on  the  other  side,  thy  feet 
Shall  rest, — 'mid  thousand  welcomes  sweet. 
One  well-known  voice  thy  heart  shall  greet, — 
'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid. 

From  out  the  dazzling  majesty. 
Gently  He'll  lay  His  hand  on  thee. 
Saying,  **  Bdov^,  lovest  thou  me  ? 
*Twas  not  in  vain  I  died  for  thee. 

'Tis  I;  be  not  afraid." 
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"COME  AND  SEE." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

Lamb  of  God,  'tis  Thee  we  seek  ; 
For  the  wants  which  press  us  now 

Other  aid  is  all  too  weak. 
Canst  Thou  take  our  sins  away  ? 

May  we  find  repose  in  Thee  ? 
And  the  gracious  lips  to-day, 

As  of  old,  say,  "Come  and  see.'* 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

We  would  leave  the  past  behind  ; 
We  would  scale  the  moimtain's  brow, 

Learning  more  Thy  heavenly  mind. 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  lore ! 

The  transforming  look  to  Thee  ; 
From  the  living  Truth  once  more 

Breathes  the  answer,  '*  Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

How  shall  we  Thine  image  best 
Bear  in  light  upon  our  brow, 

Stamp  in  love  upon  our  breast  ? 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  might ; 

Looking  draws  the  heart  to  Thee  ; 
Sends  us  from  the  absorbing  sight, 

With  the  message,  **  Come  and  see." 

Master,' where  abidest  Thou  ? 

All  the  springs  of  life  are  low  ; 
Sin  and  grief  our  spirits  bow. 

And  we  wait  Thy  call  to  go. 
From  the  depths  of  happy  rest, 

Where  the  just  abide  with  Thee  ; 
From  the  voice  which  makes  them  blest, 

Breathes  the  summons,  '''Come  and  see." 


Christian  I  tell  it  to  thy  brother, 
From  life's  dawning  till  its  end  ; 

Every  hand  may  dasp  another, 
And  the  loneliest  bring  a  friend  ; 
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Till  the  vtil  U  drawn  aside. 

And  from  where  her  home  shtdl  be. 
Bums  upon  (he  «iiftaachued  Bride, 

The  Iriumphaiit,  "Come  and  sec." 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 


THE  RESIGNATION. 

O  God,  whose  thunder  shakes  Ihe  sky  ; 

Whose  eye  thi;  atom-globe  surveys  ; 
To  Thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly, ' 

Thy  meccy  in  Thy  justice  praise. 

The  mystic  maies  of  Thy  will, 
The  shadows  of  celestial  light. 

Are  past  the  power  of  human  skill — 
But  what  the  Eternal  acts  is  right. 

O  teach  me  in  the  trying  hour 
When  angnish  swells  the  dewy  tCAr, 

To  still  my  sorrows,  own  Thy  power. 
Thy  goodness  love.  Thy  justice  fear. 

If  Id  this  bosom  aught  but  Thee, 
Encroaching  sought  a  boundless  way, 

Omniscience  could  the  danger  see. 
And  Mercy  look  the  cause  away. 

Then  why,  my  soul,  dost  thou  complain  T 
Why,  drooping,  seek  the  dnrk  recess  T 

Shake  off  the  melancholy  chain. 
For  God  created  all  to  bless. 
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But  ah  !  my  breast  is  human  still ; 

The  risii^  sigh,  the  falling  tear. 
My  languid  yitals*  feeble  rill. 

The  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

But  yet,  with  fortitude  resigned, 

111  thank  the  Infiictor  of  the  blow  ; 
Forbid  the  sigh,  compose  my  mind,  « 

Nor  let  the  gush  of  misery  flow. 

The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  night. 

Which  on  my  sinking  spirit  steals, 
'Will  vanish  at  the  morning  light. 

Which  God,  my  East,  my  Sun,  reveals. 

A  HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Almighty  Framer  of  the  skies  ! 
Oh  let  our  pure  devotion  rise. 

Like  incense  in  Thy  sight  ! 
Wrapt  in  impenetrable  shade 
The  texture  of  our  souls  was  made, 

Till  Thy  command  gave  light. 

The  Sun  of  glory  gleam'd  the  ray, 
Refined  the  darkness  into  day. 

And  bid  the  vapours  fly  : 
Impelled  by  His  eternal  love, 
He  left  His  palaces  above, 

To  cheer  our  gloomy  sky. 

How  shall  we  celebrate  the  day 
When  God  appeared  in  mortal  clay, 

The  mark  of  worldly  scorn  ; 
When  the  archangel's  heavenly  lays 
Attempted  the  Redeemer's  praise, 

And  hail'd  salvation's  mom  ? 

An  humble  form  the  Godhead  wore. 
The  pains  of  poverty  He  bore, 

To  gaudy  pomp  unknowm  : 
Though  in  an  humble  walk  He  trod, 
Still  was  the  man  Almighty  God, 

In  glory  all  His  own. 
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Despised,  oppressM,  the  Godhead  bears 
The  torments  of  this  vale  of  tears, 

Nor  bids  His  vengeance  rise  ; 
He  saw  the  creatures  He  had  made 
Revile  His  power,  His  peace  invade  | 

He  saw  with  mercy's  eyes. 

t  How  shall  we  celebrate  His  name, 

Who  groan*d  beneath  a  life  of  shame. 

In  all  afflictions  tried  ? 
The  soul  is  raptured  to  conceive 
A  truth  which  being  must  believe. 

The  God  eternal  died. 

My  soul  exert  thy  powers,  adore. 
Upon  devotion's  plumage  soar. 

To  celebrate  the  day  : 
The  God  from  whom  creation  sprung 
Shall  animate  my  grateful  tongue  ; 

From  Him  Til  catch  the  lay  ! 


INGRAM   COBBIN. 

iNCkAM  COKBIN  «ra<i  born  in  I^ndnn,  in  the  year  1777.  In  1798,  he  became  a  studeat 
Hoxton  College,  and  in  1809,  was  ordained  to  the  pastoral  care  of  a  conpregatioB  at  Sool 
Molton.  He  afkenrards  ministered  at  Banbury  and  other  places,  but  feebte  health  compd 
him.  in  cotu^e  of  a  few  years,  to  abandon  the  pastoral  duties.  In  1819.  he  became  one  of  t 
founders  of  the  Home  Missionary  Society,  and  undertoolc  the  duties  of  the  Siecretarydi 
He  was  a  voluminous  writer.  His  condensed  "Commentary  of  the  Bible.**  and  1 
"  Domestic  Bible,"  h.ivc  been  often  reprinted.  He  died  at  Combenrell.  oa  the  loth  Man 
Z851,  ai^ed  seventy-four.  He  publi&hcd,  in  i8ao,  "The  Village  Hjrmn-Book.**  in  which  1 
several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  The  followins^  hymn  by  Mr.  Cobbin  appeared 
Dr.  Raffles'  collection. 

GOIVS  FOREKNOWLEDGE. 

Before  the  Almighty  Power  began 
To  form  the  wondrous  frame  of  man  ; 
Before  He  hung  the  lights  on  high. 
And  made  them  sparkle  o*er  the  sky  ; 
Before  He  gave  the  mountains  birth. 
Or  shaped  the  yet  imfounded  earth, — 
God  all  His  ransom'd  people  knew. 
And  in  His  love  He  chose  them  too. 
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Chose  them  in  Christ,  that  they  should  prove 

The  trophies  of  His  dying  love  ; 

Chose  them  through  faith,  that  precious  grace 

Which  bears  the  fruits  of  righteousness  ; 

Chose  them  that  they  on  earth  should  shine, 

The  image  of  His  face  Divine  ; 

Chose  them,  like  jewels,  from  the  world. 

When  it  should  be  to  ruin  hurl'd. 

But,  oh,  no  tongue  can  ever  tell 
The  grace  that  is  unsearchable  ! 
Angels  that  fell  were  passM  by 
When  Christ  for  mortals  came  to  die. 
The  poor  shall  wear  th'  immortal  crown 
That  decks  few  brows  of  high  renown  ; 
And  vilest  sinners  be  forgiven. 
To  raise  the  loudest  songs  in  heaven. 
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nuXAJC  BETCCO  COI.X.VEK  was  boni  at  Blackheath.  Kent,  on  the  14th  April.  1782.    la  his 
mx  be  entered  the  Academy  at  Homertoo.    When  only  eighteen,  he  began  to 
H^wjig  fonned  a  congregatioo  at  Peckham.  Surrey,  he  was  ordained  tu  it-,  mixus* 
lUilBii  mlrnrr  in  November,  i8ox.    He  continued  to  discharge  the  pastoral  duties  at 
lor  fifty-three  years.    He  died  00  the  9th  January,  1854,  in  his  ymd  year.    Anionic 
Boiacellaneous  works.  Dr.  CoUyer  published  " Scripture  Tract^."  "Lectures  on 
mraclcc*  and  **  Lectures  on  Prophecy."*    In  1812,  he  pubU3>hcd  "  Hytnns,  partly 
jMd  partly  Ori^inaU**  <6»io. 

AN  EASTER  HYMN. 

Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb, 
Jesus  dissipates  its  gloom ! 
I>ay  of  triumph  through  the  skies  ; 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise. 

Christians,  dry  your  flowing  tears, 
Chase  those  unbelieving  fears  ; 
Ixx>k  on  His  deserted  grave  ; 
Doubt  no  more  His  power  to  save. 
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Ye  who  are  of  death  afraid. 
Triumph  in  the  scatter'd  shade  : 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away. 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  laj. 

So  the  rising  sun  appears, 
Shedding  radiance  o'er  the  spheres  ; 
So  returning  beams  of  light 
Chase  the  terrors  of  the  night. 


"TO  LIVE  IS  CHRIST,  TO  DIE  IS  GAIN." 

When  I  tread  the  mortal  vale 
Where  the  shades  of  death  prevail. 
Saviour,  guide  my  trembling  feet 
Through  this  last,  this  still  retreat ; 
Let  Thy  glory  chase  its  gloom, 
Light  the  feeble  traveller  home  ; 
Never  leave  me  till  I  stand 
Safe  in  yonder  heavenly  land. 

When  I  bow  my  sinking  head. 
Seeking  rest  among  the  dead  ; 
When  my  pulses,  throbbing  slow. 
Tell  the  tide  of  life  ruAs  low  ; 
Hear  me,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
Watch,  sustain  me  to  the  end  ; 
Smiling  through  my  d3ring  tears, 
I  will  then  dismiss  my  fears. 

Thee,  Redeemer,  I  pursue. 

All  life's  weary  journey  through  ; 

Other  interests  I  resign. 

Only  tell  me  Thou  art  mine  ; 

And  when  mortal  agonies 

Break  my  heart-strings,  glaze  mine  eyes. 

Let  me  but  this  prize  obtain, 

I  shall  prove  "  To  die  is  gain." 


k 
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JOSIAH   CONDER. 

tl^  "best  off  modem  bymn-writers,  JOSIAH  CONDBR,  was  bora  in  Loodoo,  on  the  vfih 
^^r^  S799.  He  became  a  publislker  in  the  City,  and  in  18x4  obtained  the  proprietorship 
Fri^ctu-  Kgv*em.  Subsequent  to  1834,  he  composed  a  series  of  descriptive  woriu,  which 
ed  in  tlurvy  volumes.  In  x^.  he  undertook  the  Joint-editorship  of  Tht  Patriot  i^em%- 
■m\ii^  be  n^aiitrrl  in  coodoctinff  till  the  period  of  his  death.  He  published  "  Sacred 
^  etc-,  LxnmIoo.  xaa4.  xamo ;  *'  The  Poet  of  the  Sanctuary."  1851,  lamo ;  and  "  Hymns 
jae."  sSS4>  *8nM>.  He  died  at  St.  John's  Wood,  on  the  aTth  December,  1855.  Nif  h  to 
ae  of  b&s  death,  he  was  engaffed  in  prqparing  for  the  press  a  revised  edition  of  his  hymns. 
rark  was  pubfished  soon  after  his  decease.  From  this  volume,  entitled  "  Hymns  of  Pnise, 
Devout  Me^fitation,"  we  have  transcribed  the  following  compositioiia. 

COMMUNION  WITH  CHRIST. 

"When  in  the  hour  of  lonely  woe, 
I  give  my  sorrow  leave  to  flow ; 
And  anxioos  fear  and  dark  distrust 
Weigh  down  my  spirit  to  the  dust : 

When  not  e*en  friendship's  gentle  aid 
Can  heal  the  woimds  the  world  has  made, 
Oh  !  this  shall  check  each  rising  sigh, 
That  Jesus  is  for  ever  nigh. 

His  coimsels  and  upholding  care 
My  safety  and  my  comfort  are  ; 
And  He  shall  guide  me  all  my  days, 
Till  glory  crown  the  work  of  grace. 

Jesus  I  in  whom  but  Thee  above, 
Can  I  repose  my  trust,  my  love  ? 
And  shall  an  earthly  object  be 
Loved  in  comparison  with  Thee  ? 

My  flesh  is  hastening  to  decay. 
Soon  shall  the  world  have  passed  away  ; 
And  what  can  mortal  friends  avail. 
When  heart  and  strength  and  life  shall  fail? 

But  oh  1  be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh, 
And  I  will  triumph  while  I  die  ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  Divine, 
And  Jesus  is  for  ever  mine  I 


% 
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"LEAD  US  NOT  INTO  TEMPTATION." 

Heavenly  Father,  to  whose  eye 
Future  things  unfolded  lie, 
Through  the  desert,  where  I  stray. 
Let  Thy  counsels  guide  my  way. 

Lead  me  not,  for  flesh  is  frail. 
Where  fierce  trials  would  assail ; 
X^ave  me  not,  in  darkened  hour. 
To  withstand  the  tempter's  power. 

Save  me  from  his  treacherous  wiles  ; 
Arm  me  against  pleasure's  smiles; 
Give  me  for  my  spirit's  health 
Neither  poverty  nor  wealth. 

Help  Thy  servant  to  maintain 
A  profession  free  from  stain ; 
That  my  sole  reproach  may  be 
Following  Christ,  and  fearing  Thee. 

Lord  !  uphold  me  day  by  day ; 
Shed  a  light  upon  my  way ; 
Guide  me  through  perplexing  snares  ; 
Care  for  me  in  all  my  cares. 

All  I  ask  for  is,  enough  ; 
Only  when  the  way  is  rough. 
Let  Thy  rod  and  staff  impart 
Strength  and  courage  to  my  heart 

Should  Thy  wisdom.  Lord,  decree 
Trials  long  and  sharp  for  me. 
Pain  or  sorrow,  care  or  shame, 
Father  !  glorify  Thy  name. 

Let  me  neither  faint  nor  fear. 
Feeling  still  that  Thou  art  near ; 
In  the  course  my  Saviour  trod. 
Tending  still  to  Thee,  my  God. 
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DIVINE  CHASTISEMENT. 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God, 

In  trial's  fearfiil  hour, 
Bow  all  resigned  beneath  His  rod, 

And  bless  His  sparing  power, 
A  joy  springs  up  amid  distress — 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 

Oh  I  to  be  brought  to  Jesus*  feet, 
Though  sorrows  fix  me  there. 

Is  still  a  privilege,  and  sweet 
The  energies  of  prayer, — 

Though  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be, 

If  Christ  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

Then  blessed  be  the  Hand  that  gave, 
Still  blessM  when  it  takes  ; 

Blessed  be  He  who  smites  to  save. 
Who  heals  the  heart  He  breaks. 

Perfect  and  true  are  all  His  ways. 

Whom  heaven  adores  and  death  obe]rs. 


THE  BETTER  COUNTRY. 

Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us. 
Pilgrims  through  this  desert  land  ; 

Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us, 
Guard  us  by  Thy  mighty  hand  ; 

Daily  feed  us 
Till  we  reach  the  heavenly  strand. 

As  Thou  didst  in  wondrous  manner 
Guide  Thy  chosen  flock  aright, 

Let  Thy  presence  be  our  banner. 
Cloud  by  day  and  fire  by  night ; 

Thy  protection 
Be  our  shield,  Thy  word  our  light 
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When  we  come  lo  Death's  dark  river, 
And  should  we  dread  the  swelling  tide. 

Death  of  Death  !  life's  Source  and  Giver! 
Bid  the  narrow  stream  divide 

Jayful  praises 
We  will  slug  on  Catiaim's  side. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 
"  The  Lord  heu  tHn  in  the  dzj  orinMble.''— A. 

In  the  day  of  thy  distress, 

May  Jdiovab  hear  thee  ; 
In  Ihe  hour  when  dangers  press, 

Jacob's  God  be  near  thee  ; 
Send  thee,  from  His  holy  place. 
Timely  aid  or  strengthening  grace  1 

May  thy  prayers  and  ofTerlnes  rise. 

By  Thy  God  recorded  ; 
Thine  oblations  reach  the  skies. 

Graciously  rewarded  ; 
Granted  be  thy  heart's  request ; 
All  Thy  purposes  be  hlert  I 

Thy  success  our  hearts  shall  cheer ; 

We,  with  exultation, 
In  Jehovah's  name  will  rear 

Trophies  of  salvation. 
Go  beneath  His  gnftrdian  care. 
And  the  Ix)rd  fulfil  thy  prayer. 

Vain  the  despot's  haughty  boasts. 

Fleets  or  martial  forces  ; 
Be  our  trust  the  God  of  hosts. 

Heavenly  our  resources. 
Theirs  shall  be  defeat  and  shame  ; 
We  shall  triumph  in  Thy  name. 


JOSIAH  CONSBR. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISK 

Hallelujah  1  raise,  oh,  raise^ 
To  our  God,  the  song  of  praise ; 
AU  His  servants  join  to  sing 
God  OUT  Saviour  and  our  King. 

BlessM  be  for  evermore. 
That  dread  Name  which  we  adore  I 
Round  ihe  world  His  praise  be  sung, 
Through  all  lands,  in  every  tongil& 

O'ei  ill  nations  God  alone. 
Higher  than  the  heavens  His  throne ; 
Who  is  like  to  God  Most  High, 
lofinite  in  Majesty  I 

Yet  to  view  the  heavens  He  bends. 
Yea,  to  earth  He  condescends  ; 
Piixing  by  the  rich  and  great 
For  the  low  and  desolate. 

He  can  raise  the  poor  to  stand 
With  the  princes  of  the  land ; 
Wealth  upon  the  needy  shower. 
Set  the  meanest  high  in  power. 

He  the  broken  spirit  cheers ; 
Turns  to  joy  the  mourner's  teats ; 
Such  the  wonden  of  His  ways ; 
Praise  His  name,  for  ever  praise. 
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ELIZA    COOK. 

Eliza  Cook  wbi  born  at  Sonthwark,  about  the  year  1817.  At  ten  earfy  age  slie  be 
contributor  to  some  of  the  London  periodicals.  In  1840  she  fmbUshed  a  YxAume  of 
under  the  title  of  "  Melaia.  and  other  Poems,"  whkh,  four  years  after,  was  reprinted 
York.  In  September,  1849,  appeared  the  first  number  of  Eiitui  Cmits  y<mtmi(.  wfaj 
published  weekly  till  1854,  when  failing  health  obliged  the  accoaapliahod  editor  to  «<»fr 
It.  An  elegant  edition  of  her  "  Poems"  was  published  by  Routledge.  la  1864, 
this  edition  the  two  following  compositions  have  been  transcribed. 


AN  EVENING  SONG. 


^ 


Father  above,  I  pray  to  Thee, 

Before  I  take  my  rest ; 
I  seek  Thee  on  my  bended  knee, 

With  warm  and  grateAil  breast. 

First  let  me  thank  Thee  for  my  share 
Of  sweet  and  blessM  health  ; 

It  is  a  boon  I  would  not  spare 
For  worlds  of  shining  wealth. 

And  next  I  thank  Thy  bounteous  hand. 
That  gives  my  "daily  bread  ;** 

That  flings  the  com  upon  the  land. 
And  keeps  our  table  spread. 

I  thank  Thee  for  each  peaceful  night. 
That  brings  me  soft  repose  ; 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  morning's  light. 
That  bids  my  eyes  unclose. 

I  own  Thy  mercy,  when  I  move 
With  limbs  all  sound  and  free. 

That  gaily  bear  me  when  I  rove 
Beside  the  moth  and  bee. 

I  thank  Thee  for  my  many  friends, 

So  loving  and  so  kind, 
Who  tell  me  all  that  knowledge  lends 

To  aid  my  heart  and  mind. 
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Ah  !  lef  me  value  as  I  ought 

The  lessons  good  men  teach  ; 
To  bear  no  malice  in  my  thought, 

No  anger  in  my  speech. 

Father  above,  O  hear  my  prayer, 

And  let  me  ever  be 
Worthy  my  earthly  parents*  care. 

And  true  in  serving  Thee  1 


A  SABBATH  EVENING  SONG. 

God  on  earth,  and  God  in  heaven ; 
God  who  gave  one  day  in  seven 
Unto  man,  that  he  might  rest 
With  Thy  mercy  in  his  breast ; — 
God  of  goodness,  I  am  kneeling, 
In  my  spirit's  deep  revealing, 
Fervently  to  give  Thee  praise 
For  the  peace  of  Sabbath-days. 
Calm  and  tranquil  Thou  hast  made 
This  soft  hour  of  twilight  shade  ; 
And  I  ask  Thee,  in  Thy  might. 
To  be  "watchman  of  my  night." 

Let  me  thank  Thee,  let  me  own. 
At  the  footstool  of  Thy  throne, 
All  my  grateful  joy  and  love. 
Drawn  from  hopes  that  point  above  ; 
Let  me  lay  my  heart  before  Thee, 
And  with  holy  trust  implore  Thee 
To  forgive  its  human  blot. 
Gathered  in  its  human  lot. 
Listen,  Father  !  to  my  singing. 
Like  a  child  to  Thee  I'm  clinging  ; 
If  I  wander,  guide  me  right. 
Be  Thou  **  watchman  of  my  night" 

Let  me  ask  Thee,  ere  I  sleep. 
To  remember  those  who  weep, — 
Those  who  moan  with  some  wild  sorrow, 
That  shall  dread  to  meet  the  morrow  ; 
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Let  me  ask  Thee  to  abide  - 

At  the  fainting  sick  one's  side, 

Where  the  plaints  of  anguish  rise 

In  smothered  groans  and  weary  sighs  ; 

Give  them  strength  to  brook  and  bear 

Trial  pain  and  trial  care  ; 

Let  them  see  Thy  saving  light. 

Be  Thou  "  watchman  of  their  night." 

God  of  all !  Thou  knowest  well 
'    Myriads  of  Thy  children  dwell 
Here  among  us,  lone  and  blind 
In  the  midnight  of  the  mind  ; 
Well  Thou  knowest  how  they  need 
•  Words  to  teach  and  hand  to  lead  ; 

Well  Thou  knowest  that  they  sin. 
For  the  want  of  light  within  ; 
They  grope  and  fall,  and  men  refuse 
To  raise  them  up,  and  "  bind  the  bruise  ;^ 
But  Thou,  O  God,  in  judgment  right. 
Be  Thou  **  watchman  of  their  night.** 

God  of  mercy  I  God  of  grace  ! 

Keep  me  worthy  of  my  place  ^ 

Let  my  harp-strings  ne'er  be  heard 

When  they  jar  with  Thy  plain  Word  ; 

Should  the  world's  fair  pitfall  take  me. 

Father  !  do  not  Thou  forsake  me  ; 

Let  repentance  cleanse  the  stain. 

And  call  me  back  to  truth  again  ; 

Father,  Infinite  and  Just ! 

Shine  upon  my  path  of  dust ; 

Lead  me  in  the  noontide  light, 

And  be  Thou  **  watchman  of  my  night.** 


w 
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JOSEPH  COTTLK 


I  bom  in  X77&    In  his  94th  year  he  became  a  bookseller  and  printer  In 

ictlrcid  firoin  business  fai  course  of  a  few  years.    Being  in  circumstances  of 

be  no*  employed  his  time  in  cultivatint;  his  literary  tastes,  and  In  cherishinif 

of  wwpe  of  his  gifted  contemporaries.    He  published  numerous  works  In  prose 

fie  was  an  eariy  friend  of  Soutbey  and  Coleridge  :  and  perceiving  their  respecthre 

tbe  expense  of  producing  their  first  poetical  efforts  from  his  printing  office.    In 

file  be  pubSsbed  several  ▼olumes  of  reminiscences  of  these  poets.    He  composed 

wbicb,  tboagb  KeaeraSy  meritorious,  will  only  entitle  him  to  a  secondary  rank  as 

lyrist.     His  dcetb  took  place  at  his  residence,  near  Bristol,  on  the  7th  June.  1853.  la 

re^.    Of  tbe  two  foUowinc  hymns,  the  former  has  been  transcribed  from  his  volume 

HysHK  and  Sacred  Lyrics,"  ifloik  the  latter  from  Dr.  LeifchOd's  Hymn-Book.  1843,  in 

under  tbe  Moibo^s  sanction. 


««THY  KINGDOM  COME." 

Mighty  Lord  !  extend  Thine  empire  ! 

Be  the  truth  with  triamph  crown*d  I 
Let  the  lands  that  sit  in  darkness 

Hear  the  glorious  gospel's  sound, 
From  our  borders, 

To  the  world's  remotest  bound. 


By  Thine  arm,  eternal  Father, 
Scatter  far  the  shades  of  night  I 

Let  the  great  Immanuel's  kingdom 
Open  like  the  morning  light. 

And  the  future 
Realize  our  visions  bright. 

"What  are  Satan's  mightiest  barriers, 
Which  a  breath  of  Thine  o'erthrows  ? 

Shall  the  creature,  in  his  frenzy, 
The  Creator's  power  oppose  ? 
Him,  whose  lightning 
Ruin  hurls  upon  His  foes  ? 

Come,  too  long  to  earth  a  stranger. 
Once  again  Thy  reign  restore  ! 

In  Thy  strength,  ride  forth  and  conquer, 
Still  advancing  more  and  more. 

Till  the  heathen 
Shall  the  Lord  supreme  adore. 
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On  their  cruel  habitations 

May  the  dawn  celestial  break  I 

May  they  from  the  sleep  of  ages, 
To  the  blaze  of  day  awake  I 

Spurn  their  idols, 
And  the  Lord  their  portion  make. 

Nor,  in  breathings  for  Thy  kingdom. 
Would  we  banish  from  oxir  pra3rer. 

Men  renouncing  home  and  kindred. 
Tidings  of  the  cross  to  bear ; 

Ease  disdaining, 
Burning  suns  and  poisonous  air ! 

Such,  of  high  and  noble  daring. 
Venturing  thus  the  truth  to  spread ; 

Bounteous  Father,  good  and  gradons. 
On  their  path  Thy  blessings  shed  ! 

And,  in  danger. 
Cheer  their  heart  and  shield  their  head. 

Oh,  what  crowns  await  the  faithful. 
When  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease  I 

Mansions  fair  for  every  pilgrim, 
Joys  untold,  that  still  increase  ; 

Thought  exceeding. 
Cloudless  skies  and  perfect  peace. 

If  afflictions  press  us  downward. 
While  as  strangers  here  we  roam. 

Comforts  rich  are  in  reversion. 
When  we  reach  our  Father's  home. 

And  no  longer 
Cry,  O  Lord,  "  Thy  kingdom  come." 


^L 


Ut-'.""'^  x*^(r  -  y  1u:it 


ONWARD  AND  UPWARD. 

From  every  earthly  pleasure. 
From  every  transient  joy. 

From  every  mortal  treasure 
That  soon  will  fade  and  cloy ; 
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No  longer  these  desiring, 

Upward  our  wishes  tend. 
To  nobler  bliss  aspiring, 

And  joys  that  never  end. 

From  every  piercing  sorrow 

That  heaves  our  breast  to-day, 
Or  threatens  us  to-morrow, 

Hope  turns  our  eyes  away  ; 
On  wings  of  faith  ascending, 

We  see  the  land  of  light. 
And  feel  our  sorrows  ending 

In  infinite  delight. 

'Tis  true  we  are  but  strangers 

And  sojourners  below, 
And  countless  snares  and  dangers 

Surround  the  path  we  go. 
Though  painful  and  distressing. 

Yet  there's  a  rest  above, 
And  onward  still  we're  pressing, 

To  reach  that  land  of  love. 


NATHANIEL  COTTON,  M.D. 

Ktuniaicy^^  Cotton  wms  born  in  the  year  1707.    He  situdied  medicine  at  Leydeo,  and  on 

bdkfc^^  ^  EaghBd.  assisted  a  physician  who  kept  a  house  for  lunatics  at  Dunstable.    He 

toft^^^  "ttperintended  a  laii^c  e&Ublishment  for  lunatic  patients  at  St.  Albans.    His  death 

1^  g^^  ^  ^  St.  Albans,  on  the  and  August,  1788.    The  p<ict  Cowj^er  was  for  a  period  under 

Vqm  ^^  ^  writings  were  pubU&hed  posthinnously,  under  the  title  of  "Various  Pieces  in 

^^  ftose  J"  a  Tob.,  zamo,  1791, 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIED. 

Amidst  these  various  scenes  of  ills, 
Each  stroke  some  kind  design  fulfils  ; 
And  shall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
When  soverei^  love  directs  the  rod  ? 
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Peace,  rebel  thoughts  ! — 1*11  not  complain. 
My  Father's  smiles  suspend  my  pain, — 
Smiles  that  a  thousand  joys  impart. 
And  pour  the  balm  that  heals  the  smart. 

Though  heaven  afflicts,  I'll  not  repine. 
Each  heartfelt  comfort  still  is  mine, — 
Comfort  that  shall  o'er  death  prevail. 
And  journey  with  me  through  the  vale. 

Dear  Jesus,  smooth  that  rugged  way. 
And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day  ; 
To  milder  skies,  and  lighter  plains. 
Where  everlasting  sunshine  reigns. 


^ 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIED. 

Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep. 
Where  wave  resounds  to  wave  ; 

Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

The  Hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 

Can  reinstate  my  peace  ; 
And  He  who  bade  the  tempest  roar. 

Can  bid  that  tempest  cease. 

In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night, 
I'll  count  His  mercies  o'er  I 

m  praise  Him  for  ten  thousand  past. 
And  humbly  sue  for  more. 

When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  rose. 

And  press'd  on  every  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustain'd  my  steps. 

And  still  has  been  my  guide. 

Here  will  I  rest  and  build  my  hopes. 

Nor  murmur  at  His  rod  ; 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me, 

My  health,  my  life,  my  God. 
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A  LORD'S-DAY  HYMN. 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  of  life 

Ascended  to  the  skies  ; 
My  thoughts  pursue  the  lofty  theme, 

And  to  the  heaven  arise. 

Let  no  vain  cares  divert  my  mind 

From  this  celestial  road  ; 
Nor  all  the  honours  of  the  earth 

Detain  my  soul  from  God. 

Think  of  the  splendours  of  that  place, 

The  joys  that  arc  on  high  ; 
Nor  meanly  rest  contented  here, 

With  worlds  beneath  the  sky. 

Heaven  is  the  birthplace  of  the  saints, 

To  heaven  their  souls  ascend  ; 
Th*  Almighty  owns  His  favourite  race. 

As  Father  and  as  Friend. 

O  may  these  lovely  titles  prove 

My  comfort  and  defence. 
When  the  sick  couch  shall  be  my  lot, 

And  death  shall  call  me  hence  ! 


WILLIAM   COWPER. 

ILLIAM  COWKHR  was  bom  at  Berkhampstead,  Herts,  on  the  a6th  November,  1731.  He 
■bed  at  WcstsuBSter  SchooL  In  1754.  he  was  called  to  the  bar.  Through  family  influence 
appointment  of  Qerk  of  the  Journals  to  the  House  of  Lords ;  but  nerrous 
followed  hf  a  period  of  mental  alienation,  prevented  his  entering  on  his  duties.  He 
ta  iitdim*^  to  write  verses  as  a  relief  to  his  habitual  melancholy,  and  the  result  was  his 
f^imiw^  a  kigk  place  among  British  poets.  In  1794,  he  obtained  a  civil-list  pension  of  j£3oo  a 
V.  He  «Sed  oa  the  aj^  April,  sfloa  Along  with  his  friend,  the  Rev.  John  Newton,  Cowper 
^ipfl^ftf  the  *'  CMney  Hjrmns,"  sixty-eight  of  their  number  proceeding  from  his  pen.  In  his 
raoBced  years,  Ms  constitutional  malady  returned ;  he  latterly  was  oppressed  by  a  deep  and 
:  <leapoooency. 

LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 
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Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designsy 

And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take : 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  Him  for  His  grace  ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste. 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 
And  scan  His  work  in  vain  : 

God  is  His  own  interpreter. 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 


WELCOME  CROSS. 

'Tis  my  happiness  below. 
Not  to  live  without  the  cross  ; 

But  the  Saviour's  power  to  know. 
Sanctifying  every  loss. 

Trials  must  and  will  befal. 
But  with  humble  faith  to  see 

Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, — 
This  is  happiness  to  me. 

God,  in  Israel  sows  the  seeds 
Of  affliction,  pain,  and  toil ; 

These  spring  up  and  choke  the  weeds. 
Which  would  else  overspread  the  soil. 
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Trials  make  the  promise  sweet ; 

Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer  ; 
Trials  bring  me  to  His  feet ; 

Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

Did  I  meet  no  trials  here, 

No  correction  by  the  way. 
Might  I  not  with  reason  fear, 

I  should  prove  a  castaway  ? 

Worldlings  may  escape  the  rod, 

Smik  in  earthly  vain  delight ; 
Bat  the  true-bom  child  of  God, 

Must  not, — ^would  not,  if  he  might. 


HE  FUTURE  PEACE  AND  GLORY  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken  : 

"  O  my  people,  faint  and  few  ; 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you  : 
Thorns  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways  ; 
You  shall  name  your  walls  Salvation, 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  Praise. 

"There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden. 

Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow. 
For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding, 

All  His  bounty  shall  bestow  : 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession. 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

**  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending, 

lyaning  moons  no  more  shall  see, 
But  your  gneh  for  ever  ending. 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me  : 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to-day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  light." 
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RETIREMENT. 

Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee^ 

From  strife  and  tmnult  far ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 

His  most  successful  war. 

The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade 
With  prayer  and  praise  agree, 

And  seem  by  Thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  Thee. 

There,  if  Thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul. 

And  grace  her  mean  abode, 
Oh,  with  what  peace  and  joy  and  love 
'  She  com  mimes  with  her  God  I 

There  like  the  nightingale  she  pours 

Her  solitary  lays  ; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  son^ 

Nor  thirsts  for  human  praise. 

Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life. 
Sweet  Source  of  light  Divine, 

And  all  harmonious  names  in  one, 
My  Saviour,  Thou  art  mine. 

What  thanks  I  owe  Thee,  and  what  love, 

A  boundless,  endless  store 
Still  echo  through  the  realms  above 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 


SUBMISSION. 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfil. 

And  help  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfort  to  Thy  will. 

And  make  Thy  pleasure  mine. 
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IVhy  should  I  shrink  at  Thy  command. 
Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 

Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 
What  most  I  prize  to  Thee, 

Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld. 
Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

Thy  favour  all  my  journey  through. 
Thou  art  engaged  to  grant ; 

What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 
*Tis  better  still  to  want. 

Wisdom  and  mercy  guide  my  way, 

Shall  I  resist  them  both  ? 
A  poor,  blind  creature  of  a  day. 

And  crushed  before  the  moth  I 

But  ah  I  my  inward  spirit  cries, 
Still  bind  me  to  Thy  sway ; 

Else  the  next  cloud  that  veils  the  skies, 
Drives  all  these  thoughts  away. 
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"LOVEST  THOU  ME?*' 

Hark,  my  soul  !  it  is  the  Lord. 
*Tis  thy  Saviour  ;  hear  His  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee ; 
*•  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov*st  thou  me  ? 

"I  deliver*d  thee  when  botmd. 
And  when  bleeding,  heal*d  thy  wound  ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right ; 
Tum'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 

"  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 
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"  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  height^  above. 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

"  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ?" 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint. 
That  ray  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore ; 
Oh  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more  I 


LONGING  TO  BE  WITH   CHRIST. 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope. 
My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 

O  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up, 
And  waft  me  away  to  His  throne  ! 

My  Saviour,  whom  absent,  I  love ; 

Whom  not  haN-ing  seen,  I  adore ; 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 

All  glor)',  dominion,  and  power. 

Dissolve  Thou  these  bonds,  that  detain 
My  soul  from  her  portion  in  Thee ; 

Ah  !  strike  off  this  adamant  chain. 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

When  that  happy  era  begins. 
When  arrayed  in  Thy  glories  I  shine. 

Nor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins, 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline. 

0  then  shall  the  veil  be  removed, 

And  round  me  Thy  brightness  be  pour'd ; 

1  shall  meet  Him,  whom  absent  I  loved, 
I  shall  see  whom,  unseen,  I  adored. 
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And  then  never  more  shall  the  fears, 

The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes, 
Which  darken  this  valley  of  tears. 

Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose. 

Or,  if  yet  remembered  above. 

Remembrance  no  sadness  shall  raise ; 
They  will  be  but  new  signs  of  Thy  love. 

New  themes  for  my  wonder  and  praise. 

Thus  the  strokes  which  from  sin  and  from  pain 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free. 
Will  but  strengthen  and  rivet  the  chain 

Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  Tin  i*. 


PRAYER. 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer. 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there. 

Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw  ; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw  ; 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love  ; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

While  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide, 
Success  was  foimd  on  IsraeFs  side  ; 
But  when,  through  weariness  they  fail'd. 
That  moment  Amalek  prevail'd. 

Have  you  no  words  ?  Ah  !  think  again. 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain. 
And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

M  2 
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Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent. 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent. 
Your  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 
"  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me.** 


WALKING  WITH  GOD. 

0  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame  ; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  I 

Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus,  and  His  word? 

What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy'd  ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill. 

Return,  O  Holy  Dove,  return. 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 

1  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn. 

And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne. 

And  worship  only  Thee. 

So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame  ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


PRAISE  FOR  THE  FOUNTAIN  OPENED. 

There  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins  ; 

And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 
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The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  may  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Wash  all  my  sins  away  ! 

Dear  dying  Lamb  I  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransom'd  Church  of  God 

Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

m  sing  Thy  power  to  save  ; 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Lord,  I  believe  Thou  hast  prepared 

(Unworthy  though  I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought,  free  reward, 

A  golden  harp  for  me. 

*Tis  strung  and  tuned  for  endless  years, 

And  form'd  by  power  Divine, 
To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears 

No  other  name  but  Thine. 


LOOKING  UPWARDS  IN  A  STORM. 

God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  I  call ; 
Afflicted,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
When  the  great  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail ! 

Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint, 
Where  should  I  lodge  my  deep  complaint  ? 
Where  but  with  Thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor  ? 
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Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  Thee, 
And  Thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea  ? 
Does  not  the  word  still  iix'd  remain. 
That  none  shall  seek  Thy  face  in  vain  ? 

That  were  a  grief  I  could  not  bear. 
Didst  Thou  not  hear  and  answer  prayer  ; 
But  a  prayer-hearing,  answering  God, 
Supports  me  under  every  load. 

Fair  is  the  lot  that's  cast  for  me  ; 
I  have  an  Advocate  with  Thee  ; 
They  whom  the  world  caresses  most 
Have  no  such  privilege  to  boast. 

Poor  though  I  am,  despised,  forgot. 
Yet  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not ; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed. 
For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 


b 


GEORGE  CRABBE. 

George  CRABBB  was  born  on  the  a4th  December.  1754,  at  Aldborouffh,  Suffolk.  In  his 
fourteenth  year,  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  suiveon.  Renouncing  medical  pursuita,  be  pro- 
ceeded to  London  in  1780,  with  the  view  of  following  the  literary  profe«rfoii.  He  endured 
much  privation  at  first,  but  was  fortunate  in  gaining  the  patronage  of  Edmoad  Biske.  He 
was  enabled  to  take  orders  and  became  domestic  chaplain  to  the  Duke  of  Rutland.  He 
obtained  a  living  and  married.  In  18x3,  he  was  pieferred  to  the  Uvtag  of  Trowbridge.  Wilt- 
shire. He  died  on  the  3rd  February,  1833.  His  numerous  poetical  wocks  deservedly  enjoy 
a  high  reputation. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  PILGRIM.* 

Pilgrim,  burdened  with  thy  sin. 

Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate  ; 
There,  till  Mercy  let  thee  in. 

Knock,  and  weep,  and  watch,  and  wait. 
Knock— He  knows  the  sinner*s  cry  ; 

Weep — He  loves  the  mourner's  tears  ; 
Watch — for  saving  grace  is  nigh  ; 

Wait — till  heavenly  light  appears. 

*  Tbese  verses  form  the  hymn  sung  by  the  preacher  in  Crabbe's  poem  of  Sir 
Eustace  Grey. 
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1  larl:  !    it  :>  llio  I)ri(le;;n>oin">  voice  : 

*'  Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest." 
Now  within  the  gate,  rejoice, 

Safe,  and  seal'd,  and  bought,  and  blest 
Safe — from  all  the  lures  of  vice  ; 

SealM — by  signs  the  chosen  know  ; 
Bought— by  love,  and  life  the  price  ; 

Blest— the  mighty  debt  to  owe  ! 

Holy  pilgrim  !  what  for  thee 

In  a  world  like  this  remain  ? 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  flee 

Fear,  and  shame,  and  doubt,  and  pain. 
Fear — ^the  hope  of  heaven  shall  fly  ; 

Shame — from  glory's  view  retire  ; 
Doubt — ^in  certain  rapture  die  ; 

Pain— in  endless  bliss  expire. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

The  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow, 
And  trembling  leaves  appear ; 

And  fairest  flowers  succeed  the  snow, 
And  hail  the  infrmt  year. 

So  when  the  world  and  all  its  woes 

Are  vanished  far  away, 
Fair  scenes  and  wonderftd  repose 

Shall  bless  the  new-bom  day. 

When  from  the  confines  of  the  grave 

The  body  too  shall  rise  ; 
No  more  precarious  passion's  slave, 

Nor  error's  sacrifice. 


*Tis  but  a  sleep— and  Sion's  King 
Will  can  the  many  dead ; 

'Us  but  a  sleep— and  then  we  sing 
0*er  dreuns  of  sorrow  fled. 
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Yes !  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow. 
And  trembling  leaves  appear, 

And  Nature  has  her  types  to  show 
Throughout  the  varying  year. 
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Bernard."  "  Salathiel.'*  and  "  Maraton."  His  other  principal  publicatkms  ace  a  "  UMe  of 
Edmund  Burke."  "  Life  <A  King  George  IV.,"  and  a  wotlc  on  the  Apocalypee.  la  stjs.  Lord 
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Walbrook.  His  death  took  place,  suddenly,  in  London,  on  the  B4th  November,  xfba,  in  his 
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Of  these  compositions,  ten  psdms  and  an  equal  number  of  hymas  were  written  by  Ihi- 
scU: 

THE  LORD'S  PRAYER, 

Teach  us,  Almighty  Lord,  this  day 

Thy  mercies  to  proclaim  ; 
Teach  us  with  heart  and  lip  to  pray, 

"  All  hallowed  be  Thy  Name." 

Grant  that  as  we  our  wrongs  forgive. 

Our  faults  may  be  forgiven  ; 
And  daily  may  our  souls  receive 

The  bread  that  comes  from  heaven. 

Grant  that  our  hearts  no  more  may  yield 

To  sin  and  Satan's  power ; 
But  make  Thy  word  our  sword  and  shield. 

In  dark  temptation's  hour. 

Grant  that  Thou  mayst  be  worshipp'd  here 

As  angels  worship  Thee, — 
In  love  that  casteth  out  all  fear, 

Till  earth  shall  bow  the  knee. 
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"When  shall  we  see  the  coming  sign  ? 

When  hear  the  tnimpet  blown, 
Which  makes  earth's  kingdoms  all  be  Thine, 

The  miiverse  Thy-  throne  ?  0 


SPIRITUAL  GUIDANCE. 

Blest  be  the  day,  all  gracious  Lord, 
Which  Thou  to  man  hast  given. 

To  sing  Thy  praise,  and  hear  Thy  word. 
And  fix  his  heart  on  heaven. 

And  while  beneath  Thy  sacred  roof 

We  join  in  humble  prayer. 
May  every  thought  be  kept  aloof 

Unfit  to  enter  there. 

Teach  us  on  earth,  however  tried. 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  still ; 

To  make  Thy  law  our  only  guide, — 
Thy  will  our  only  will. 

Teach  us  to  keep  our  conscience  pure, 

Our  heart  without  a  stain  ; 
Our  hope  unclouded,  faith  secure, 

Till  death  dissolves  our  chain. 


SUPPLICATION. 
*'  If  we  Uve  in  the  Spirit,  let  tu  also  walk  in  the  Spirit  --Cal,  ▼.  35. 


Spirit  of  God  !  descend  upon  my  heart ; 

Wean  it  from  earth  ;  through  all  its  pulses  move ; 
Stoop  to  my  weakness,  mighty  as  Thou  art. 

And  make  me  love  Thee  as  I  ought  to  love. 

I  ask  no  dream,  no  prophet -ecstasies  ; 

No  sudden  rending  of  the  veil  of  clay  ; 
No  angel-visitant,  no  opening  skies  ; 

But  take  the  dimness  of  my  soul  away. 
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Hast  Thou  not  bid  us  love  Thee,  God  and 
All,  all  Thine  own — soul,  heart,  and  ilni^^lli,  and  mind 

I  see  Thy  cross — ^there  teach  my  heart  to  ding  : 
O  let  me  seek  Thee,  and  O  let  me  find  I 

Teach  me  to  feel  that  Thou  art  alwajrs  nigh  ; 

Teach  me  the  struggles  of  the  soul  to  bear  ; 
To  check  the  rising  doubt,  the  rebel  sigh  ; 

Teach  me  the  patience  of  unanswered  prayer. 

Teach  me  to  love  Thee  as  Thine  angels  love. 

One  holy  passion  filling  all  my  frame  ; 
The  baptism  of  the  heaven-descended  Dove, 

My  heart  an  altar,  and  Thy  love  the  flame. 


A  DIRGE. 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
Here  the  evil  and  the  just. 
Here  the  youthful  and  the  old, 
Here  the  fearful  and  the  bold. 
Here  the  matron  and  the  maid. 
In  one  silent  bed  are  laid  ; 
Here  the  vassal  and  the  king 
Side  by  side  lie  withering  ; 
Here  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Age  on  age  shall  roll  along 
O'er  this  pale  and  mighty  throng  ; 
Those  that  wept  them,  those  that  wet^>, 
All  shall  with  these  sleepers  sleep  ; 
Brothers,  sisters  of  the  worm. 
Summer's  sun,  or  winter's  storm. 
Song  of  peace,  or  battle's  roar. 
Ne'er  shall  break  their  slumbers  more  ; 
Death  shall  keep  his  solemn  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
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But  a  day  is  coming  fast, 
Sarth,  thy  mightiest  and  thy  last ; 
It  shall  come  in  fear  and  wonder. 
Heralded  by  trump  and  thunder  ; 
It  shall  come  in  strife  and  toil  ; 
It  shall  come  in  blood  and  spoil ; 
It  shall  come  in  empire's  groans. 
Burning  temples,  trampled  thrones. 
Then,  Ambition,  rue  thy  lust  ! 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  ! 

Then  shall  come  the  judgment  sign, — 
In  the  east  the  King  shall  shine  ; 
Flashing  from  heaven's  golden  gate, 
Thousand  thousands  round  His  state  ; 
Spirits  with  the  crown  and  plume. 
Tremble  then,  thou  sullen  tomb  ! 
Heaven  shall  open  on  our  sight. 
Earth  be  tum'd  to  living  light. 
Kingdoms  of  the  ransom'd  just — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  ! 

Then  shall,  gorgeous  as  a  gem. 
Shine  thy  mount,  Jerusalem  ; 
Then  shall  in  the  desert  rise 
Fruits  of  more  than  Paradise  ; 
Earth  by  angel-feet  be  trod. 
One  great  garden  of  her  God  ; 
Till  are  dried  the  martyr's  tears 
Through  a  glorious  thousand  years. 
Now  in  hope  of  Him  we  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ! 
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SAMUEL   GROSSMAN". 


FIRST  PAST. 
Sweet  place  !  sweet  pUce  alone  I 

The  court  of  God  most  liigh  ; 
The  heaven  of  hcnvens,  Ihe  throne 
OfspotlessMajaly: 

Oh,  luippy  place  1 
When  shall  I  be. 
My  God,  wilh  Thee, 
To  Me  Thy  face  T 

The  stranger  homeward  bends. 

And  sighelh  for  his  rest ; 
Heoven  is  my  home,  my  friends 

Lodge  there  in  Abraham's  breast. 
Oh,  happy  place  1  etc 

Earth's  but  a  sorty  lent, 
Pilch'd  for  a  few  frail  days, 

A  short -leased  tenement ; 

Heaven's  still  my  song,  my  praise. 
Oh,  happy  plate!  etc. 
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I  any  eyes 
Drop  in  thai  holy  choir  ; 
But  death  itself  there  dies. 
And  sighs  themselves  enpire. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc 
additional  sOnOL,  Inil  il 
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Tliere  should  temptations  cease, 

My  frailties  there  should  end  ; 
There  should  I  rest  in  peace. 

In  th'  arms  of  my  best  Friend. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc 


SECOND  PART. 

Jerusalem  on  high. 

My  song  and  dty  is  ; 
My  home  whene'er  I  die, 

The  centre  of  my  bliss. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc 

Thy  walls,  sweet  city  !  thine 
With  pearls  are  gamishM  ; 

Thy  gates  with  praises  shine, 
Thy  streets  with  gold  are  spread. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

No  sun  by  day  shines  there, 
Nor  moon  by  silent  night ; 

Oh,  no  !  these  needless  are  ; 
The  Lamb's  the  city's  light. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc 

There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  King, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live  ; 

There  angels  to  Him  sing. 
And  lowly  homage  give. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease  ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 

Their  long'd-for  Prince  of  peace. 
Oh,  happy  place  I  etc 

The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  behold  ; 

The  harpers  I  might  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  gold. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc 
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Wlien  the  pangs  of  death  assail  me, 

Weep  not  for  me  ; 
Christ  is  mine,  He  cannot  fail  me, 

Weep  not  for  me. 
Yes,  though  sin  and  doubt  endeavour 
From  His  love  my  soul  to  sever,  , 

Jesus  is  my  strength  for  ever ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 

WEEP  NOT  FOR  HIM.* 

Dear  as  thou  wert,  and  justly  dear. 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee  ; 
One  thought  shall  check  the  starting  tear, — 

It  is,  that  thou  art  free. 
And  thus  shall  faith's  consoling  power 

The  tears  of  love  restrain  ; 
Oh^  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour 

Could  wish  thee  here  again  ? 

Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone  ; 
Joy  breathed  in  thine  expiring  sigh 

To  think  the  fight  was  won. 
Gently  the  passing  spirit  fled. 

Sustained  by  grace  Divine ; 
Oh,  may  such  grace  on  me  be  shed, 

And  make  my  end  like  thine  ! 

HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 
{Contributed,) 

Thine  is  the  spacious  earth,  O  God, 

And  Thine  the  boundless  sea  ; 
By  Thee  the  heavens  were  stretch'd  abroad. 

The  mountains  fix*d  by  Thee. 
Thou  speakest — and  the  whirlwinds  rise  ; 

Thou  speakest— all  is  still ; 
And  lightnings  glance  along  the  skies. 

Or  vanish  at  Thy  will. 

I         *  A  ^rgt,  wang  by  the  village  minstrel  in  Mr.  Dale's  "  Widow  of  Nain.** 

\  * 
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What  then  is  man,  and  what  are  we 

That  thus  we  seek  to  raise 
An  altar  in  our  hearts  to  Thee, 

And  from  our  lips  Thy  praise  ? 
Can  there  be  room  for  infant  strains 

Where  kindling  seraphs  flame  ? 
There  can — there  will,  for  Jesus  reigns, 

And  bids  us  bear  His  name. 

Meekly  in  that  blest  name  we  bow 

To  Thee,  Almighty  Lonhf 
Nor  dread  avenging  lightnings  now, 

Nor  fear  the  flaming  sword. 
He  lived  to  bless,  and  died  to  save  ; 

And  light  by  Him  is  given 
To  guide  our  passage  to  the  grave. 

And  through  the  grave  to  heaven. 

And  they,  by  whom  the  wisdom  came 

That  raised  our  hopes  above  ; 
They,  who  fulfiird  in  Jesus'  name 

A  ministry  of  love  ; 
May  they  unite  in  that  glad  strain  ; 

With  those  bright  eyes  adore  ; 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 

But  lives  for  evermore." 
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LOVE  AND  FEAR. 

The  mighty  God  who  rules  above, 
He  is  thy  Father  :  oh,  with  love, 

Confiding  love,  draw  near  : 
Thy  Father  is  the  mighty  God 
Who  spread  the  firmament  abroad  : 

Approach  with  holy  fear. 

Thy  love  should  be  the  child's,  that  knows 
The  sweetness  of  secure  repose 

Upon  a  father's  breast ; 
Thy  fear,  the  feeling  pure  and  deep. 
That  prompts  him  watchfully  to  keep 

Meet  for  that  place  of  rest. 

Oh,  watch  and  pray  that  both  may  be 
In  holy  union  found  in  thee  ; 

And  thou  shalt  soon  adore 
Thy  God  and  Father  face  to  face, 
Where  love,  in  its  own  native  place. 

Reveres  for  evermore. 


DEATH  CONQUERED. 

Shall  I  fear,  O  earth,  thy  bosom. 
Shrink  and  faint  to  lay  me  there. 

Whence  the  fragrant,  lovely  blossom 
Springs  to  gladden  earth  and  air  ? 
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Whence  the  tree,  the  brook,  ihe  river. 
Son  clouds  floating  in  tbe  sLj, 

All  fair  things  come  whimpering  ever. 
Of  the  love  Divijie  on  high  ! 

Yea,  whence  One  arose  victorious. 
O'er  the  darkness  of  the  griTei 

His  strong  arm  revealing,  glorious 
In  its  might  Divine  to  save. 

No,  fsiir  earth  !  n  lender  mother 

Thou  hast  been,  and  yel  canst  be  ;        * 
And  through  Him,  my  Lord  and  Brother, 
Sweet  shall  be  tny  rest  tn  thee ! 


SAMUEL  DAVIES. 


THE  PARDONING  COD, 

Great  God  of  wonders  !  all  Thj  ways 
Are  matchless,  godlike,  and  Divine  ; 

But  the  fair  glories  of  Thy  grace 
More  godlike  and  unrivall'd  shine  : 

Who  is  a  paidoning  God  like  Thee  t 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ! 

Crimes  of  such  horror  to  forgive, 
Snch  guilty,  dnring  worms  to  spare  ; 

This  is  Thy  grand  prerogative, 

And  none  shall  in  the  honour  share  : 

Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  T 

Or  who  has  gntce  so  rich  and  &e«  T 
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Angels  and  men  resign  your  claim 
To  pity,  mercy,  love,  and  grace  ; 
Ttiese  glories  crown  Jehovah's  name 

"With  an  incomparable  blaze  : 
"Who  Is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

In  wonder  lost,  with  trembling  joy, 

We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God, 
Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepest  dye  ; 

A  pardon  bought  with  Jesu*s  blood  : 
"Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

O  may  this  strange,  this  matchless  grace. 

This  godlike  miracle  of  love, 
Fill  the  wide  earth  with  grateful  praise, 

And  all  the  angelic  choirs  above  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 


JAMES  GEORGE  DECK. 
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HYMN  TO  JESUS. 

O  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace 
Which  Thou  on  earth  hast  trod. 

To  man  Thy  wondrous  love  and  grace, 
Th/  faithfulness  to  God  : — 

Thy  love  by  man,  so  sorely  tried. 
Proved  stronger  than  the  grave  ; 

The  very  spear  that  pierced  Thy  side 
Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 
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Faithful  amidst  unfaithfulness, 
'  Midst  darkness  only  light. 

Thou  didst  Thy  Father's  name  confess. 
And  in  His  will  delight 

Unmoved  by  Satan's  subtle  wiles, 
Or  suffering,  shame,  and  loss ; 

Thy  path  undieer'd  by  earthly  smiles, 
Led  only  to  the  cross. 

O  Lord,  with  sorrow  and  with  shame. 
We  meekly  would  confess. 

How  little  we  who  bear  Thy  name. 
Thy  mind.  Thy  ways  express. 

Give  us  Thy  meek.  Thy  lowly  mind  : 

We  would  obedient  be  ; 
And  all  our  rest  and  pleasure  find, 

In  fellowship  with  Thee. 


FAITH  AND  COMMUNION. 

When  first  o'erwhelmed  with  sin  and  shame. 
To  Jesus'  cross  I  trembling  came, 
Burden'd  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fear. 
Yet  drawn  by  love,  I  ventured  near. 
Pardon  I  found,  and  peace  with  God, 
In  Jesu's  rich,  atoning  blood. 

My  sin  is  gone,  my  fears  are  o'er, 
I  shun  His  presence  now  no  more  ; 
He  sits  upon  the  throne  of  grace. 
He  bids  me  boldly  seek  His  face  ; 
Sprinkled  upon  the  throne  of  God, 
I  see  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 

Before  His  face  my  Priest  appears.; 
My  Advocate,  the  Father  hears  : 
That  precious  blood,  before  His  eyes, 
Both  day  and  night,  for  mercy  cries  ? 
It  speaks,  it  ever  speaks  to  God — 
The  voice  of  that  atoning  blood. 
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Cy  fiuth  that  voice  I  also  hear  ; 
It  answers  doubt,  it  stills  each  fear  : 
Th'  accuser  seeks  in  vain  to  move 
The  wrath  of  Him  whose  name  is  Love ; 
£ach  charge  against  the  sons  of  God 
Is  silenced  by  th*  atoning  blood. 

Here  I  can  rest  without  a  fear  ; 

By  this,  to  God  I  now  draw  near ; 

By  this,  I  triumph  over  sin, 

For  this  has  made,  and  keeps  me  dean ; 

And  when  I  reach  the  throne  of  God, 

Fll  praise  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

Lamb  of  God  !  our  souls  adore  Thee, 

While  upon  Thy  face  we  gaze  : 
There  the  Father's  love  and  gloiy 

Shine  in  all  their  brightest  nys  : 
Thine  Almighty  power  and  wisdom 

All  creation's  works  proclaim  : 
Heaven  and  earth  alike  confess  Thee, 

As  the  ever  great  "  I  am." 

Lamb  of  God  !  Thy  Father's  bosom 

Ever  was  Thy  dwelling-place  ; 
His  delight  in  Him  rejoicing. 

One  with  Him,  in  power  and  grace  : 
Oh,  what  wondrous  love  and  mercy  ! 

Thou  didst  lay  Thy  glory  by. 
And  for  us  didst  come  from  heaven 

As  the  Lamb  of  God  to  die. 

Lamb  of  God  I  when  we  behold  Thee 

Lowly  in  the  manger  laid  ; 
Wandering  as  a  homeless  stranger, 

In  the  world  Thy  hands  had  made  ; 
When  we  see  Thee  in  the  garden 

In  TTiine  agony  of  blood — 
At  Thy  grace  we  are  confounded, 

Holy,  spotless,  Lamb  of  God  i 
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Coxne,  then,  with  all  Thy  qoickening  power, 

With  one  awakening  smile, 
And  bid  the  serpent's  trail  no  more 

Thy  beauteous  realms  defile. 

Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruit 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine  ; 
Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now« 

The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 


THE  MAN  OF  SORROWS. 

A  PILGRIM  through  this  lonely  world, 

The  blessed  Saviour  pass^d  ; 
A  mourner  all  His  life  was  He^ 

A  dying  Lamb  at  last 

That  tender  heart  that  felt  for  all. 

For  all  its  life-blood  gave  ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place^ 

Save  only  in  the  grave. 

Such  was  our  Lord — and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross  with  all  its  scorn. 
Or  love  a  faithless,  evil  world 

That  wreathed  His  brow  with  thorn  t 

No  ;  lacing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles, 

Like  Him  obedient  still. 
We  homeward  press,  through  storm  or  calm. 

To  yon  celestial  hill. 

In  tents  we  dwell  amid  the  wastes 

Nor  turn  aside  to  roam 
I&  folly's  paths,  nor  seek  our  rest 

Where  Jesus  had  no  home. 

Dead  to  the  wodd,  with  Him  who  died 

To  win  our  hearts,  our  love  ; 
We,  risen  with  our  risen  Head, 

In  spirit  dwell  above 
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By  faith.  His  bonndlcss  glories  there. 
Our  wond'ring  eyes  behold  ; 

Those  glories  which  eternal  years 
Shall  never  all  unfold. 

This  fills  our  hearts  with  deep  desire 

To  lose  Quiselves  in  love, 
Bears  ^1  our  hopes  from  earth  away. 

And  fixes  them  above. 


THE  HEART  BIDDING  FAREWELL  TO  THE  WORLD. 

Thou  vain,  deceitful  world,  &i«ndl  I 

Thine  idle  joys  no  more  we  lore  ; 
By  (allh  in  brighter  worlds  we  dwell, 

In  spirit  find  our  home  above. 

Jesus,  we  go  with  Thee,  to  taste 

Of  joy  supreme  that  never  dies; 
Our  feet  still  press  the  weary  wast^ 

Our  heart,  our  home  arc  in  the  skies. 

And  oh  1  while  unto  heaven's  high  hlll 

The  toilsome  path  of  life  we  tread. 
Around  us,  loving  Father,  still 

Thy  circling  wings  of  roercy  spread. 

From  day  to  day,  from  hour  to  hour. 

Oh,  may  our  rising  spirits  prove 
The  strength  of  Thine  almighty  power. 

The  sweetnesi  of  Thy  saving  love. 


Bkidb  of  the  Lamb,  awake  I  awaki 
Why  sleep  for  sorrow  now  I 

The  hope  of  glory,  Christ  is  thine, 
A  child  of  glory  thou. 
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Tby  spirit,  through  the  lonely  night 

From  earthly  joy  apart, 
Hath  sigh'd  for  one  that's  far  away, — 

The  Bridegroom  of  thy  heart. 

But  see,  the  night  is  waning  fast, 

The  breaking  mom  is  near, 
And  Jesus  comes  with  voice  of  love 

Thy  drooping  heart  to  cheer. 

He  comes,  for  oh.  His  yearning  heart 

No  more  can  bear  delay. 
To  scenes  of  full  immingled  joy, 

To  call  His  Bride  away. 

This  earth,  the  scene  of  all  His  woe, 

A  homeless  wild  to  thee. 
Full  soon  upon  His  heavenly  throne 

Its  rightful  King  shall  see. 

Thou  too  shalt  reign.  He  will  not  wear 

His  crown  of  joy  alone; 
And  earth  His  royal  Bride  shall  see 

Beside  Him  on  the  throne. 

Then  weep  no  more;  'tis  all  thine  own — 

His  crown,  His  joy  Divine ; 
And,  sweeter  far  than  all  beside, 

He,  He  Himself  is  thine. 


REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 

Where,  in  this  waste,  unlovely  world, 

May  weary  hearts,  opprest 
With  thoughts  of  sorrows  yet  to  come. 

In  calm  assurance  rest  ? 

In  Him  who,  of  the  Father's  love. 

The  gracious  herald  came. 
Of  mercy  to  a  guilty  world, 

Of  blessing  through  His  name. 
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In  Him  who,  with  unsullied  feet 

And  guileless  spirit,  trod 
The  paths  of  this  unquiet  earth. 

In  solitude  with  God. 

In  Jesus,  who,  ascended  now. 
Looks  backward  on  the  past. 

Feels  for  His  suiT'ring  members  here. 
And  loves  us  to  the  last 

'Tis  only  in  His  changeless  love^ 
Our  waiting  spirits,  blest 

With  the  sweet  hope  of  glory,  find 
Their  dwelling-place  of  rest 

In  the  same  track  where  He  of  old 

The  dreary  desert  trod. 
Led  onward  by  His  grace,  we  lean 

The  fulness  of  our  God. 

LOOKING   UNTO  JESUS. 

Children  of  light,  arise  and  shine ! 
Your  birth,  your  hopes  are  all  diTine ; 

Your  home  is  in  the  skies  ; 
Oh,  then,  for  heavenly  glory  bom. 
Look  down  on  all  with  holy  scorn 

That  earthly  spirits  prize. 

With  Christ,  with  glory  full  in  view. 
Oh,  what  is  all  the  world  to  you  ? 

What  is  it  all  but  loss  t 
Come  on,  then,  cleave  no  more  to  earth. 
Nor  wrong  your  high  celestial  birth. 

Ye  pilgrims  of  the  cross  ! 

The  cross  is  ours  ;  we  bear  it  now ; 
But  did  not  He  beneath  it  bow, 

And  suffer  there  at  last  T 
All  that  we  feel  can  Jesus  tell ; 
His  gracious  soul  remembers  well 

The  soiro¥rs  of  the  past 
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O  "blessM  Lord,  we  yet  shall  reign, 
Redeem'd  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain. 

And  waJk  with  Thee  in  white. 
VTe  suffer  now,  but  oh,  at  last 
We'U  bless  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  the  past. 
And  own  our  cross  was  light. 


DAVID  DICKSON. 

STiMCUXSHSO  Presbyterian  minister,  David  Dickson,  was  bora  at  Glasgow,  In  1583. 
oa.  be  was  ordained  mi^i****  of  Irvine ;  in  1640,  he  became  Pntfessor  of  Divinity  at 
Itym ;  »~<,  after  an  interval  often  years,  be  was  preferred  to  the  Chair  of  Theology  in  the 
eraity  of  C<diiibui|[^  He  was  deprived  of  his  office  at  tlie  Restoration,  for  refusing  the 
of  saprvsnacy.  His  death  took  place  in  1663.  Dickson  published  commentaries  on 
of  Scripture,  and  other  theologlcai  woriu.  The  well»known  hymn,  "O  Mother 
.**  presented  here  in  an  abridged  form,  was  adapted  by  him  fkom  an  older 
on,  of  wfaicb  tbe  antfaonfaip  is  unknown. 


THE  NEW  JERUSALEM. 

O  MOTHER  dear,  Jerusalem  ! 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end, 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  t 
O  happy  harbour  of  God's  saints  ! 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  I 
In  thee  no  sorrow  may  be  found. 

No  grief^  no  care,  no  toil  I 

In  thee  no  sickness  is  at  all. 

No  hurt,  nor  any  sore  ; 
There  is  no  death,  nor  ugly  sight. 

But  life  for  evermore. 
No  dimmish  clouds  overshadow  thee, 

No  dull  nor  darksome  night  I 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun, 

For  God  Himself  gives  light 
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The  houses  are  of  ivory, 

The  windows  crystal  dear. 
Thy  streets  are  laid  with  beaten  gold. 

Where  angels  do  appear. 
Thy  walls  are  made  of  predous  stones. 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond  square  ; 
Thy  gates  are  made  of  orient  pearl, 

O  God !  if  I  were  there. 


There  love  and  charity  do  reign. 

And  Christ  is  all  in  all ; 
Whom  they  most  perfectly  behold 

In  glory  spiritual. 
They  love,  they  praise,  they  praise,  they  love, 

They  "Holy,  holy,"  cry; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  faint,  nor  end. 

But  laud  continually. 


O  passing  happy  were  my  state 
Might  I  be  worthy  found. 

To  wait  upon  my  God  and  King, 
His  praises  there  to  sound  ! 


With  cherubim  and  seraphim. 

And  holy  souls  of  men. 
To  sing  Thy  praise,  O  God  of  hosts. 

For  ever,  and  amen  ! 


k 


The  precedinsr  hymn  is  better  known  in  the  altered  fonn  wMch  we  subjoio.  Into  tUs  i 
tt  has  been  rendered  through  the  instrumentality  of  different  hands,  several  of  which  are  sat 
precisely  known.  In  its  modem  form,  the  hymn  first  appeared  in  a  little  work.  witWH  **  A 
Help  and  Guide  to  Christian  Families."  published  in  1693,  by  the  Rev.  William  BmUKt, 
Burldtt  was  born  on  the  asth  July,  1650.  He  became  Vicar  c€  Dedliam,  ^"f^^,  aad  dtod 
in  1703. 

HEAVENLY  JERUSALEM. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end. 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 
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"Wlien  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 

A.iid  pearly  gates  behold  ? 
'Fliy  bulwarks,  with  salvation  strong, 

A.nd  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

O  -wrhen,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend, 
'WTiere  congregations  ne'er  break  up. 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

Xliere  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

N^or  sin,  nor  sorrow  know  ; 
Slest  seats  !  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 

I  onward  press  to  you. 

'Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe. 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Tlien  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

WTien  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
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EPIPHANY. 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old 
Did  the  guiding  star  behold  ; 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light. 
Leading  onward,  beaming  bright ; 
So,  most  gradoos  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  Thee. 

As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped 
To  that  lowly  manger-bed  ; 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Him  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet. 
Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat 


As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  that  manger  rude  and  bare  ; 
So  may  we  with  holy  joy. 
Pure,  and  free  firom  sin's  alloy. 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring,      x 
Christ,  to  Thee,  our  heavenly  King. 
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In  the  heavenly  country  bright 
Need  they  no  created  light ; 
Thou,  its  light,  its  joy,  its  crown. 
Thou,  its  sun  which  goes  not  down  ; 
There  for  ever,  may  we  sing 
Alleluias  to  our  King. 


PHILIP  DODDRIDGE,  D.D. 

FBXLXP  DODDRnx;E  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  aftli  June,  1709.    Educated  In  an  academy 

It  KSivorth,  and  altenrards  at  Hinckley,  he  entered  the  ministry  In  2739.    In  the  following 

settled  at  Kibworth.     In  1739,  he  removed  to  Northampton.    Having  contracted 

in  December,  1750.  he  pcoceeded  to  the  siouth  of  Europe  to  try  the  benefits  of  a 

He  died  at  Lisbon,  on  the  a6th  OctoDer.  1751.   Dr.  Doddridge  is  well  known 

of  "  The  Rise  and  Progress  of  Religion  in  the  Soul."  the  "  Family  Expositor  of 

New  Testament.'*  and  the  "  Life  of  Colonel  Gardiner."    His  hymns,  numbering  375,  were 

sobeequent  to  his  deceaset  by  Mr.  Job  Orton,  his  friend  and  bic^rapher.    The 

lurre  been  transcribed  from  an  edition  of  Dr.  Doddridge's  hymns,  pubUsbed  by  his 

gpeat-i^raBdsoa,  John  Doddridge  Humphreys,  Esq.,  London,  1819,  jdmo. 


SALVATION. 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes. 

And  lift  your  voices  high  ; 
Awake,  and  praise  that  sovereign  love. 

That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies  : 
Each  moment  "brings  it  near  ; 

Then  welcome  each  declining  day  ! 
Welcome  each  closing  year ! 

Notnnany  years  their  roimd  shall  run, 

Nor  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  reveal'd 

To  our  admiring  eyes. 

Ye  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course  ; 

Ye  mortal  powers  decay  ; 
Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 

Ye  bring  eternal  day. 
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GRACE. 

Grace  !  \is  a  charming  sound. 
Harmonious  to  mine  ear ; 

Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

Grace  first  contrived  a  way 
To  save  rebellious  man ; 

And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days ; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 

Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigour  on  : 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 

And  an  immortal  crown. 

A  cloud  of  witnesses  around. 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice, 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high  ; 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 

To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright. 

Which  shall  new  lustre  boast. 
When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarchs*  gems 

Shall  blend  in  common  dust 
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Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And  crown'd  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 

I'll  lay  my  honours  down. 


FOR  NEW-YEAR'S  DAY. 

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy  ! 
Well  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  Thy  temple  we  appear. 
Whose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  year. 

While,  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll, 
Thy  hand  suppofts  the  steady  pole  ; 
The  «un  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise, 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

The  flowery  spring  at  Thy  command 
Embalms  the  air,  and  paints  the  land  ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine, 
To  raise  the  com  and  cheer  the  vine. 

Thy  hand  in  autumn  richly  pours 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  ; 
And  winter,  soften'd  by  Thy  cares. 
No  more  a  face  of  horror  wears. 

Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  days, 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise  ; 
Still  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid 
With  opening  light  and  closing  shade. 

Here  in  Thy  house  shall  incense  rise. 
As  circling  Sabbaths  bless  our  eyes  ; 
And  still  we  make  Thy  mercies  known. 
Around  Thy  board,  and  round  our  own. 

O  may  our  more  harmonious  tongues 
In  worlds  unknown  pursue  these  songs  ; 
And  in  those  brighter  courts  adore. 
Where  da3rs  and  years  revolve  no  more. 


ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHIP. 

And  will  the  great  eternal  God 
On  earth  establish  His  abode  ? 
And  will  He  from  His  radiant  throne 
Avow  our  temples  for  His  own  ? 

We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praise, 
And  sing  that  condescending  grace. 
Which  to  our  notes  ^all  lend  an  ear, 
And  call  such  sinful  mortals  near. 

Our  Father's  watchful  care  we  bless. 
Which  guards  our  Churches  here  in  peace, 
That  no  tumultuous  foes  invade. 
To  make  our  trembling  souls  afraid. 

These  walls  we  to  Thine  honour  raise  ; 
Long  may  they  echo  with  Thy  praise  ; 
And  Thou,  descending,  fill  the  place 
With  choicest  tokens  of  Thy  grace. 

Here  let  the  great  Redeemer  reign 
With  all  the  virtues  of  His  train  ; 
While  power  divine  His  word  attends. 
To  conquer  foes,  and  cheer  His  friends. 

And  in  the  great  decisive  day. 
When  God  the  nations  shall  survey. 
May  it  before  the  world  appear 
That  crowds  were  born  to  glory  here. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

God  of  my  life,  through  all  its  days 
My  grateful  powers  shall  sound  Thy  praise  ; 
The  song  sliall  wake  with  opening  light. 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night. 

When  anxious  cares  would  break  my  rest, 
And  griefs  would  tear  my  throbbing  breast. 
Thy  tuneful  praises  raised  on  high 
Shall  check  the  murmur  and  the  sigh. 
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"Wlien  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail, 
And  all  the  powers  of  language  fail, 
Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break, 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

But  oh  !  when  that  last  conflict's  o*er, 
And  I  am  chain'd  to  flesh  no  more, 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise, 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies  ! 

Soon  shall  I  learn  the  exalted  strains 
Which  echo  o'er  the  heavenly  plains ; 
And  emulate,  with  joy  unknown, 
The  glowing  seraphs  round  Thy  throne. 

The  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give. 
Long  as  a  deathless  soul  can  live  ; 
A  work  so  sweet,  a  theme  so  high. 
Demands  and  crowns  eternity. 
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DIVINE  MERCY. 

Great  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame, 
We  own  Thy  power  divine  ; 

We  hear  Thy  breath  in  every  storm. 
For  all  the  winds  are  Thine. 

Wide  as  they  sweep  their  sounding  way 
They  work  Thy  sovereign  will ; 

And,  awed  by  Thy  majestic  voice, 
Confusion  shall  be  stilL 


Thy  mercy  tempers  every  blast 
To  them  that  seek  Thy  face, 

And  mingles  with  the  tempest's  roar 
The  whispers  of  Thy  grace. 

Those  gentle  whispers  let  mc  hear, 
Till  all  the  tumult  cease  ; 

And  gales  of  paradise  shall  lull 
My  weary  soul  to  peace. 
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GOD  IN  PROVIDENCE. 

O  God  of  Jacob,  by  whose  hand 

Thine  Israel  still  is  fed. 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 

Hath  all  our  fathers  led  ; 

To  Thee  our  humble  vows  we  raise. 
To  Thee  address  our  prayer. 

And  in  Thy  kind  and  faithful  breast 
Deposit  all  our  care. 

If  Thou,  through  each  perplexing  path. 
Wilt  be  our  constant  guide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  daily  bread  supply, 
And  raiment  wilt  provide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  spread  Thy  shield  around. 
Till  these  our  wanderings  cease. 

And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode. 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace  : 

To  Thee,  as  to  our  covenant  God, 

We  will  ourselves  resign  ; 
And  count,  that  not  our  tenth  alone. 

But  all  we  have  is  Thine. 


OUR  GREAT  HIGH-PRIEST. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 
Our  great  High- Priest  above, 

And  celebrate  His  constant  care. 
His  sympathy  and  love. 

Though  raised  to  a  superior  throne. 
Where  angels  bow  around. 

And  high  o*er  all  the  heavenly  host. 
With  matchless  honour  crown'd, — 

The  names  of  all  His  saints  He  bears. 
Deep  graven  on  His  heart ; 

Nor  shall  the  meanest  Christian  say. 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part 
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Tliose  characters  shall  fair  abide 

Our  everlasting  trust, 
VThen  gems  and  monuments  and  crowns 

Are  mouldered  down  to  dust 

So,  gracious  Saviour,  on  my  breast 

May  Thy  dear  name  be  worn, 
A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 

To  endless  ages  borne. 


GOD  THE  LIGHT  OF  HIS  SAINTS. 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell. 

With  all  your  feeble  light ; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon, 

Pale  empress  of  the  night 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  arra/d  ; 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere. 

No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  Divine  abode. 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  light 

Shall  there  His  beams  display. 
Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 

With  that  unvaried  day. 

No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes, 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite, 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  delight 
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Tlien  IM  the  wildest  si 
Let  lem  pests  mingle  earth  and  skies  ; 
No  btal  shipineck  shall  I  fear, 
But  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 

If  Thou,  my  Jesus,  still  be  nigh. 
Cheerful  I'll  live,  and  joyful  die  : 
Secure,  when  monil  cmnfortf  flee. 
To  fiud  ten  thoosimd  worlds  in  Thee. 


REJOICING  IN  OUR  COVENANT  WITH  GOD. 
O  HAFPY  day  that  liTi'd  my  choice 

On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  : 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  rapCures  a.lt  abroad. 

O  happy  bond  that  st 

To  Him  who  merils  all  my  love  I 
Let  cheerful  antlicms  fill  His  house. 

While  to  thai  sacred  shrine  I  move. 


'Til  done  I  tlie  great  ti 

I  am  my  Lord's,  il 
He  drew  me,  and  I  follow'd  on, 

Charm'd  lo  confer  the  voice  Divine. 

Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart  1 

Fix'd  on  this  blL^ful  c 
O  who  with  earth  Mould  grudge  to  part 

When  call'd  with  angels  to  be  bless'd  T 
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High  heaven  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renew'd  shall  daily  hear  ; 
Xill  in  life's  latest  hour  I  l)ow. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


CHRISrS  MESSAGE. 

Hark  the  glad  sound  !  the  Saviour  comes, 

The  Saviour  promised  long ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 

And  every  voice  a  song. 

On  Him  the  Spirit,  largely  pour'd. 

Exerts  its  sacred  fire  ; 
Wisdom,  ahd  might,  and  zeal,  and  love, 

His  holy  breast  inspire. 

He  comes  the  prisoners  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst, 

The  iron  fetters  yield. 

He  comes  from  thickest  films  of  vice. 

To  clear  the  mental  ray. 
And  on  the  eyeballs  of  the  blind 

To  pour  celestial  day. 

He  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 

T'  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

His  silver  trumpets  publish  loud 

The  jubilee  of  the  Lord  ; 
Our  debts  are  all  remitted  now. 

Our  heritiige  restored  I 

Our  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  peace. 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim  ; 

And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  belovH  name. 
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CHRISTIAN   PERFECTION. 
Father  of  peace,  and  God  of  love. 

We  own  Thy  power  to  save. 
That  power  by  which  our  Shepherd  rose 

Victorious  from  Ihe  Erave. 

We  trinmph  in  Ihal  ShephenJ's  name. 

Still  watchful  for  our  good, 
Who  brought  the  eternal  coveiumt  down. 

And  seai'd  it  with  His  hlaoi. 

So  may  Thy  Spirit  seal  my  soul. 
And  mould  it  to  Thy  will ; 
hat  my  fond  heart  no  more  mRy  straf. 
But  keep  Thy  covenant  stilL 

Still  may  we  gain  superior  strength. 

And  press  with  vigour  on. 
Till  full  perfeclion  crown  our  hopes, 

And  fix  us  near  Thy  throne. 


THE  LAW  OF  LOVE. 
Far  from  Thy  servanis,  God  of  grace 

The  unfeeling  heart  remove  ; 
Ajld  fonn  in  our  obedient  souls 

The  image  of  Thy  love. 

0  may  our  sympathising  brcasti 
Thy  generous  pleasure  know. 
Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy. 


Where'er  the  helpless  sons  of  grief 

In  low  distress  are  luid. 
Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel, 

And  swill  our  hands  to  aid. 

O  be  the  law  of  loi-e  fulfill'd 
In  every  act  mid  thought ; 

Each  angry  passion  far  removed. 
Each  selfish  view  forgot. 
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Ce  thou,  my  heart,  dil^tted  wide 

"With  this  kind,  social  grace  ; 
And  in  one  grasp  of  fervent  love 

All  earth  and  heaven  embrace. 


JAMES  DODDS. 

^l^Y  jA^CSS  IX>DI>S  was  born  at  Cmnmertrees,  Dumfriesshire,  in  z8ia.  Licensed  as  a 
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ON   THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN.* 

Her  heart  was  in  heaven,  and  she  cared  not  for  earth, 

Nor  all  that  its  pleasures  afford  ; 
And  death  was  to  her  but  a  life-giving  birth, 

For  she  lived  in  the  joy  of  her  Lord. 

In  this  valley  she  walk'd  like  an  angel  of  love, 

Sent  to  lighten  our  sorrowful  shade. 
Yet  glad  to  revisit  that  region  above, 

"Where  it  first  was  in  glory  arra/d. 

A  seal  was  impress'd  on  her  sweet-beaming  brow, 

That  marked  her  for  saintly  repose — 
The  hope  that  enraptured  her  life,  and  is  now 

Fulfill'd  at  life's  dark-seeming  close. 

A  cloud  of  deep  trouble  encompass'd  her  fiiame. 

And  her  day  was  soon  tum'd  into  night ;  ' 

Bttt  the  cross,  like  a  heaven-pointing  pillar  of  flame, 
Fill'd  the  eye  of  her  spirit  with  light. 

•  Mrs.  W.  W.  Duncan,  of  Cleish. 
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As  firom  a  dark  prison  she  struggled  away 
To  a  mansion  of  God  in  the  sky  ; 

And  her  light  is  now  lost  in  the  brightness  of  day. 
In  the  glory  that  never  shall  die. 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  sanctified  rest  in  the  skies. 
Her  life  was  a  Sabbath  of  peace  ; 

And  the  day  that  beheld  her  dear  Saviour  arise. 
Was  the  day  of  her  spirit's  release. 


HYMN. 

(Contrihuted,) 

O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace. 
How  lovely  is  Thy  dwelling-place  ! 
The  temple  where  Thou  art  adored 
As  universal  King  and  Lord  ; 
Where  meet  the  simple-hearted  just 
In  holy  awe  and  childlike  trust. 
To  catch  devotion's  kindling  flame. 
And  sing  the  glory  of  Thy  name. 

Nor  yet  alone  in  sacred  fane. 
Dost  Thou  in  sovereign  greatness  reign — 
From  the  earth's  plains  and  mountains  bold 
Firm  fix'd  on  their  foundations  old  ; 
From  oceans  that  obey  Thy  will. 
Thy  kingdom  stretches  widening  still ; 
Far  as  the  astonish'd  eye  can  pierce 
The  grand  and  glowing  universe. 

And  when  the  eye  of  science  fails. 
And  her  own  region  faith  unveils. 
Ascending  to  her  heavenly  goal. 
What  glories  burst  upon  the  soul  X 
The  visible  creation  fades, 
The  sun  and  stars  are  dimm'd  in  shades 
Before  that  boundless  vision  bright. 
That  blaze  of  uncreated  light. 
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O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace, 

How  spacious  is  Thy  dwelling-place  ! 

From  low-roof  d  churches,  towers  sublime. 
From  minsters  sanctified  by  time. 
And  homes  where  humble  Christians  dwell. 
What  songs  of  spiritual  gladness  swell ! 
Joining  the  hymn  of  earth  and  sea. 
And  starry  heavens,  that  mounts  to  Thee. 


D.  T.   K.  DRUMMOND. 
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••  CHRIST  SHALL  GIVE  THEE  LIGHT." 

Thou  earth,  o'er  which  the  curse  of  sin 
Has  flung  the  shroud  of  night, 

On  thee  the  day-spring  hath  appear'd, 
For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

O  sinner  !  on  whose  soul  hath  dwelt 

Sin's  deep  and  deadly  blight. 
Arise  I  hope  dawns  upon  the  tomb. 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

Christian  I  does  thy  pathway  seem 

Dark  to  thy  feeble  sight  ? 
Direct  thine  eyes  to  Christ  on  high, 

For  He  shall  give  thee  light 

Soldier  !  docs  the  shadowy  foe 

Darken  the  field  of  fight  ? 
Dauntless  hold  up  the  shield  of  faith. 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 
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Mourner  1  has  sorrow  bow'd  thy  heart 

In  sad  and  dreary  nig^t ! 
Smile  throu|;h  thy  leitrs,  the  da;  is  nigh 

When  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

Thou  trembling  one,  who  must  appear 
Before  Christ  in  His  might  I 

He  is  thy  Judge,  but  He  ii  love. 
And  He  shall  give  thee  lighL 

Bless'd  heir  orgloiy  '.  host  than  remch.'d 
Thy  home  so  pure  and  bright  f 

Thy  heritage  is  sure,  for  Christ 
For  ever  gives  thee  light. 


•'  GOD  IS  LOVE." 

What  is  the  Lord !    Survey  the  world, 

Endi  hill,  eneh  vale,  each  stream,  each,  grove ; 

From  eveiy  rock,  and  field,  and  tree, 
A  voice  replies,  that  "  God  is  love  1" 

What  is  the  LotiJ !    Caie  through  the  akies 
On  yon  bright  orbs  which  ceaseless  move 

In  glorious  maze — still  as  they  roll 

They  chant  the  song  that,  "  God  is  love  !" 

What  is  the  Lord  I  Look  to  the  place 
Where  glory  sits  enthroned  above; 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  tiiousand  there 
Cry,  with  one  voice,  that  "God  U  lo™  I" 

What  is  the  Lord  I    Search  Nature's  store. 
Her  length  and  breadlh,  below,  above — 

There's  not  an  atom  bul  appears 
Stnmp'd  with  the  record,  "  God  Is  love  I" 

Yet  amid  all,  behold  yon  tree  1 

One  glance  ol"  faith  will  sweetly  proves 

That  there  the  brightest  ray  descends. 
Which,  beamhig,  tells  that  "  God  is  love  !" 


D.   T.   K.   DRUMMOND. 

Dark  is  the  wood,  and  stainM  with  blood. 
Yet  o*er  it  broods  the  holy  Dove, 

Uttering,  to  all  eternity, 
The  still,  small  voice,  that  "God  is  love  I" 
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HEAVEN. 

Our  glorious  home  above. 
The  city  of  our  God, 
The  resting-place  of  peace  and  love. 
The  pilgrim's  sweet  abode. 

Oh  for  an  angel's  wing, 
To  soar  above  the  skies. 
And  join  the  angelic  choir  who  sing 
Their  hallow'd  symphonies  I 

Pure  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Prepared  by  Jesus*  hand, 
That  all  His  own  may  sweetly  rest 
Safe  in  Emmanuel's  land. 


May  each  we  love  be  there. 
From  death  and  darkness  free  ; 
Our  joy  unspeakable  to  share 
Throughout  eternity. 


!  \'       ■.-;'—,:..  : 
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CHARITY. 

Come  let  us  sound  her  praise  abroad. 
Sweet  Charity,  the  child  of  God ! 
Hers,  on  whose  kind,  maternal  breast 
The  shclter'd  babes  of  misery  rest ; 


Who,  when  she  sees  the  sufferer  bleed. 
Reckless  of  name,  or  sect,  or  creed. 
Comes  with  prompt  hand  and  look  benign, 
To  bathe  his  wounds  in  oil  and  wine  ; 

Who  in  her  robe  the  sinner  hides, 
And  soothes  and  pities  while  she  chides  ; 
Who  lends  an  car  to  every  cry, 
And  asks  no  plea  but  misery. 

Her  tender  mercies  freely  fall. 

Like  heaven's  refreshing  dews  on  all ; 
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Eie  these  received  their  name  or  birth, 
She  dwelt  in  heaven,  she  smiled  on  earth  ; 
Of  all  celestial  graces  blest. 
The  first — the  last — the  greatest — best. 

When  Faith  and  Hope,  from  earth  set  free. 

Are  lost  in  boundless  ecstasy, 

Eternal  daughter  of  the  skies, 

She  mounts  to  heaven,  and  never  dies. 


THE  COMING  OF  THE  LORD. 

A  VOICE  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill : 
"The  Lord  is  advancing — prepare  ye  the  way; 

The  word  of  Jehovah  He  comes  to  fulfil, 

And  o*er  the  dark  world  pour  the  splendour  of  day. 

Bring  down  the  proud  mountain,  though  towering  to  heaven. 

And  be  the  low  valley  exalted  on  high  ! 
The  rough  path  and  crooked  be  made  smooth  and  even, 

For,  Sion,  your  King,  your  Redeemer,  is  nigh." 

The  beams  of  salvation  His  progress  illume, 
The  lone,  dreary  wilderness  sings  of  her  God ; 

The  rose  and  the  myrtle  shall  suddenly  bloom. 
And  the  olive  of  peace  spread  its  branches  abroad. 


VICTORY  THROUGH  CHRIST. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord  ! 

The  victory  is  ours  ; 
And  hell  is  overcome 
By  Christ's  triumphant  powers. 
The  monster  sin 

In  chains  is  bound, 
And  death  has  felt 
His  mortal  wound. 
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OppressM  by  guilt  and  woe. 
In  darkness  long  we  lay  ; 
Till  Christ  on  earth  appeared. 
Then  all  was  boundless  day. 
With  terror  struck. 
The  host  of  night 
Fled  in  despair, 
To  shun  the  light. 

Now  o'er  the  vanquish*d  tomb. 

Behold  the  trophy  blaze  ; 
The  banner  of  the  Cross, 
That  pours  its  streaming  rays. 
To  mark  the  path 

Where  Jesus  trod. 
And  upward  guide 
Our  steps  to  God. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord ! 

The  victory  is  won  ; 
And  up  the  path  to  heaven 
Our  march  is  now  begun. 
The  hymn  of  joy 
Exulting  raise. 
And  shout  aloud 
The  Saviour's  praise. 

RETIREMENT. 

O  HAD  I  the  wings  of  a  dove, 
To  the  desert  afar  I  would  flee. 

To  the  solitude  sweet  that  I  love. 
From  discord  and  misery  free. 

There  'mid  the  lone  wilds  of  creation. 
By  folly  and  faction  untrod. 

On  the  bright-beaming  ray  of  salvation. 
My  soul  should  oft  mount  to  my  God. 

No  passion  with  swift-scorching  levin. 
Should  flash  on  the  bower  of  my  rest. 

But  the  sweet,  tranquil  aspect  of  heaven 
Its  image  reflect  in  my  breast. 


JOHN  DRYDEN. 

'Wliile  sounds,  with  high  ecstasy  filling 
My  soul,  all  around  me  should  rise ; 

From  harps  of  blest  seraphim  thrilling 
Unseen  as  they  float  through  the  skies. 
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JOHN   DRYDEN. 
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CREATOR  SPIRIT  !  BY  WHOSE  AID. 

Creator  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind  ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  human  kind  ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  Thy  temples  worthy  Thee. 

O  Source  of  uncreated  light  ! 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring, 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high. 

Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy  ! 

Thou  strength  of  His  Almighty  hand. 

Whose  power  doth  heaven  and  earth  command. 

Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence. 

Who  dost  the  gift  of  tongues  dispense, 

And  crown*st  Thy  gift  with  eloquence, — 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  [>arts. 
But  oh  I  Inflame  and  fire  our  hearts ! 
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Oar  fiaitties  help,  and  vice  control. 
Submit  the  senses  to  the  lool ; 
And  vrhcn  rcbellimis  the]F  ue  grown. 
Then  lay  Thy  hand  aad  hold  them  down. 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  Inrenial  fbe. 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  beitow  ; 
Ami  le!>t  our  feet  should  step  utimj. 
Protect  and  guide  us  In  the  w«7i 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practise  il!  that  we  believe ; 
Gii-e  us  Thj-srlf,  that  vte  a\aj  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son  b;  Tliee. 

Immortal  honours,  endless  fame 
Attend  ih'  Almifhiy  Father's  Mine  ; 
The  Saviour-Son  be  glorified, 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemptloD  died  j 
And  equal  adoration  be. 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee. 


JAMES  EDMESTON. 

Ivs  ibu^Miil  tirnn^  JtMCS  El 


EVENING  HYMN. 
SAVlofR,  lireathe  an  evening 

Ere  rcpoic  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confesrin^ 

Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  cam 
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Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee  ; 
'  Thou  art  He,  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 

Though  destruction  walk  aronnd  us. 

Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly. 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  as  ; 

We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 

Should  swift  death  this  night  overtake  ns, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 
May  the  mom  in  heaven  awake  us. 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 


THE  SABBATH  EVENING. 

Is  there  a  time  when  moments  flow 

More  lovelily  than  all  beside  ? 
It  is,  of  all  the  times  below, 

A  Sabbath  eve  in  summer  tide. 

Oh,  then  the  setting  sun  smiles  fair ; 

And  all  below,  and  all  above 
The  different  forms  of  nature  wear 

One  universal  garb  of  love. 

And  then  the  peace  that  Jesus  beams. 
The  life  of  grace,  the  death  of  sin. 

With  nature's  placid  woods  and  streams. 
Is  peace  without,  and  peace  within. 

Delightful  scene  ! — a  world  at  rest, 
A  God  all  love,  no  grief  nor  fear  : 

A  heavenly  hope,  a  peaceful  breast, 
A  smile,  unsullied  by  a  tear  1 

If  heaven  be  ever  felt  below, 

A  scene  celestial  as  this 
May  cause  a  heart  on  earth  to  know 

Some  foretaste  of  unmingled  bliss. 
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Delightful  hour !  how  soon  will  night 
Spread  her  dark  mantle  o*er  thy  reign  ! 

And  morrow's  quick  letnming  light 
Must  call  us  to  the  world  again. 

Yet  will  there  dawn  at  last  a  day — 
A  sun  that  never  sets  shall  rise  ; 

Night  will  not  veil  its  ceaseless  ray  I 
The  heavenly  Sabbath  never  dies  t 


AS  OFT,  WITH  WORN  AND  WEARY  FEET 

As  oft,  with  worn  and  weary  feet. 
We  tread  earth's  rugged  valley  o'er, 

The  thought  how  comforting  and  sweet, 
Christ  trod  this  very  path  before  I 

Our  wants  and  weaknesses  He  knows, 

From  life's  first  dawning  to  its  close. 

Do  sickness,  feebleness,  or  pain. 

Or  sorrow  in  our  path  appear  ? 
The  recollection  will  remain — 

More  deeply  did  He  suffer  here  : 
His  life,  how  truly  sad  and  briefi 
Fill'd  up  with  suffering  and  grief. 

If  Satan  tempt  our  hearts  to  stray, 
And  whisper  evil  things  within. 

So  did  he,  in  the  desert  way, 
Assail  our  Lord  with  thoughts  of  gin^ 

When,  worn,  and  in  a  feeble  hour 

The  tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 

Just  such  as  I,  this  earth  He  trod. 

With  every  human  ill  but  sin  ; 
And,  though  indeed  the  very  God, 

As  I  am  now  so  He  has  been. 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me 
With  pity,  love,  and  sympathy. 


JAMES  EDMESTON. 
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SPIRITUAL  PEACE. 

Comb,  sacred  peace,  delightful  guest, 
IMffose  thy  heaven  Mrithin  my  breast  I 
Thy  soothing  power,  thy  gladdening  ray 
God  gives,  and  none  can  take  away. 

A  stormy  world,  a  heart  of  sin 
Make  strife  without  and  fear  within  ; 
But  God  can  give  the  soul  repose. 
Though  toss'd  by  storms  and  pressed  by  foes. 

Perpetual  summer,  cloudless  skies, 
A  gushing  spring  which  never  dies^ 
A  table  in  the  desert  spread, 
A  pillow  for  the  weary  head, — 

Such  is  the  peace  which  God  can  give, 
My  sweetest  portion  while  I  live  ; 
And  when  the  last  dark  hour  draws  nigh, 
My  sweetest  solace  as  I  die. 


TRUST  IN  GOD  IN  ANXIETY. 

Why  should  I,  in  vain  repining. 

Mourn  the  clouds  that  cross  my  way  t 

Since  my  Saviour's  presence  shining 
Turns  the  darkness  into  day. 

Earthly  honour,  earthly  treasure^ 
All  the  wannest  passions  win, 

And  the  silken  wings  of  pleasure^ 
Only  waft  us  on  to  sin. 

But  within  the  vale  of  sorrow, 
All  with  tempests  over-blown. 

Purest  light  and  joy  we  borrow 
From  the  face  of  God  alone. 

Welcome,  then,  each  darker  token ; 

Mercy  sent  it  from  above  : 
So  the  heart,  subdued,  not  broken, 

Bends  in  fear,  and  mehs  with  love. 
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of  an  ancient  Scottish  fiunily.  He  was  born  in  1795.  and  succeeded  to  the  Baronetcr  k 
Sir  ArcbibaJd  b  author  of  "  A  Journey  to  the  Oasb  of  Upper  Egypt,"  and  other  mrks;  c 
of  a  rdijpous  character.  The  following  compositions  are,  under  his  revisioo.  transcribed 
a  duodecimo  volume  from  his  pen,  entitled  "  Meditations  in  Verse  for  the  SoDckys  and 
Days  throughout  the  Year,"  London,  1858. 

"FOLLOW  THOU  ME." 

Strange  that,  through  grace,  in  one  we  find 
Such  diverse  characters  combined  ; 
Son  of  thunder,  voice  of  love, 
Eagle  strength  in  gentle  dove. 

And  while  he  on  his  Saviour's  breast 
Found  his  place  of  surest  rest. 
Burst  on  his  prophetic  eye 
Depths  of  wondrous  mystery. 

And  so  with  us,  when  once  we  place 
Our  trust  in  Christ's  sustaining  grace. 
The  spirit,  erst  how  fierce  and  wild. 
Turns  to  Him  as  confiding  duld. 

Prospective  breaks  a  brighter  day  ; 
And  as  scenes  present  pass  away. 
The  soul,  *mid  noise  and  strife  set  finee. 
Hears  one  voice  only,  **  Follow  me," 


TRUST  IN  CHRIST. 

The  Christian's  voice  is  low  and  meek. 
The  Christian's  strength  is  faint  and  weak  ; 
Yet  that  meek  voice  to  heaven  will  rise, 
That  feeble  strength  may  win  the  skies. 

For  voice  and  strength  are  not  his  own. 
They  issue  from  God's  grace  alone  ; 
That  grace  the  faltering  tongue  sets  free. 
And  breathes  a  living  energy. 
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The  foremost  of  the  warrior  band, 
VTho  bore  the  cross  o*er  sea  and  land  ; 
The  first  in  perils,  toils,  and  woes, 
'Midst  strif>es  and  deaths  and  fiercest  foes ; — 

He  boasts  but  of  infirmities. 

In  those  his  chiefest  glory  lies  : 

So  doth  our  all  on  God  depend, 

Our  Strength,  our  Guardian,  and  our  Friend. 


CHARLOTTE  ELIZABETH. 

CXAKIjOTTE  Elizabeth  was  bora  at  Norwich,  oa  the  xst  October,  Z790.  She  was  the  only 
iwijlili  I  of  tbe  Rer.  liichael  Browne,  rector  of  St.  Giles'  parish  In  that  city.  At  an  early 
ptfind.  sbe  accepted  the  hand  of  Captain  Ceor^e  Phelan,  of  the  60th  Rifles,  but  this  onion 
unhappy  one.  Thrown  upon  her  own  resources,  she  contributed  to  the  DubUn 
Society,  and  otherwise  sought  a  livelihood  by  lettered  industry.  She  resided  sue* 
ia  Dnblin«  Cliftasi,  Sandhurst,  and  London.  In  1834,  she  became  editor  of  TMt 
Lmdie^  Mmfarme.  Her  husband.  Captain  Phelau,  who  had  sought  to  deprive  her 
Btgrap  earnings,  died  in  1837.  After  three  years  of  widowhood,  she  nurried  Mr.  L.  H. 
Xe^u,  bat  she  coattaued  to  retain  her  two  Christian  names  as  her  literary  designation.  She 
l*ed  at  calire  hai^>iness  with  her  second  husband,  at  Blackheath,  Kent,  till  her  death,  which 
fBil^  place  oa  the  latb  July.  1846.    Her  works  are  very  numerous. 

THE  ROSE  OF  SHARON.* 

Rose  of  Sharon,  far  excelling 

Every  flower  of  mortal  birth. 
From  the  glories  of  Thy  dwelling, 

Lxx>k  upon  us  plants  of  earth. 
Here  Thou  once  didst  suffer  anguish, 

Drought,  and  floods,  and  darken^  sky  ; 
Here  beneath  the  tempest  languish, 

When  the  storm  of  wrath  was  high. 

Rose  of  Sharon  !  then  debased, 
None  can  now  with  Thee  compare  ; 

In  seraphic  anthems  praisM, 
Fairest  plant  of  all  the  fair. 

«  TTiU  ati/t  the  two  following  hymns  are  transcribed  from  "  Posthumous  and 
dter  Poems,'*  by  Chariotte  Elizabeth.    London,  2846. 
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Ever  fragrant  and  unfading, 
Thou  dost  in  perfection  grow. 

Though  destruction  all -pervading 
Devastate  the  world  below. 

Rose  of  Sharon  !  may  we  never 

Blush  the  deep-red  tint  of  shame. 
If  the  world  in  scorn  should  sever 

From  the  plants  that  bear  Thy  name  ; 
Us,  Thy  feeble  saplings,  nourish 

By  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 
May  we  blossom  here,  and  flourish 

In  Thy  paradise  above. 


EARTHLY  TRIALS  AND  HEAVENLY  GLORY. 

Tribulation,  pain,  and  woe 
Are  the  Christian's  lot  below  ; 
Glory,  triumph,  peace,  and  love 
Are  the  Christian's  crown  above. 

Shall  we  sport  a  little  while 
In  the  world's  deceitful  smile, — 
Careless  how  we  waste  our  breath. 
Thoughtless  of  eternal  death  ? 

No  ;  if  Christian  souls  we  be. 
Saviour,  we  must  live  to  Thee  ; 
Trusting  in  Thy  mighty  name. 
We  can  welcome  grief  and  shame. 

Jesus,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  come  ; 
Short,  though  rough,  the  journey  home  ; 
Let  Thy  grace  but  now  be  given. 
Glory  will  be  ours  in  heaven. 


PARTING. 

While  to  several  paths  dividing^ 
We  our  pilgrimage  pursue. 

May  Jehovah,  safely  guiding. 

Keep  His  scattered  flock  in  view. 
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May  the  bond  of  sweet  communion 

Cvery  distant  soul  embrace, 
Till,  in  everlasting  union, 

We  attain  our  resting-place. 

Oh,  'tis  sweet,  each  other  aiding, 

In  companionship  to  move  ; 
One  pure  flame  and  heart  pervading. 

One  our  Lord,  our  faith,  our  love. 
Sweet  when  each  can  bend,  imploring. 

Soothing,  for  his  brother's  pain ; 
And,  the  stumbling  foot  restoring. 

Cheer  him  to  the  race  again. 

Here  a  passing  breath  may  sever 

Friends  in  dearest  union  tied ; 
But  created  power  shall  never 

Tear  us  from  our  Shepherd's  side. 
Life,  and  death,  and  hell  combining. 

Present  things,  and  things  to  come. 
Cannot  cloud  the  promise  shining. 

Cannot  bar  us  from  our  home. 

Now  we  part  in  tearful  sadness. 

Bearing  forth  the  precious  grain  : 
We  shall  yet,  in  mirth  and  gladness, 

Bring  our  harvest  sheaves  again. 
Thus,  while  fond  alfection  weepeth. 

Faith  exalts  her  cheering  voice ; 
He  that  soweth,  he  that  reapeth 

Will  together  soon  rejoice. 


THE  TRUE  PROTECTOR.* 

Holy  Saviour,  mighty  King, 
O'er  me  spread  Thy  guardian  wing : 
When  by  trembling  fears  distress'd, 
Let  me  flee  to  Thee  and  rest. 

*  Fram  "  The  Minor  Poems  of  Charlotte  Elizabeth,  written  especially  for 
vaOe  readttn."     I>ublin.    samo,  pp.  99. 
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Call  me,  keep  me  by  Thy  side^ 
Teach  me  there  alone  to  hide ; 
Where  for  safety  should  I  flee. 
If  my  footsteps  stray'd  from  Thee  ? 

Warn  me  with  Thy  gentle  voice  ; 
Point  my  path,  and  guide  my  choice  ; 
Let  me.  Lord,  in  Thee  possess 
Wisdom,  peace,  and  righteousness. 


CHARLOTTE  ELLIOTT. 

CHARLOTTB  Elliott  is  Knnd-<laug:hter  of  the  cdebrvted  preacher,  the  Rer.  Jc 
Her  brother,  the  Rev.  Edward  Bishop  EUiott,  incumbent  of  Sc  Mark's  ChapdL  Br 
the  well-koown  author  of  "  Horae  Apocalyptkae."  Miss  Elliott  has  published  "  Mo 
Evening  Hymns  for  a  Week,  by  a  I^dy,"  36  pp.,  **  Hours  of  Sorrow  Cheered  and  Co 
and  "  Poems  by  C.  E.,"  1863.  xzmo.  She  publishes  annually  a  small  volume,  entitl 
Christian  Remembrancer."  She  has  contributed  X17  hymns  to  varioas  <>*<ffvMF^ 
Iqralid's  Hymn-Book."  and  edited  the  last  edition  of  that  cmnpilatkia. 


SUNDAY   EVENING. 

The  Sabbath  day  has  reach'd  its  close  ! 
Yet,  Saviour,  ere  I  seek  repose. 
Grant  me  the  peace  Thy  love  bestows  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

O  heavenly  Comforter,  sweet  Guest ! 
Hallow  and  calm  my  troubled  breast ; 
Weary,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

If  ever  I  have  found  it  sweet 
To  worship  at  my  Saviour's  feet, 
Now  to  my  soul  that  bliss  repeat  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

Let  not  the  Gospel  seed  remain 
Unfruitful,  or  be  lost  again  ! 
Let  heavenly  dews  descend  like  rain  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  t 
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Oil,  ever  present,  ever  nigh, 
JesuSy  on  Thee  I  fix  mine  eye  ; 
Tliou  bear'st  the  contrite  spirit's  sigh  : 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 

My  only  Intercessor  Thou, 
Mingle  Thy  fragrant  incense  now 
"With  every  prayer  and  every  vow; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  t 

And  oh !  when  life's  short  course  shall  end, 
And  death's  dark  shades  aroimd  impend. 
My  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  I 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet. 

From  blush  of  mom  to  evening  star. 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer  ? 

Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  mom. 

And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve^ 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upbome^ 
The  world  I  leave. 

For  then  a  Day-spring  shines  on  me, 

Brighter  than  mom's  ethereal  glow; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee, 
Than  earth  can  know. 

Then  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renew'd  ; 
Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven  ; 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find. 
What  strength  for  warfjeu-e,  balm  for  grief! 
What  peace  of  mind  t 
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Hush'd  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear. 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay  ; 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore^ 

No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be. 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 


PRAYER  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

O  HOLY  Saviour,  Friend  unseen  I 
The  faint,  the  weak  on  Thee  may  lean  ; 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  vaiying  scene, 
By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee. 

Blest  with  communion  so  Divine, 
Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine, 
When,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine^ 
My  soul  may  cling  to  Thee  t 

Far  from  her  home,  fatigued,  oppress'd. 
Here  she  has  found  a  place  of  rest; 
An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblest, 
While  she  can  cling  to  Thee. 

Without  a  murmur  I  dismiss 
My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss: 
My  joy,  my  recompense  be  this. 
Each  hour  to  cling  to  Thee. 

• 

What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove. 
And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remove  ; 
With  patient  uncomplaining  love^ 
Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee. 

Oft  when  I  seem  to  tread  alone 
Some  barren  waste,  with  thorns  o'eigrown, 
A  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone^ 
Whispers,  "  Still  cling  to  me." 
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Thoogli  £uUi  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
1  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside ; 
How  safe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied 
The  souls  that  cling  to  Thee ! 

They  fear  not  life's  rough  storms  to  brave, 
Since  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save; 
Nor  shudder  e'en  at  death's  dark  wave, 
Because  they  cling  to  Thee. 

Blest  is  my  lot,  whate'er  befall ; 
"What  can  disturb  me,  who  appal, 
While  as  my  strength,  my  rock,  my  all. 
Saviour,  I  cling  to  Thee  ? 


JUST  AS  I  AM. 

Just  as  I  am, — ^without  one  plea 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me^ 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am, — and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 
To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  1 

Just  as  I  am, — ^though  toss'd  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  And, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — Thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe ; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 
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Jnst  u  I  un, — Thy  love  onkiiawn 
Hu  broken  every  buiier  down  ; 
Now,  to  b«  Thine,  jtat  Thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am, — of  that  free  love 
"  The  breadth,  length,  depth,  kndhdght"  topron 
Here  Tor  a  season,  then  above, — 
O  I^amb  of  God,  I  come  t 


"THY  WILL  BE  DONE," 

My  God  and  Father !  while  I  siny 
For  from  my  home,  on  Ufe's  rough  iraj, 

0  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  saj, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

Though  dark  my  path,  and  sad  my  hit. 
Let  me  "be  still"  and  murmur  not  ; 
Or  breathe  the  prayer,  Divinely  tanght, 

"Thy  vrill  be  done." 

What  though  in  lonely  giief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  longer  njgh, 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 

Though  Thou  hast  call'd  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prized,  It  ne'er  was  mine  j 

1  have  but  yielded  what  was  Thine; 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

Should  grief  or  sickness  waste  aw^ 
My  life  in  premature  decay  ; 
My  Father,  still  I  strive  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

1^  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 

With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  Guest. 

My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest, 

"Thy  will  be  dona" 
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Rene^v  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Hlend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
Ail  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 


RALPH  ERSKINE. 

Et(3KTME  was  bom  at  MoiUIaws,  Northiunberland,  on  the  xsth  March,  16851  He 
fct  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  graduated  in  1704.  He  was  licensed  to 
I  1709.  axMl  in  ijtx  was  ordained  to  the  mtnuitry  at  Dunfermline.  In  1733  he  adhered 
otlMT  E'benezer.  and  two  other  ministers,  when  they  constituted  the  Associate  Prea- 

He  formally  seceded  in  1737,  and  in  the  year  following  was  deposed  by  the  General 
ly.     His  death  took  place  on  the  6th  November,  1753.    Ralph  Erskine  composed  a 

Paraphnuc  of  the  Song  of  Solomon,  the  Book  of  Lamentations,  and  portions  of  th« 
'  Job.  His  **  Gospel  Sonnets"  have  been  often  reprinted.  Many  of  them  are  variations 
lysuu  of  Dr.  Watts. 


GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  CHRIST.* 

All  nature  spreads,  with  open  blaze, 

Her  Maker's  name  abroad  ; 
And  every  work  of  His  displays 

The  power  and  skill  of  God. 

But  in  the  grace  that  rescued  man 

His  brightest  glory  shines  ; 
Here,  on  the  cross,  'tis  fairest  drawn, 

In  precious  bloody  lines. 

Here  His  whole  name  appears  complete  ; 

And  who  can  guess  or  prove,  ^ 
"Which  of  the  letters  best  are  writ. 

The  wisdom,  power,  or  love  ? 

Justice  and  mercy,  truth  and  grace, 

In  all  their  sweetest  charms, 
Here,  met,  and  joined  their  kind  embrace 

Witl\  everlasting  arms. 

a  complete  edition  of  Ralph  Erskine's  poetical  works,  8vo.  llie  preface 
d  Glasgow*  Sept.  24,  X778. 
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PROSPECT  OF  GLORY. 


Here  Marah's  walet  fills  my  cap  ; 
But  there  all  griefs  are  swallow'd  ap. 

Love  here  is  scarce  a  laint  denre  ; 
Bat  there  the  spark's  a  flaming  Rre  ; 
Joys  here  are  drops  that  passing  fle^ 
But  there  an  overflowing  sea. 

My  faith,  thai  sees  so  darkly  here^ 
Will  there  resign  to  vision  clear  ; 
My  hope,  that's  here  i  «ewy  gronn. 
Will  to  fruition  yield  the  throne. 

Here  fetters  hamper  freedom's  wln^ 
But  there  the  captive  is  a  king  ; 
And  grace  is  like  a  buried  seed. 
But  sinners  there  ore  saints  Indeed. 

My  portion  here's  a  crumb  at  best, 
But  there  the  Lamb's  eternal  feast  ; 
My  praise  is  now  a  smother'd  fii^ 
But  then  I'll  Eing  and  never  tire. 

Now  dusky  shadows  cloud  my  day. 
But  then  the  shades  will  flee  away  ; 
My  Lord  will  break  the  dimming  glassy 
And  show  His  glory  face  to  fcce. 

My  numerous  foes  now  beat  me  down. 
But  then  I'll  wear  the  victor's  crown ; 
Vet  alt  the  revenue;  I'll  bring 
To  Zion's  everlasting  King. 


*  We  bin  rnllowcd  Sir  RaundFll  Pilmcr  in  sdaptioi  u  a  : 
lut  seven  of  twenty  rcnb  of  oat  of  Efilciae'*  Goipd  socuk 
Deserted  Believer  iuoginc  for  perfect  PanloQ  from  Sin." 
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JOHN  FAWCETT. 


A.'VW'CETT'  -wa»  \>oim  mt  lAdget  Green,  near  Bradford,  Yorkshire,  on  the  i8th  January 
i  bis  'MXte«iitl>  year,  he  was  awakened  to  seriou-s  convictiuns  by  listening  to  a  di!>course 
.e&eLil.  In  17^3.  be  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church,  and  after  two  years, 
d  tli«  cHarice  of  a  congretfatioa  at  Wain.s{^te.  He  removed  to  Hebden  Brid|^e,  in  the 
civbt^oixrHood.  in  i777>  In  1783,  his  volume  of  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  circumstances 
Ik:  Wur&hip  and  Private  Devotioo,"  wa:»  published  at  Leeds.  A  second  edition  was 
\fy  Mr.  Fawcett  shortly  before  his  death.  He  died  on  the  asth  July,  1817.  He  composed 
L  H^osAofpcal  works.    His  memoirs  have  been  published. 


SUPPORT  IN  AFFIJCTION. 

Afflicted  soul,  to  Jesus  dear, 
Thy  Saviour's  gracious  promise  hear  ; 
His  faithful  word  declares  to  thee. 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Let  not  thy  heart  despond  and  say, 
**  How  shall  I  stand  the  trying  day  ?" 
He  has  engaged  by  firm  decree 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Thy  faith  is  weak,  thy  foes  are  strong  ; 
Yet  sure  the  conflict  shan't  be  long  : 
Thy  Lord  shall  make  the  tempter  flee. 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

The  Christian  race  with  patience  run, 
Till  grace  complete  the  work  begun  ; 
Wrestle  and  strive  for  victory, 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Should  persecution  rage  and  flame. 
Still  trust  in  thy  Redeemer's  name ; 
In  fiery  trials  thou  shalt  see, 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

When  called  to  bear  the  weighty  cross, 
Or  sore  afflictions,  pain,  or  loss, 
Or  deep  distress,  or  poverty, 
Still  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 
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When  ghastly  death  appears  in  view, 
Christ's  presence  shall  thy  fears  subdue  ; 
He  comes  to  set  thy  spirit  free, 
And  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 


THE  BIBLE. 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

By  inspiration  given  I 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

Its  light,  descending  from  abovc^ 
Our  gloomy  world  to  cheer. 

Displays  a  Saviour's  boundless  love, 
And  brings  His  glories  near. 

It  shows  to  man  his  wand'rixig  waysi 
And  where  his  feet  have  trod  ; 

And  brings  to  view  the  matchless  grace 
Of  a  forgiving  God. 

When  once  it  penetrates  the  mind. 

It  conquers  ev'ry  sin  ; 
Th'  enlighten'd  soul  begins  to  find 

The  path  of  peace  divine. 

It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears  ; 
Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts^ 

And  quells  our  rising  tears. 

Thb  lamp  thro'  all  the  tedious  night 

Of  life  shall  guide  our  way, 
Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 

Of  an  eternal  day. 


DEUCHT  IN  GOD, 
Pakent  of  good.  Thy  works  of  miglil 
I  trace  with  womler  uid  delight ; 

Tby  name  li  all  divine ; 
There's  noughl  in  earth,  or  sea,  or  lUr, 
Or  beaven  itself;  Hut's  good  or  GUr, 

But  what  is  wholly  Thine. 
Inunensely  high  Thy  glories  rise, 
They  strike  my  soul  with  sweel  surprise, 

AikI  sacred  pleasure  yield ; 
An  ocean  wide,  without  a  bound, 
Where  every  noWe  wish  is  drown'd, 
And  cvety  want  is  fill'd. 

The  riches  of  Thy  matchless  graoe^ 
Diiplay'd  in  my  Redeemer's  &ce, 

Attract  my  wond'ring  mind  i 
Here  wisdom,  love,  and  mercy  mee^ 

In  all  their  various  rays  complete, 
With  truth  and  justice  join'd. 

To  Thee  my  warm  affections  move 
In  sweet  aslonislunent  and  lore, 

WhUe  at  Thy  feet  I  £dl ; 
I  pant  for  nought  beneath  the  slde^ 
To  Thee  my  aideat  wishes  rise^ 

0  my  eternal  AIL 

Were  I  deprived  of  all  below, — 

Would' St  Thon  Thy  gracious  smile  bestow, 

1  should  be  richly  blest  ; 
Thy  love  is  my  unfailing  store; 
In  darkness  I  Thy  light  implore. 

To  set  m  J  heart  at  rest 

This  all  my  gloomy  path  sliall  duer. 
And  banish  every  painful  fear 

That  can  my  soul  invade  ; 
Should  earth  and  hell  against  tne  j(dn, 
Tbe  beamings  of  Tby  love  divine 

Would  give  me  sov'reign  aid. 
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What  shall  I  do  to  spread  Thy  praise. 
My  God,  thro'  my  remaining  days  ? 

Or  how  Thy  name  adore  ? 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  breath ; 
Let  me  be  Thine  in  life  and  death. 

And  Thine  for  evermore. 

And  thro*  a  blest  eternity 

I'll  raise  a  humble  song  to  Thee, 

In  yon  divine  abode  ; 
Oh  hasten  on  the  happy  day ; 
Ve  tetlious  hours,  fly  swift  away. 

And  bring  me  to  my  God. 

My  thoui^hts  with  vast  delight  shall  rove 
O'er  all  the  wonders  of  Thy  love, — 

A  most  divine  employ  ; 
In  Thee  alone  th'  enlarged  mind 
Shall  constant  entertainment  find. 

And  everlasting  joy. 


A  BIRTH-DAY  HYMN. 

I  MY  Kbenezcr  raise 
To  my  kind  Redeemer's  praise ; 
With  a  grateful  heart  I  owa. 
Hitherto  Thy  help  I've  known. 

As  my  years  successive  roll, 
Still  Thy  goodness  to  my  soul, 
As  a  stream,  for  ever  flows. 
And  no  intermission  knows. 

May  my  constant  study  be, 
While  I  live,  to  live  to  Thee  ; 
Let  it  be  my  steady  aim 
Still  to  glorify  Thy  name. 

What  may  be  my  future  lot. 
Well  I  know  concerns  me  not : 
Til  is  should  set  my  heart  at  rest,- 
What  Thy  will  ordains  is  best. 


JOHH  FAWCETT. 

T  my  all  to  Thee  re^gn  ; 

Fatber,  let  Thy  nill  be  mEne  ; 
tSay  bat  all  Thy  dealinp  prove 
Fruits  of  Thy  patemal  love- 
Danger  ev'rywhere  attends, 
"Vet  my  hope  on  Tliee  depends  ; 
■VThen  supported  by  Thy  inn, 
I  can  boldly  &ce  the  storm. 

Guard  me,  Saviour,  by  Thy  power, 
Guard  me  iu  the  trying  hour  ; 
Xxt  Thy  unremitted  care 
Save  me  from  the  lucking  snare. 

On  Tby  bounty  I  rely, 
That  shall  all  my  wants  supply  ; 
Why  should  doubts  my  faith  assail  t 
Never  will  Thy  premise  laiL 

Let  my  few  remaining  days 
Be  directed  to  Thy  praise  ; 
So  the  last,  the  closing  scene 
Shall  be  tranquil  and  serene. 

To  Thy  will  I  leave  the  rest : 
Grant  me  but  this  one  request, — 
Both  in  life  and  death  to  prove 
Tokens  of  Thy  special  love. 
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MRS.  ANNE  FLOWERDEW. 

MRS.  Annb  Flowf.rdew  pabfished  by  mbKripdon,  Is  itoji  AdoodKiaoi 
"  Poems  on  Morel  and  Kelif^ous  Subjects."  Thb  wotk  reached  •  Mcood  «dkiaB  I 
i8zi,  the  volume  wan  re-issued,  with  dM  addUcNi  of  th«  **  Horrot  il|«i,"  «lid 
subjoined.  Mrs.  Flowerdew  kept  a  boardinc  aad  edocatlooal  ertriilahaMat  Ibr  yw 
first  at  IslioKton,  and  afterwards  at  Bury  St.  Fdrnwuii.  Ib  die  pntmcm  to  the  inl  4 
writes,  "  The  poems  which  are  mow  prcnanfj  to  the  ftiMtc  €f  ««n  vrktca  a 
periods  of  life ;  some,  indeed,  at  a  Tcry  culy  if**  aod  othan  aadcr  th«  mvcr  p 
misfortune,  when  my  pen  has  fireqnctit(y  ghrea  that  idiif  which  OMdd  MC  ha  da 
other  employments.** 


HARVEST  HYMN. 

Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  love  I 

How  rich  Thy  bounties  are  I 
The  rolling  seasons,  as  they  movc^ 

Proclaim  Thy  constant  caie. 

When,  in  the  bosom  of  th^  eaith^ 

The  sower  hid  the  grain. 
Thy  goodness  mark*d  its  secret  biith. 

And  sent  the  early  rmin» 

The  spring's  sweet  influence,  Lotd,  was  Th 

The  plants  in  beauty  grew ; 
Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine^ 

And  mild,  refreshing  dew. 

These  various  mercies  from  above 

Matured  the  swelling  grain  ; 
A  yellow  harvest  crowns  Thy  love^ 

And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 

Seed-time  and  harvest,  Lord,  alone 

Thou  dost  on  man  bestow  ; 
Let  him  not  then  forget  16  own 

From  whom  his  blessings  flow  t 

Fountain  of  love  !  our  praise  is  Thir 
To  Thee  our  songs  we'll  raise, 

And  all  created  nature  join 
In  sweet,  harmonious  praise. 
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CHARLES  LAWRENCE  FORD. 


us  1  A^aiTttO-JUgrg  FORD  is  the  son  of  a  distinguished  artist  in  Bath. .  He  was  educated 
k,  aa«l  ift  H.  A.  of  the  Unrreraky  of  Loodon.  Six  hymns,  from  his  pen,  are  inserted  in  the 
a  Ka^flkcaMtm^^  edited  by  tke  Rev.  Robert  H.  Baynec,  He  has  also  cootrilmted  to  Mr. 
of  ••Eagfish  Lyrics." 


MARAH.' 
Exodus  zv.  33. 

God  sends  ns  bitter,  that  the  sweet, 

By  absence  known,  may  sweeter  prove ; 
As  daxk  for  light,  as  cold  for  heat 
Brings  greater  love. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  as  to  show 

He  can  both  sweet  and  bitter  send  ; 
That  both  the  might  and  love  we  know 
Of  our  great  Friend. 

He  sends  ns  bitter,  lest  too  gay 

We  wreathe  around  our  heads  the  rose, 
And  count  our  right  what  Heaven  each  day 
As  alms  bestows. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  lest  we  fail 

That  bitterest  grief  aright  to  prize. 
Which  did  for  all  the  world  avail 
In  His  own  eyes. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  all  our  sins 

Embittering ;  yet  so  kindly  sends, 
The  path  that  bitterness  begins 
In  sweetness  ends. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  that  heaven's  sweet. 

Earth's  bitter  o'er,  may  sweeter  taste, — 
As  Canaan's  grotmd  to  Israel's  feet» 
For  that  great  waste* 

*  Ffom  "  English  LyrigK**    London,  ^865,  8v9. 


A 


LYKA  BRTTANNICA. 

Our  passions  rnunnnr  and  rebel. 

But  faith  cries  out  unto  the  Lord, 
And  prayer  by  patience  wotkelh  well 
Its  own  reward  : 

For  if  our  heart  the  lesson  draws 

Aright,  by  bitter  chasleping  taoght. 
And  keep  His  statutes  and  His  laws. 
Even  as  we  ought, 

He  openeth  our  eyes  to  see 

(Eyes  that  our  pride  of  heart  had  sealed). 
The  sweetness  of  life's  beavenly  tree, 
And  giief  is  healed  ; 

And  lo  lierore  as  in  the  way 

We  view  the  fountains  and  the  palms. 
And  drink,  and  pitch  our  tents,  and  stay 
Singing  sweet  psalms. 


STRENGTH  IN  WEAKNESS.* 
Father,  for  Thy  kindest  word 

Thankful  ^ongs  lo  Thee  1  sing ; 
Sick  at  heart  with  hope  deferred. 

All  my  cause  to  Thee  I  bring, 
Swcei  the  sound  I  hear  from  Thee, — 
Cost  Ihy  burden  upon  Me. 

As  a  father,  bending  low. 

Listens  to  a  lisping  child. 
So  lo  me  Thy  pity  show. 

By  the  world  and  sin  IJeguiled  ; 
Holy  is  Thy  law  and  just  ; 
Yet  remember  I  am  dusl. 

Sparc  me.  Thou  who  lov'st  lo  spar^  : 
Gently  on  me  lay  Thy  hand  ; 

Grasp  the  bruised  reed  with  care  ; 
Let  the  smoking  flax  be  fanned  ; 

Firm  my  faltering  steps  uphold  ; 

Tried,  let  me  come  forth  like  gold. 
From  "  Lyra  Anglicm*,'    Loadan,  i86j,  Sra. 


CHRISTINA  FORSYTH. 

O  remember  Him  who  died. 

With  His  life  my  soul  to  save ; 
I^et  me  clasp  the  Crucified, 

Till  I  reach  the  awfiil  grave  ; 
Then,  the  light  affliction  o'er, 
Heaven  is  miue  for  evermore. 
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CHRISTINA  FORSYTH. 

CKKL1STT3^J^  FOKSVTH  -was  the  sixth  daughter  of  the  late  Thomas  and  Jane  Hamilton  For- 
gl,^  v3j>  1>om  at  Liverpool,  in  xftis    From  her  childhood,  she  was  deeply  impressed 
r€MfCiio%xs-  truth,  and  deroted  to  her  Saviour.    Possessed  of  a  delicate  constitution,  she  was 
rcral  years  <:oiifined  to  her  bed-chamber.    Latterly  her  illness  was  attended  with  much 
^mWcriag,  but  she  bore  her  affliction  not  only  without  a  murmur  but  with  unvaryini; 
She  seemed  to  think  always  of  others,  and  never  of  herself,  and  by  the  sininilo' 
of  ber  disposition  she  won  the  love  of  all  who  knew  her.    GiAed  with  superior 
composed  a  considerable  number  of  sacred  lyrics,  which  were  collected  into  ■ 
vkI  poblished  after  her  decease,  under  the  title  "  Hymns  by  C.  F.,"  London,  x86i. 
assent  of  the  owner  of  the  copyright,  Mr.  C.  Caswell,  of  Binningham,  we  have  trans- 
Xfee  of  the  cxwiposttioos  to  our  pages. 

Forsyth  died  at  Hastings,  on  the  x8lh  March,  18591    Of  her  brothers,  the  late  Rev. 

Haaukoo  For>yth  Is  known  by  his  sermons  and  intoesting  memoir.    Her  two  stuviving 

Ifeold  posts  of  honour.    The  eldest,  William  Forsyth.  Esq.,  Q.C..  lately  sat  in  Parlia- 

m^ember  for  Cambridge ;  and  the  youngest,  Douglas  Forsyth,  Esq.,  C.B.,  is  a  com* 

of  the  Punjab  in  India. 


"  HIMSELF  HATH  DONE  IT." 

"  Himself  hath  done  it"  all. — Oh  how  those  words 
Should  hush  to  silence  every  murmuring  thought ! 

•*  Himself  hath  done  it," — He  who  loves  me  best. 
He  who  my  soul  with  His  own  blood  hath  bought. 

"  Himself  hath  done  it :"  Can  it  then  be  aught 
Than  full  of  wisdom,  full  of  tenderest  love  ? 

Not  one  unneeded  sorrow  will  He  send. 

To  teach  this  wandering  heart  no  more  to  rove. 

**  Himself  hath  done  it :"  Yes,  although  severe 
May  seem  the  stroke,  and  bitter  be  the  cup, 

'TIS  His  own  hand  that  holds  it,  and  I  know 
He'll  give  me  grace  to  drink  it  meekly  up. 


l(u)  mucii  U>r  hapjMnc>.>  aiM  joy  rciics. 

"  I  lim-cir  Imtli  d.Mic  il  :"'   He  wdviM  lijvc  me  >ee 
Wliat  lnokL'ii  ci>lcru>  human  }Vion»l>  mu^l  piuvc  ; 

That  I  may  turn  and  (jucnch  my  burning  thir&t 
At  His  own  fount  of  ever-living  love. 

"  Himself  hath  done  it  :*'  then  I  fain  would  say, 
**  Thy  will  in  all  things  evermore  be  done  ;" 

E'en  Ihough  that  will  remove  whom  best  I  love^ 
While  Jesus  lives  I  cannot  be  alone. 


^'  Himself  hath  done  it ;''  precious,  precious  words  ; 

««  Himself,"  my  Father,  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
Whose  faithfulness  no  variation  knows, — 

Who,  having  loved  me,  loves  me  to  the  end. 


And  when,  in  His  eternal  presence  blest* 
I  at  His  feet  my  crown  immortal  cast, 

m  gladly  own  with  all  His  ransomed  saints 
<*  Himself  hath  done  it"-*all,  from  first  to  UsL 


THOMAS   GIErONS,    D.D. 
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THOMAS  GIBBONS,  D.D. 


CrBBONS  wma  bom  in  the  ncigbbooriiood  of  Swaffbam  Prior,  Cambridfreshire,  on 
:  Mav*,  1700.    In  174s,  he  became  assistant  miaister  at  Silver  Street,  and  in  the  followinn^ 
Twtwi^t*--  of  the  Independent  confnrffation  at  Habenla-shen'  Hall,  London, 
a  life  of  Dr.  Watts,  and  oUier  biofjraphical  and  philosophical  works,  in  acknuw- 
of  wtaldi  the  deicree  of  D.D.  was  conferred  on  him  by  the  Univer^ty  of  Aberdeen. 
pobUaiicd  in  Z784.    Dr.Gn)bgnsdicdaDtbeani<&FcbRuvy»X7iiS 


GOODNESS  OF  GOD. 

Thy  goodness.  Lord,  oar  souls  confess^ 

Thy  goodness  we  adore  ; 
A  spring  whose  blessings  never  Sm, 

A  sea  without  a  shore. 

Son,  moon,  and  stars  Thy  love  attest. 

In  every  cheerfiil  ray  ; 
Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  ni^^ 

And  love  restores  the  day. 

Thy  bounty  every  season  crowns 
With  all  the  bliss  it  yields  ; 

With  joyful  clusters  bend  the  vines^ 
With  harvests  wave  the  fields: 

But  chiefly  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 

Are  in  the  Gospel  seen ; 
There,  like  the  sun,  Thy  mercy  shinea 

Without  a  cloud  between. 


Thy  Son,  Thy  noblest,  richest  gift. 
Was  from  Thy  bosom  sent, 

To  bear  from  off*  our  guilty  world 
Its  load  of  punishment 

Pftxdon,  acceptance,  peace,  and  joy 
Are  published  in  His  luune : 

Oiin  f*  the  life,  the  glory  ours, 
And  His  the  death  anid  shame. 
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Of  sovereign  grace  how  wide  the  reign  ; 

How  strong  the  current  rolls 
That  bears  to  heav'ns  unbounded  bliss 

Our  hell-deserving  souls ! 


PLEADING  WITH  GOD  IN  AFFLICTION. 

To  Thee,  my  God,  whose  presence  fills 

The  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies, 
To  Thee,  whose  name,  whose  heart  is  love^ 

With  all  my  powers  I  rise. 

Troubles  in  long  succession  roll, 

Wave  rushes  upon  wave  ; 
Pity,  oh  pity  my  distress  ! 

Thy  child.  Thy  suppliant  save  ! 

Oh  bid  the  roaring  tempest  cease  ; 

Or  give  me  strength  to  bear 
WTiate'er  Thy  holy  will  appoints. 

And  save  me  from  despair. 

To  Thee,  my  God,  alone  I  look. 

On  Thee  alone  confide  ; 
Thou  never  hast  deceived  the  soul 

That  on  Thy  grace  relied. 


Though  oft  Thy  wa)*s  are  wrapt  in  clouds 

Mysterious  and  unknown. 
Truth,  righteousness,  and  mercy  stand. 

The  pUlars  of  Thy  throne. 
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MRS.  GILBERT. 

X,  mee  AJ>n>l  XAYI.OR,  is  connected  with  a  gifted  fandly.  Her^nrandfather,  Isaac 
c«let>raced  ^xa^rarrcr.  He  educated  his  sons,  Charles  and  Isaac,  to  his  own 
"he  forED.er  \s»  tfi  t>e  remembered  as  the  industrious  editor  of  Calmet ;  the  latter 
and,  «lir«5Ctiii«r  himself  towards  the  ministry,  accepted,  in  1796,  the  chars^e  of  an 
coo«T«^ati«>n  at  Colchester,  afterwards  at  Ongar,  in  Essex.  His  wife,  whose 
■^raA  Ann  M^artin.  composed  several  works  for  the  domestic  circle,  which  enjoyed 
.arity.  Tlk^r  children.  Ann,  Jane,  Isaac,  and  Jeffreys  were  intended  as  en- 
were  early  employed  in  acquirini;  a  knowledge  of  the  art.  Isaac  became  ■ 
1  philosophical  writer  ;  he  died  in  1864.  Jeffreys  composed  many  small  works  c^ 
honkoor  ;  he  died  in  1853.  The  M^ers  obtained  reputation  for  their  poetical 
TBS.  is  noticed  subsequently  in  the  present  work.  Ann.  the  subject  of  the  present 
^lom  at  Islington,  in  1783.  She  married  the  Rev.  Joseph  Gilbert,  successively 
idcpendent  con^^qsations  at  Hull  and  Nottingham.  Mr.  Gilbert  died  at  Notting- 
2.  Mrs.  Otlt>ert  continues  to  reside  at  Nottingham.  Conjointly  with  her  sister, 
,c<l  early  in  the  century,  "Original  Poems,"  "Hymns  for  Infant  Minds,"  and 
f'TT  the  Nursery."  She  has  contributed  18  hymns  to  Eh-.  Leifchild's  collection. 
Vluhed  -work  is  a  memoir  of  her  husband,  which  appe^ed  in  1853.  The  foIlowin|f 
a&  have  been  contributed  by  Mrs.  Gilbert  to  the  present  work. 


THE  CURSE  AND  THE  BLESSING. 

(Contributed.) 

Scatter'd  to  every  wind  they  roam. 
The  seed  of  Abraham,  Thy  friend  I 

Call,  gracious  God,  Thy  wanderers  home, 
Thine  outcasts  to  their  Zion  send  I 

How  long,  O  Lord  ?    How  long,  till  they 

With  Gentiles  share  the  gospel  day  ? 

True, — as  the  fathers,  so  the  sons, — 
Stiff-neckM  and  rebellious  found ; 

Yet  are  they  not  Thy  chosen  ones. 
Once  heirs  of  Palestina*s  ground, — 

Possessors  there,  by  gift  Divine, 

Of  temple,  promise,  rite,  and  sign  ? 

And  is  there  in  those  hearts  a  stone 
Too  hard,  almighty  Love,  for  Thee  ? 

Can  they  be  harder  than  our  own, 
Ere  steep'd  in  mercy's  crimson  sea  ? 

Oh,  if  from  them  we  differ  now, 

Who  made  us  diflfer  ?    Who  but  Thou  ? 
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Lord,  ii  not  mercy  Thy  ddight  T 
Dost  Thou  tbe  sinner's  death  enjoj  t 

Are  not  souls  precious  In  Th7  light ! 
Thy  strmnge  work,  siwely,  to  destroy  1 

We  plead  that  mercy's  boundleu  tcopc^ 

On  whldi  Thon  causest  us  to  hope. 

Have  not  the  ages  rolled  away 

O'er  which  the  curse  of  heaven  most  brood! 
Mow  shed  abroad  the  melting  ray. 

And  be  the  slabborn  heart  subdued. 
Haste,  Lord  t  the  promued  grace  fulfil. 
And  be  lAe  Gi>dt>flsrad  still  t 


A  RANSOMED  CHURCH. 
(CoHlribated.\ 

We,  sitting  ronnd  the  Saviour's  board, 
Wilh  bread  from  heaven  supplied. 

The  rich  provision  would  not  hoard, 
B«t  with  the  world  divide. 

The  world  of  many^iolonred  tribes, 

The  living  world,  can  be 
The  only  line  that  circumscribe* 

Tbe  Christian's  sympslby. 

But  while  In  many  a  leafy  glen, 

On  many  a  golden  strand, 
Or  'mid  the  haunts  of  polish'd  men, 

Tte  needy  millions  stand. 

Behold, — a  wanderer  on  its  fece^ 

A  heir  to  all  its  pains. 
Forlorn,  heart-broken, — IiraePi  nue 

Heaven's  blighting  cni^e  sustains. 

O  Thou,  who  didst  the  woe  predict, 
Th'  opprobrium,  scorn,  and  grieC 

Who  dost  not  willingly  afflict, 
Come  Thou  to  Iheir  relief; 
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Thf  ransomed  Church  sends  np  its  cry, 

Nor  rest  wocdd  take  or  give, 
Till  Love  shall  pass  in  mercy  bj^ 

And  say  to  Israel,  Um! 


MRS.  GODWIN. 
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THE  CROSS. 

(Contributed.) 

**  Lord,  I  would  follow  Thee  ;  but  must  I  take 
The  weary  cross,  and  bear  it  for  Thy  sake  ? 
Is  there  no  other  path,  no  smoother  way  ? 
Pity  my  weakness,  Jesus  \  Master,  say  I 

I  have  bright  hopes ;  must  they  be  laid  aside — 
My  soul's  ambition,  aiKl  my  restless  pride  ? 
But  I  have  dearer  joys  ;  and  must  they  fly, 
Like  a  pale  meteor  in  the  evening  sky? 

Nay,  spare  them  to  me  :  sure  'tis  death  to  part 
With  the  deep  love,  the  treasure  of  my  heart ; 
Life  would  be  dark  :  oh,  any  cross  but  this, 
And  I  will  follow  Thee  to  heaven  and  blis^" 

'Twas  thus  I  murmur'd,  thus  I  held  my  will: 
I  could  not  give,  and  cheerfully  be  still ; 
Binding  my  treasures  close,  I  sought  the  way, 
The  narrow  path  to  heaven  and  endless  day. 

But  soon  I  found  that  I  was  left  alone 
To  win  my  way  to  an  immortal  crown: 
My  hopes  were  darkened  ;  those  I  cast  aside, 
And  parted  quickly  with  my  spirit's  pride. 
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Bat  still  I  bound  my  love  around  my  breast, 
I  cared  not  for  the  storm  that  took  the  rest  ; 
This  was  my  own,  my  idol ;  could  I  spare 
The  single  flower  that  nuule  my  life  so  £adr  ? 

It  faded,  like  the  tints  of  evening's  sky, 

And  left  me  all  alone  to  weep  and  die. 

But  then  a  voice  rose  sweetly — **  I  am  here  ; 

Take  up  thy  cross,  and  dry  the  murmuring  tear." 

I  clasp'd  it  to  me  !  'twas  no  cross  I  found. 
No  burden  held  me,  and  no  fetters  boun(l  : 
Gladly  I  foUow'd  in  His  steps,  who  trod 
The  path  of  sorrows  to  His  Father  God. 


"  SAVE,  LORD,  OR  I  PERISH." 
(Contrihutal,) 

My  Saviour,  'mid  life's  varied  scene. 

Be  Thou  my  stay  ; 
Guide  me,  through  each  perplexing  path. 

To  perfect  day. 
In  weakness  and  in  sin  I  stand. 
Still  faith  can  clasp  Thy  mighty  hand. 
And  follow  at  Thy  dear  command. 

My  Saviour,  I  have  nought  to  bring 

Worthy  of  Thee ; 
A  broken  heart  Thou  wilt  not  spurn  : 

Accept  of  me. 
I  need  Thy  righteousness  divine, 
I  plead  Thy  promises  as  mine, 
I  perish,  if  I  am  not  Thine. 

My  Saviour,  wilt  Thou  turn  away 

From  such  a  cry  ? 
My  refuge,  and  wilt  Thou  forget, 

And  must  I  die  ? 
Faith  trembles ;  but  her  glance  of  light 
Has  pierced  through  regions  dark  as  night. 
And  enter'd  into  realms  of  light 
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My  SaviouTy  'mid  heaven's  glorious  throng 

I  see  Thee  there, 
Pleading  with  all  Thy  matchless  love^ 

And  tender  care, 
Not  for  the  angel-forms  around, 
But  for  lost  souls  in  fetters  bound. 
That  they  may  hear  salvation's  sound. 

My  Saviour,  thus  I  find  my  rest 

Alone  with  Thee ; 
Beneath  Thy  wing  I  have  no  fear 

Of  what  may  be. 
Strengthened  with  Thy  all-glorious  might, 
I  shall  be  conqueror  in  the  fight, 
Then  give  to  Thee  my  crown  of  light 
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TO  AN  AFFLICTED  CHILD. 

Gentlest  lamb  of  Jesu*s  fold, 
Called  to  suffer  from  thy  birth. 

Take  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold, 
Since  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 

Only  lie  at  Jesu's  feet, 

Then  affliction  will  be  sweet. 

Clasp  thy  tiny  hands  in  prayer  ; 

Tell  the  Saviour  all  thy  heart  ; 
Trust  Him  with  thy  every  care. 

Every  grief  to  Him  impart  ; 
Bow  to  Him  the  suppliant  knee, 
Once  He  was  a  child  like  thee. 
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Take  thy  refoge  in  His  anns. 
Nestle  in  His  loying  breast. 

Fly  to  Him  in  all  alarms, 

Fly  for  safety,  peace,  and  rest : 

Weep  not,  darling,  at  His  will ; 

Love  Him,  trust  Him,  praise  Him  still. 

Meekly  learn  thy  cross  to  bear. 
Never  murmar  or  complain  ; 

Cheerful  songs  and  holy  prayer 
Elase  and  sanctify  thy  pain. 

Sing  of  Jesus  and  His  love  : 

So  the  angels  sing  above. 

Gentlest  lamb  of  Jesu's  fold, 
Called  to  suffer  from  thy  birth. 

Take  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold. 

Since  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 

Only  lie  at  Jesu's  feet. 

Then  affliction  will  be  sweet. 


I 


FOR  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

Chafed  and  worn  with  worldly  care. 
Sweetly,  Lord,  my  heart  prepare  ; 
Bid  this  inward  tempest  cease, 
Jesus,  come  and  whisper  peace. 
Hush  the  whirlwind  of  my  will  ; 
With  Thyself  my  spirit  fill  ; 
End  in  calm  this  busy  week. 
Let  the  Sabbath  gently  break. 

Sever,  Lord,  these  earthly  ties. 
Fain  my  soul  to  Thee  would  rise  ; 
Disentangle  mc  from  time. 
Lift  me  to  a  purer  clime. 
Let  me  cast  away  my  load. 
Let  me  now  draw  nigh  to  God. 
Gently,  loving  Jesus,  speak. 
End  in  calm  this  busy  week. 
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Draw  the  curtain  of  repose, 
While  my  wearied  eyelids  close  ; 
Seal  my  spirit  while  I  rest. 
Give  me  dreamings  pure  and  blest. 
Raise  me  with  a  cheerful  heart ; 
Holy  Ghost,  Thyself  impart ; 
Then  the  Sabbath-day  will  be 
Heaven  brought  down  to  earth  and  me. 


R  THE  CONVERSION  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner, 

Unsheath  the  Spirit's  sword  ; 
Put  on  the  Christian's  armour — 

The  armour  of  the  Lord  : 
The  helmet  of  salvation, 

And  faith's  victorious  shield  ; 
Go  forth  with  acclamation, 

The  world  your  battle-field. 

Every  battle  of  the  warrior. 

Who  fights  by  land  or  flood. 
Is  with  confused  noise. 

And  garments  rolled  in  blood  ; 
But  this  shall  be  with  burning. 

From  heaven  its  light  shall  shine, 
God's  Spirit  overturning : 

The  fire  of  love  Divine. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner. 

And  shout  with  trumpet's  sound 
Deliverance  to  the  captive, 

And  freedom  to  the  bound  ; 
Earth's  jubilee  of  glory. 

The  year  of  full  release  : 
O  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

Go  forth  and  publish  peace. 

Go  forth,  confessors,  martyrs, 

With  zeal  and  love  unpriced. 
And  preach  the  blood  of  sprinkling, 

And  live  or  die  for  Christ. 


JAMES   GRANT. 


GOO'S  UNCHANGEABLE  LOVX. 

O  ZiON,  afflicted  with  w«vc  upon  wove, —      ~W~^ 
Bj  no  nuui  comforted,  wbiim  no  tnun  can  larct 
By  darkness  mironnded,  hy  tenon  undone  ; 
In  toiling  and  rowing  thj  strength  nimtsst  gone. 

Tby  eti'mles  are  mmny,  th^  feaia  ovenvlielm. 
But  thy  blesicd  Pilot,  He  liu  ai  the  hplm  ; 
His  wisdom  conducts  thee,  1 1  is  pow'r  tliee  de&otjss 
In  safety  and  quiet  Thj  warfare  He  ends.      ^^^_ 


JAMES  GRANT.  245 

I  feel  at  my  heart  all  thy  sighs  and  thy  groans, 
For  thou  art  most  near  me,  my  flesh  and  my  bones ; 
In  all  thy  distresses,  thy  Head  knows  the  pain ; 
Yet  all  are  most  needful,  not  one  is  in  vain. 

Then  trust  me,  and  fear  not ;  thy  life  is  secure ; 
My  ^wisdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power; 
In  love  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine. 
To  make  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine. 

The  foolish,  the  fearful,  the  weak  are  my  care ! 
The  hopeless,  the  helpless  I  hear  their  sad  prayer; 
From  aJl  their  afflictions  my  glory  shall  spring ; 
And  the  deeper  their  sorrows,  the  louder  they'll  sing." 


SUFFICIENCY  IN  CHRIST. 

Infinite  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

In  our  Redeemer  shine  ; 
O  let  me,  hy  a  lively  faith. 

Make  these  perfections  mine. 

In  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  grief. 

My  steps  I  can't  direct ; 
Nor  can  I  from  surrounding  foes 

My  feehle  heart  protect 

By  force,  or  fraud,  they  enter  here. 
And  lead  my  thoughts  astray ; 

Poor  captive  !  I  forsake  my  God, 
And  wander  from  His  way. 

This  poor  diseased,  treacherous  heart. 
Thus  wandering  from  the  road, 

All  nature's  skill  can  never  heal. 
Nor  turn  my  face  to  God. 

But  since  in  Thine  eternal  word. 
Wisdom  and  power  and  grace 

In  wondrous  love  are  there  bestowed 
On  inankind*s  helpless  race, — 
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Since  wretched,  sinful  men  as  I 
The  promise  have  believed. 

And  hence  in  every  time  of  need 
A  fit  supply  received, — 

I,  too,  will  on  Thy  record  rest. 

On  faithfulness  divine ; 
For  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  111  trust 

The  promise  makes  them  mine. 
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WHOM  HAVE   I  IN  HEAVEN  BUT  THEE? 

Lord  of  earth  !  Thy  forming  hand 

Well  this  beauteous  frame  hath  plann'd — 

Woods  that  wave,  and  hills  that  tower. 

Ocean  rolling  in  his  power  ; 

All  that  strikes  the  gaze  unsought. 

All  that  charms  the  lonely  thought ; 

Friendship — gem  transcending  price. 

Love — a  flower  from  Paradise, 

Yet,  amidst  this  scene  so  fair. 

Should  I  cease  Thy  smile  to  share. 

What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 

Whom  have  I  on  earth  but  Thee  ? 

Lord  of  heaven  !  beyond  our  sight 
Rolls  a  world  of  purer  light; 
There,  in  love's  unclouded  reign. 
Parted  hands  shall  clasp  again  ; 
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Martyrs  there,  and  prophets  high. 
Blaze — a  glorious  company ; 
While  immortal  music  hags 
From  unnumbered  seraph  strings. 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  fair ; 
Yet,  if  Thou  wert  absent  there, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee? 

Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  I  my  breast 
Seeks  in  Thee  its  only  rest : 
I  was  lost ;  Thy  accents  mild 
Homeward  lured  Thy  wandering  child : 
I  was  blind ;  Thy  healing  ray 
Charmed  the  long  eclipse  away. 
Source  of  every  joy  I  know, 
Solace  of  my  every  woe, 
O  if  once  Thy  smile  divine 
Ceased  upon  my  soul  to  shine. 
What  were  eardi  or  heaven  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  each  but  Thee  ? 


LITANY. 

Saviour  !  when,  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  th*  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes  : 
Oh,  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe, 
Suffered  once  for  man  below. 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  Thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears. 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness, 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power  ; 
Turn,  O  turn  a  favouring  eye, 
Hear  our  solenm  Litany. 
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By  the  sacred  griefe  that  wqpt 
0*er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept ; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flow'd 
Over  Sa]em*s  loVd  abode  ; 
By  the  anguish'd  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  larked  ¥rithin  Thy  fold. 
From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair. 
By  Thine  agony  of  pra/r, 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn. 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  soom. 
By  the  gloom  that  veil'd  the  skies 
0*er  the  dreadful  sacrifice, 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  the  deep  expiring  groan, 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone. 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God  : 
O  from  earth  to  heav'n  restor'd. 
Mighty  re-ascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  Litany  1 


COMFORT  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few. 
On  Him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain, 
£xperienc*d  eveiy  human  pain : 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears. 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 

From  heavenly  wisdom^s  narrow  way  ; 

To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue. 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do  : 

Still  He  who  felt  temptation's  power. 

Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 


f 
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If  wounded  love  my  bosom  swell, 
IDeceiv'd  by  those  I  prized  too  well. 
He  shall  His  pitying  aid  bestow, 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe ; 
At  once  betray'd,  denied,  or  fled. 
By  those  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 

If  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise. 
And,  sore  dismay'd,  my  spirit  dies ; 
Still  He  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair. 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry. 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When  sorrowing  o*er  some  stone  I  bend, 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend. 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me — for  a  little  while. 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark*st  the  tears  I  shed. 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

And  O  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict — but  the  last. 
Still,  still,  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed — for  Thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day. 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 


GLORY  AND  GOODNESS    OF  GOD. 

O  WORSHIP  the  King,  all  glorious  above  I 
O  gratefully  sing  His  power  and  His  love  I 
Our  Shield  and  Defender — ^the  Ancient  of  days, 
PaviIion*d  in  splendour,  and  girded  with  praise. 

O  tell  of  His  might,  O  sing  of  His  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath  deep  thimder-douds  form. 
And  dark  is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 
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This  earth,  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold. 
Almighty  I  Thy  power  hath  founded  of  old  ; 
Hath  stablish'd  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree^ 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the 


k 


Thy  bountiful  care,  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light ; 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  fiul ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  firm  to  the  end. 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend ! 

O  measureless  Might !  inefl&ble  Love ! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  Thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  tho'  feeble  their  lajrs. 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 


BENEFIT  OF  AFFLICTION. 

O  Saviour,  whose  mercy,  severe  in  its  kindness. 
Has  chasten'd  my  wanderings,  and  guided  my  way ; 

Addr'd  be  the  powV  which  illumined  my  blindness, 
And  weanM  me  from  phantoms  that  smil*d  to  betray. 

Enchanted  with  all  that  was  dazzling  and  fair, 
I  follow'd  the  rainbow,  I  caught  at  the  toy ; 

And  still,  in  displeasure,  Thy  goodness  was  there. 
Disappointing  the  hope,  and  defeating  the  joy. 

The  blossom  blushM  bright,  but  a  worm  was  bdow  ; 

The  moonlight  shone  fair,  there  was  blight  in  the  bean 
Sweet  whispered  the  breeze,  but  it  whispered  of  woe, 

And  bitterness  flow'd  in  the  soft-flowing  stream. 

So,  cur*d  of  my  folly,  yet  cur*d  but  in  part, 
I  turned  to  the  refuge  Thy  pity  display'd  ; 

And  still  did  this  eager  and  credulous  heart. 
Weave  visions  of  promise  that  bloom'd  but  to  fade. 
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I  thought  that  the  course  of  the  pilgrim  to  heaven 

Would  be  bright  as  the  summer,  and  glad  as  the  mom ; 

Thou  show'dst  me  the  path,  it  was  dark  and  uneven ; 
All  rugged  with  rock,  and  all  tangled  with  thorn. 

I  dream'd  of  celestial  rewards  and  renown ; 

I  graspM  at  the  triumph  which  blesses  the  brave ; 
I  asked  for  the  palm-branch,  the  robe,  and  the  crown 

I  ask'd,  and  Thou  show'dst  me  a  cross  and  a  grave. 

Subdn'd  and  instructed,  at  length  to  Thy  will. 
My  hopes  and  my  longings  I  fain  would  resign ; 

Oh  give  me  the  heart  that  can  wait  and  be  still, 
Nor  know  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure  but  Thine  ! 

There  are  mansions  exempted  from  sin  and  from  woe. 
But  they  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals  untrod ; 

There  are  rivers  of  joy,  but  they  roll  not  below; 
There  is  rest — ^but  it  dwells  in  the  presence  of  God. 


MRS.  JAMES  GRAY. 

Caky  Amt  BKOWHB  was  bora  at  Maidenhead  Thicket,  Berks,  on  the  a4th  September,  x8z3. 
|ie»oted  to  -wcr^fyiBg  from  childhood,  she  appeared  as  an  authoress  in  her  fifteenth  year,  by 
he  psblicaCioa  of  "  Moot  Blanc,  and  other  Poems,"  dedicated,  by  permission,  to  the  Princess 
Wbcn  a  year  older,  she  produced  another  poetical  volume,  entitled  "  Ada."  Her 
poetical  works  were,  "Repentance,  and  other  Poems,"  "The  Coronal,"  "The 
Gift,*  "  Ignatia,*  "  Sacred  Poetry."  and  "  Sketches  from  the  Antique,  and  other 
.*'  la  xS^t,  Ate  married  Mr.  James  Cray,  a  nephew  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd.  On  the 
■at  of  Jsnoary.  zSiS  cbe  gam  birth  to  her  only  child.  She  died  on  the  2Bth  of  the  same 
tt^tfij  Mw%.  Gray  was  a  person  of  eminent  piety  and  amiable  manners.  She  contributed  to 
Ikt  DmU^i  C/miv«rsify  MagoMitu^  and  occasionally  furnished  verses  to  Chambtrjf  yoHmai, 
ad  ntUHtrmrr  GmM€t$e, 

"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

It  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer, 

But  'tis  the  Christian's  stay, 
Through  every  varied  scene  of  care, 

Until  his  dying  day. 
As  through  the  wUdemcss  of  life 

Calmly  he  wanders  on. 
His  prayer  in  every  time  of  strife 

Is  still,  "Thy  will  be  done." 
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When  in  his  happy  infant  yean 

He  treads  'midst  thornless  flowers  ; 
When  pass  away  his  smiles  and  tears^ 

Like  April  suns  and  showers  : 
Then,  kneeling  by  his  parents'  hearth. 

Play-tired  at  set  of  son  ; 
What  is  the  pra3rer  his  heart  poors  forth  ? 

"  Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 

When  the  bright  summer  sky  of  time 

Cloudless  is  o'er  him  spread  ; 
When  love's  bright  wreath  is  in  its  pTime, 

With  not  one  blossom  dead  : 
Whilst  o'er  his  hopes  and  prospects  fiair 

No  mist  of  woe  hath  gone  ; 
Still  he  repeats  his  first-taught  prayer — 

"  Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 

But  when  his  sun  no  longer  beams, 

And  love's  sweet  flowers  decay  ; 
When  all  hope's  rainbow-coloured  dreams 

Are  sadly  swept  away  ; 
As  flowers  bent  beneath  the  storm      • 

Still  fragrantly  breathe  on  ; 
So  when  dark  clouds  life's  heaven  deform. 

He  prays,  "  Thy  will  be  done  I' 


i>« 
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And  when  the  winter  of  his  age 

Sheds  o'er  his  locks  its  snows  ; 
When  he  can  feel  his  pilgrimage 

Fast  drawing  to  a  close  : 
Then,  as  he  finds  his  strength  dedine. 

This  is  his  prayer  alone  : 
"  To  Thee  my  spirit  I  resign, — 

Father,  Thy  will  be  done  !" 


LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

Sinner,  whither  wilt  thou  go, 
Burden'd  with  thy  hopeless  woe  f 
Know'st  thou  wAo  can  give  relief? 
Who  alone  can  heal  thy  grief? 
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To  the  eternal  Sacrifice 

Lift  thine  heart,  and  lift  thine  eyes  ; 

Here  is  all  the  remedy — 

Jesus  lived  and  died  for  thee. 

Though  temptations  round  thy  path 
Lift  their  serpent-heads  in  wrath, — 
Though  the  heavy  tear-drops  start, 
Whilst  the  cloud  is  on  thine  heart, — 
Though  thy  hope  sends  not  a  glance 
From  His  hidden  countenance, — 
Jesus  can  thy  trials  see. 
He  was  tempted  once  like  thee. 

Though  thy  faith  is  weak  and  dim, 

For  salvation  trust  in  Him ; 

All  He  promised  in  His  word 

Only  is  a  while  deferred  ; 

When  He  vowed  thy  prayer  to  grant. 

He  foresaw  thy  every  want ; 

In  thy  Saviour's  treasury 

AU  is  garnered  up  for  thee. 

Strive,  nor  faint,  though  o'er  thy  soul 
Sorrow's  heavy  billows  roll ; 
Though  thy  heart  scarce  form  a  prayer, 
'Gainst  the  evil  swelling  there  : 
Keep  thine  eyes  through  good  and  ill 
On  that  blessed  Saviour  still ; 
Fails  thy  prayer  ?    Here  look  and  see ! 
Jesus  prayeth  now  for  thee. 

Fear  not  that  thy  faith  shall  fail, 
That  the  evil  shall  prevail ; 
For  thy  spirit's  lowly  lot 
Mourn  indeed,  but  murmur  not. 
Trust,  for  in  His  great  design, 
Glory,  peace,  and  joy  are  thine  : 
Doubt  and  terror  yet  shall  flee, — 
Jesus  finish'd  all  for  thee. 


i 
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JOSEPH  GRIGG. 


Jo5;p.PH  Crigc  was  bred  to  mechanical  parsuits.  He  afterwards  becanie  a  preacher  of  dto 
Presbyterian  Church.  He  as'>istc<i  in  the  Presl>yterian  church,  Sthrer  Street,  T  ^*M*"*.  froB 
174)  till  the  death  of  his  constituent  in  1747.  About  thb  period  he  married  the  widow  flf 
Colonel  Drew,  a  (gentlewoman  of  considerable  fortune,  and  established  his  rendeifece  tt  SL 
AIl)an.s.  He  ministered  shortly  before  his  death  in  the  old  Presb|rteriaii  church,  Wakhamrtow. 
He  died  on  the  2Qth  (.>ctolH.>r,  1768.  His  "Hymns  on  Divine  Subjects  and  Scrkws  Pdcbs." 
collected  from  different  sources,  and  accompanied  by  a  brief  memoir,  have  been  riM«»»*wi  bf 
Mr.  Sedgwick  ;  London,  x86i.  lamo. 


"BEHOLD!  I  STAND." 

Behold  !  a  Stranger's  at  the  door! 
lie  gently  knocks,  has  knock'd  before; 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will ;  the  very  friend  you  need. 
The  Man  of  Nazareth,  'tis  He! 
With  garments  dyed  at  Calvary. 

Oh  lovely  attitude  !  He  stands  • 
With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands: 
Oh  matchless  kindness !  and  He  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  His  foes. 

Rise  !  touch'd  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine, — 
Tlint  hateful,  hell-bom  monster  sin. 
Anil  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

If  thou  art  poor  (and  poor  thou  art), 
Lo  1   lie  has  riches  to  impart ; 
XcU  wealth,  in  which  mean  av'rice  rolls; 
O  better  far,  the  wealth  of  souls! 

ThouVt  blind,  he'll  take  the  scales  away, 
And  let  in  everlasting  day: 
Naked  tliou  art,  but  He  shall  dress 
Thy  blushing  soul  in  righteousness. 
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Art  thou  a  weeper  ?    Grief  shall  fly, 
For  who  can  weep  with  Jesus  by  ? 
1^0  terror  shall  thy  hopes  annoy, 
No  tear — except  the  tear  of  joy. 

Admit  Him ;  for  the  human  breast 
Ne'er  entertdhi'd  so  kind  a  guest. 
Admit  Him ;  for  you  can't  expel ; 
Where'er  He  comes,  He  comes  to  dwell. 

Admit  Him ;  ere  His  anger  bum. 
His  feet  depart,  ne'er  to  return  ; 
Admit  Him ;  or  the  hour's  at  hand. 
When  at  His  door  denied  you'll  stand. 

Yet  know  (nor  of  the  terms  complain). 
If  Jesus  comes,  He  comes  to  reign ; 
To  reign,  and  with  no  partial  sway ; 
Thoughts  must  be  slain  that  disobey. 

Sov'reign  of  souls !  Thou  Prince  of  peace ! 
Oh  may  Thy  gentle  reign  increase ! 
Throw  wide  the  door,  each  willing  mind. 
And  be  His  empire  all  mankind. 


"ASHAMED  OF  ME." 

Jesus  !  and  shall  it  ever  be  ! 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Thee  ? 
Scom'd  be  the  thought  by  rich  and  poor  ; 
O  may  I  scorn  it  more  and  more  I 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star. 
Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  blush  to  think  of  noon. 

*Tis  evening  with  my  soul  till  He, 
That  Morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee  ; 
He  sheds  the  beam  of  noon  Divine 
O'er  all  this  midnight  soul  of  mine. 

i 
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Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  shall  yon  field 
Blush  when  it  thinks  who  bids  it  yield  ? 
Yet  blush  I  must,  while  I  adore^ 
I  blush  to  think  I  yield  no  more. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  of  d^it  Friend 
On  whom  for  heaven  n^  hopes  depend  ! 
It  must  not  be  I  be  this  my  shame^ 
That  I  no  more  revere  His  name. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may. 
When  I've  no  crimes  to  wash  away  ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  joy  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

Till  then  (nor  is  the  boasting  vain). 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  : 
And  oh,  may  this  my  portion  be. 
That  Saviour  not  ashiuned  of  me  I 


THOMAS   GRINFIELD. 

Thb  Rev.  Thomas  Grinfield  was  bom  at  Bath,  on  tiie  sTth  «u»ptfmt>w.  rySB. 
recehred  his  elementary  education  at  Paul's  Crajr,  Kent,  and  in  1807,  cntefcd  Trtehy  Cdl 
Cambridfjre.  He  was  ordained  in  1813,  and  two  yean  after  took  bis  dcgr^t  of  M.  A.  la 
he  became  Rector  of  Shirland.  Derbyshire.  Mr.  Grinfield  has  published  **  FphH^  and  IC 
laneous  Poems,"  1815 ;  "  Attributes  of  Deity,  etc.."  tSaa ;  "  OmaipreseDce,  and  Sacred  Poe 
i8a4 ;  "  Visions  of  Patmos,"  1837  ;  "  Century  of  Sacred  Songs,"  xaaS ;  "  Devotknal  Exod 
1839,  and  sereral  other  works  of  a  biographical  and  theologica]  chmnettr.  For  maay  y 
he  has  resided  at  Clifton,  Gloucestershire. 

SIMPLICITY. 

Grant  me,  Lord,  to  walk  with  Thee, 

In  a  meek  simplicity  ; 

Let  not  vain  desires  intrude, 

Vain  perplexities  delude  : 

Childlike,  Zionward  Vd  go. 

Leaning  on  Thine  arm  below  ; 

In  humility  and  love. 

Following  Thee  to  rest  above. 
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Oh,  let  nothing  lure  my  heart 
That  would  cause  my  Saviour  smart ; 
Let  me  nothing  slight  or  shun 
That  would  please  Him,  borne  or  done  : 
"What  my  Friend  of  friends  would  grieve. 
Let  me  with  love's  instinct  leave ; 
AVhat  His  smile  would  honour,  still 
Do  it  with  a  cheerful  will. 

In  my  lot  of  joy  or  care, 

Thus  may  nought  my  heart  ensnare  ; 

But  Thy  Spirit,  ever  near, 

Draw  me,  guard  me,  guide,  and  cheer. 

Most  at  last  when  most  I  need. 

Be,  my  Saviour,  mine  indeed  ; 

TUl  I  rest,  all  trials  o'er. 

In  Thy  presence  evermore. 


THE  HEART,  THE  SEAT  OF  PEACE  OR  PAIN. 

All  may  be  outwardly 

Desert  and  gloom  ; 
While,  in  the  secret  soul, 

Summer  may  bloom. 
Health  may  depart  ; 

Yet,  from  above, 
Jesus  may  give  the  heart 

Peace,"  hope,  and  love. 
All  may  be  desolate 

kound  us  the  while. 
Yet  a  sweet  paradise 

Inwardly  smile. 

All  may  be  sunshiny. 

Summer-like  scene. 
Yet  may  the  heart-ache  lie 

Heavy  within : 
Wealth  may  increase. 

Friends  may  be  nigh  ; 
Friends  cannot  give  us  peace. 

Wealth  cannot  buy. 
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AU  may  around  us  be 
Sunshine  and  smile  ; 

Yet  the  poor  heazt  maj  bleed 
Inly  the  while. 


'Tis  not  in  circumstance 

Peace  to  bestow ; 
Nor,  where  that  heaven  resides^ 

Turn  it  to  woe. 
Lord,  if  Thou  bless. 

Where  is  distress  ? 
Where,  if  Thou  wound  the  beart. 

Balm  for  the  smart  ? 
'Tis  not  in  earthly  things 

Peace  to  bestow ; 
Nor,  where  that  heaven  resides. 

Turn  it  to  woe. 

Let  me  then  faithfully 

Seek,  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  can  mar. 

None  else  afford. 
Never,  when  blest. 

Save  in  Him  rest ; 
Never  in  woe  despair, 

Jesus  is  there. 
Thus  let  me  constantly  ^ 

Find  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  can  mar. 

None  else  afford.     • 


"  WE  WALK  BY  FAITH,  NOT  BY.  SIGHT." 

Oh,  could  we  pilgrims  raise  our  eyes, 

Bedimm'd  with  many  a  tear. 
Above  the  glooms  that  round  us  rise 

Frdm  sin,  and  grief,  and  fear  ; 
Could  we  the  sounds  of  strife,  the  sighs 

Of  sorrow,  cease  to  hear  ; 
What  glories  would  our  view  surprise. 

What  harmonies  our  ear  I 
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Bat  oh,  the  prospect  I — ^'tis  too  bright ; 

And  if,  when  faith  is  strong, 
A  glimpse  of  gloiy  glads  our  sight, 

Tis  faded,  lost,  ere  long  : 
Yet  dying  saints,  with  rapt  delight, 

Have  seemM  to  catch  the  song. 
Far  echo'd  from  those  harpers  white. 

Heaven's  holy,  happy  throng. 

• 

Though  once  the  favour^  three  might  share 

Their  Lord's  transfigur'd  blaze. 
And  drink  celestial  accents  there, — 

How  brief  that  sweet  amaze  1 
Bat  well  the  shades  of  grace  we  bear. 

Ere  glory  suit  our  gaze  ; 
And  well  our  voice,  with  sighs  of  prayer, 

Attune  to  songs  of  praise. 


JOHN   HAMPDEN   GURNEY. 

fOniRAMrOBNGuitXBVwassonor  Mr.  Baron  Curacy:  he  was  born  in  the  year  1803.  He 
wm  tor  anay  yean  curate  at  Laitterworth.  where  he  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  Dr.  Arnold.  He 

Rector  et  St.  Mary's  Church.  Marylebone,  and  was  made  an  Honorary  Canon  of  St. 

He  pabSabed  "  ScnDOoa  on  Old  Testament  Histories."  "  Sermons  on  Texts  from  the 
Ifialcs  aad  Go^ds."  and  nomerous  miscellaneous  discourses.  His  death  took  place  on  the 
M  March,  ttOa,  in  hie  fifty-ninth  year.  The  three  foQowin«r  hymns  have  been  sdected  from 
lb:  Cmnef*  coataribotions  to  "  Psafaas  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship,"  a  coUectioo  pabliahed 
If  liB**iar  the  ose  of  the  cluarches  in  Marylebone  rLo&don,  x85i;xtiaia 


GOD^S  GOODNESS. 

Yks,  God  is  good  ;  in  earth  and  sky, 
From  ocean  depths  and  spreading  wood, 

Ten  thousand  voices  seem  to  cry, 

"  God  made  us  all,  and  God  is  good." 

The  sun  that  keeps  his  trackless  way. 
And  downward  pours  his  golden  flood ; 

Night's  sparkling  hosts, — all  seem  to  say 
In  accents  clear,  that  **  God  is  good," 

s  2 


^•vii  .>\\(jii  uic  Liiuius,       i^ioa  IS  ^ouu, 
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lly  (i.nl  •^  «i\\ii  luiiul  with  sj>cc*-H  endue  J  ; 
Aiul  mail,  in  louder  notes  of  praise, 

Should  sing  for  joy  that  **  God  is  good." 

For  all  Thy  gills  we  bless  Thee,  Lord ; 

But  chiefly  for  our  heavenly  food  ; 
Thy  pardoning  grace,  Thy  quickening  word. 

These  prompt  our  song  that  '*  God  is  good.' 


"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee. 
And  plead  to  be  forgiven. 

So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be. 
And  form  our  soub  for  heavoi. 

Help  us  through  good  report  and  ill 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear. 
Like  Thee  to  do  our  Father's  will. 

Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel. 

Our  earthliness  refine, 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 
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Should  friends  misjndge,  or  foes  defame, 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then,  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 

To  conquer  them  by  love. 

Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife. 

Forgiving  and  forgiven. 
Oh  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 

And  follow  Thee  to  heaven. 


RESURRECTION  AND  ETERNAL  LIFE. 

*•  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust :" 
Lord,  we  own  the  sentence  just ; 
Head,  and  tongue,  and  hand,  and  heart, 
All  in  guilt  have  borne  their  part. 
Righteous  is  the  common  doom  ; 
All  must  moidder  in  the  tomb. 

Like  the  seed  in  spring-time  sown. 
Like  the  leaves  in  autumn  strown, 
Jjow  these  goodly  frames  must  lie, 
All  our  pomp  and  glory  die  ; 
Soon  the  spoiler  seeks  his  prey. 
Soon  he  bears  us  all  away. 

Yet  the  seed,  upraised  again. 
Clothes  with  green  the  smiling  plain  ; 
Onward  as  the  seasons  move, 
Leaves  and  blossoms  deck  the  grove  ; 
And  shall  we  forgotten  lie. 
Lost  for  ever  when  we  die? 

Lord,  from  nature's  gloomy  night 
Turn  we  to  the  Gospel's  light. 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Thou  wilt  all  Thy  people  save ; 
Ransom'd  by  Thy  blood,  the  just 
Rise  immortal  from  the  dust. 
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WILLIAM  HAMMOND. 


William  Hammond  composed  an  autobiofn^phy  in  Gredc.  which  was  never  pnfafiriied  >ad 
is  lost.  He  studied  at  St.  John's  CoUet;e.  Cambridge,  where  he  took  the  de^prcti  ot  A.B.  He 
preached  in  connection  with  the  Calviaistic  Methodists,  but  after  a  period  joined  the  Mon- 
vians.  In  1745.  he  published  "  I*salnis,  Hjrnuis,  and  Spiritual  Soa|^  jT  Ijoodan,  uno.  Another 
work  from  his  pen  i<>  entitled  "  The  Marrow  of  the  GospcL**  He  died  hi  1783,  aad  «M 
interred  in  the  Moravian  buryintf-groimd,  Chelsea. 


GOD'S  UNXHANGEABLE  LOVE. 


If  Jesus  is  yours 

You  have  a  true  Friend 
Whose  goodness  endures 

The  same  to  the  end  : 
Y'our  tempers  may  vary, 

Your  comforts  decline ; 
You  cannot  miscarry, 

Your  aid  is  Divine. 

Be  perfect  in  love, 

And  cast  off  all  fear  ; 
Your  hearts  are  above. 

Your  treasures  are  there : 
^Vhen  fiery  temptations 

Encompass  you  round. 
The  sweet  consolations 

Of  Jesus  abound. 

Can  women  forget 

Their  sucklings  at  home. 
And  cruelly  treat 

The  fruit  of  their  womb? 
Yet  God  hath  engraven 

Thy  name  on  His  hands ; 
Thy  building  in  heaven 

Eternally  stands. 

When  men  can  reveal 
The  height  of  the  skies, 

And  certainly  tell 
Where  earth's  centre  lies. 
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Then  Isniers  defection 

And  treacherous  ways, 
Shall  cause  their  rejection 

From  glory  and  grace. 

7*he  hills  may  depart, 

The  mountains  remove ; 
God's  infinite  heart 

Is  nothing  but  love. 
TTie  waters  of  Noah 

Shall  sooner  return. 
Than  God  will  forego  a 

True  oath  He  hath  sworn. 

A  moment  I  hid 

The  light  of  my  face, 
Yet  firmly  decreed 

To  save  thee  by  grace ; 
And  though  I  reproved  thee. 

And  still  should  reprove, 
For  ever  I  loved  thee 

And  ever  will  love. 

Then  who  shall  advance 

The  song  of  the  Lamb  ? 
Can  angels  enhance 

The  worth  of  His  name  ? 
Let  every  believer 

Incessantly  praise 
The  bountiful  Giver 

Of  glory  and  grace. 

HYMN  TO  CHRIST. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ; 
Tune  every  heart  and  every  tongue. 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

Sing  of  His  dying  love  ; 
Sing  of  His  rising  power ; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  all  whose  sins  He  bore. 
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If  you  have  felt  His  grace, 
You'll  not  refuse  to  sing, 
But  summon  all  3rour  powers  to  praise 
Your  Saviour  and  your  King. 


Look  back,  and  see  the  state 
Wherein  your  nature  lay ; 
Then  wonder  at  His  love  so  great. 
Who  did  your  ransom  pay. 

His  faithfulness  proclaim. 
While  life  and  health  are  given ; 
Join  hands  and  hearts  to  praise  His  name. 
Till  we  all  meet  in  heaven. 

May  Jesu*s  word  take  place. 
And  wisdom  in  us  dwell. 
That  we  His  miracles  of  grace 
In  psalms  and  hymns  may  tell. 

Tell  in  seraphic  strains, 
What  Christ  hath  done  for  you  ; 
How  He  has  taken  off  your  chains, 
And  form*d  your  hearts  anew. 

Be  carefid  to  approve 
Yourselves  His  children  dear ; 
Admonish  and  provoke  to  love. 
To  righteousness,  and  fear. 

Leave  carnal  joys  below, 
To  men  of  meaner  taste  ; 
Think,  speak,  and  sing  of  nothing  now 
But  Christ,  the  First  and  Last, 

Are  you  in  deep  distress? 
Then  sing  to  ease  the  smart  ; 
Are  you  rejoiced  ?  let  psalms  express 
The  gladness  of  your  heart. 
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When  Paul  and  Silas  sung, 
The  earth  began  to  quake ; 
The  prison  doors  were  open  flung  ; 
Her  firm  foundations  shake. 

The  prisoners*  bands  were  loosed  ; 
Who  can  the  Lord  control  ? 
May  equal  power  be  now  difliised. 
And  free  each  captive  soul. 

Sing  till  you  feel  your  hearts 
Ascending  with  your  tongues ; 
Sing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs. 
And  grace  inspires  your  songs. 

Sing  till  you  hear  Christ  say 
**  Your  sins  are  all  forgiven ;" 
Go  on,  rejoicing  all  the  way, 
And  sing  your  souls  to  heaven. 


HYMN  FOR  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now ; 
At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow. 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ! 
Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 
In  Thy  temple,  lo,  we  wait, 
Knocking  at  Thy  mercy's  gate ; 
Now  let  all  Thy  chosen  race 
►     Sec  with  joy  Thy  blessM  face. 

Oh,  that  we  might  lift  our  eyes  ! 
Oh,  that  our  poor  hearts  would  rise 
To  the  throne  of  grace  above. 
And  enjoy  the  sweets  of  love  ! 
Lord,  on  Thee  our  souls  depend ; 
In  compassion  now  descend  : 
Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace, 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  praise. 
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Saviour,  wilt  Thou  not  appear? 
Thou  hast  often  met  us  here ; 
BlessM  Master,  don't  dismiss 
Us  without  a  kiss  of  peace  ; 
Take  away  the  veil  of  sin  ; 
Shed  Thy  glory,  Lord,  within  : 
Give  us  double  for  our  shame  ; 
Let  our  portion  be  the  Lamb. 

In  Thine  own  appointed  way 
Now  we  seek  Thee,  here  we  stay; 
Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go 
Till  a  blessing  Thou  bestow. 
Send  some  message  from  Thy  word. 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford  ; 
Let  Thy  Spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 

Open,  Lord,  the  Fountain  wide, 
Bury  us  in  Thy  dear  side  ; 
Thy  rich  mercy  has  no  bounds. 
Hide  us.  Saviour,  in  Thy  wounds  ; 
Love  us,  wash  us  in  Thy  blood. 
Make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God  ; 
May  new  names  to  us  be  given, — 
Sons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  heaven. 

Comtort  those  who  weep  and  mourn 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return ; 
Those  that  are  cast  down,  lift  up. 
Strong  in  faith,  in  love,  and  hope ; 
Grant  that  those  who  seek  may  find 
Thee  a  God  sincere  and  kind  ; 
Heal  the  sick,  the  captive  free ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 

Son  of  man,  in  this  Thy  day, 
Thine  abundant  grace  display  ; 
Preach  the  acceptable  year. 
Bring  the  gospel  tidings  near ; 
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Sin  and  Satan,  Lord,  dethrone, 
Rule  and  reign  in  us  alone ;     • 
Save  us  all  from  sin  and  wrath ; 
Make  us  heirs  of  God  through  faith. 

Stablish,  Lord,  our  hearts  with  grace. 

Give  us  an  abiding  peace ; 

Then,  though  floods  around  us  flow, 

Though  winds  from  all  quarters  blow. 

Built  upon  Thyself,  the  Rock, 

We  endure  the  mighty  shock ; 

We  are  over  and  above 

Conquerors  through  Thy  matchless  love. 


GEORGff  WASHINGTON  HANGFORD. 

aoaCB  Washington  HanCFORD  held  an  appointment  in  India,  where  be  died  a  few 
tm%  afo.  Of  his  personal  history,  we  have  been  unable  to  ascertain  any  further  partkulan. 
la  coapoaed  the  popular  hymn  "Speak  gently."  which  originally  appeared  hi  Shmrpit 
f,  roL  T.,  p.  356. 1847—8.  It  was  set  to  music  by  Miss  Lindsay,  and  is  published, 
bjr  Mesin.  Cocks  &  Co.,  New  Burlington  Street,  London. 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 

Speak  gently  !  it  is  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear : 
Speak  gently  I  let  not  harsh  words  mar 

The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently  !  Love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind ; 

And  gently  Friendship's  accents  flow  ; 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

Speak  gently  to  the  little  child  ; 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain. 
Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild ; 

It  may  not  long  remain. 
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Speak  gently  to  the  young  ;  for  they 

Wat  have  enough  to  bear : 
Pass  through  this  world  as  best  they  may, 

'Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one ; 

Grieve  not  the  care-worn  heart ; 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run ; 

Let  such  in  peace  depart. 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor; 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endorCy 

Without  an  unkind  word. 

Speak  gently  to  the  erring ;  know 
They  must  have  toiled  in  vain ; 

Perchance  unkindness  made  them  so ; 
Oh !  win  them  back  again. 


Speak  gently :  He  who  gave  His  life 
To  bend  man*s  stubborn  will. 

When  elements  were  fierce  in  strife. 
Said  to  them,  "  Peace,  be  still !' 


i» 


Speak  gently :  *tis  a  little  thing 
Dropp'd  in  the  heart's  deep  well ; 

The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring, 
Eternity  shall  tell. 
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WILLIAM  VERNON  HARCOURT. 

B  RfiV.  'WILXXAM  VBKNON  HARCOURT,  canoD  residentiary  of  York  Cathedral,  is  younger 
of  the  Rt.  Rev.  Hdward  Vernon  Harcourt.  Archbishop  of  York,  and  Anne,  third  datij^ter 
be  first  Marquess  of  Stafford.  He  was  bom  in  1789.  at  Sudbury  Hall,  Derbyshire.  He 
daated  l>oth  at  Oxford  and  Cambridf^,  and  is  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society.  In  1840,  he 
BSed  a  tliin  doodcciino  Tolume  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns."  but  the  compositions  in  this  work 
re  been  lacdBded  in  the  "  Symmetrical  Psalmody,"  which  appeared  from  his  pen  in  1855. 
aaa  Harcoort  was  one  of  the  originators  of  the  British  Association  for  the  Advancement  of 
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Park,  Oxfordshire.  The  following  hymns  have  been  transcribed  from  the  *'  Symmetrical 
f,"  with  Mr.  Harcourt* s  kind  permission. 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 

A  Seedling  of  Jesse  shall  flower, 

A  Ruler  descend  from  his  line, 
Instinct  with  the  Spirit  of  power. 

The  Spirit  of  wisdom  Divine. 

A  Judge  to  reprove  for  the  meek. 

The  mantle  of  justice  to  wear, 
To  render  their  rights  to  the  weak, 

The  wrongs  of  the  poor  to  repair. 

Then  none  shall  devour  or  hurt. 

When  God  has  His  dwelling  with  men ; 

The  babe  with  the  scorpion  shall  sport, 
And  play  on  the  cockatrice'  den. 

Then  children  the  tiger  shall  lead  ; 

The  wolves  shall  lie  down  with  the  flocks  ; 
The  kid  with  the  leopard  shall  feed. 

The  lion  eat  straw  with  the  ox. 


The  word  that  goes  forth  from  His  mouth, 
A  light  to  the  nations  shall  be, 

To  spread  from  the  north  to  the  south. 
And  flow  like  the  tides  of  the  sea. 
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DELIVERANCE. 

For  succour  to  my  God  I  cried. 
While  many  mocked  my  pnyer. 

When  compassed  round  on  every  side 
With  troubles  hard  to  bear. 

He  heard  me  from  His  holy  hill. 
What  time  the  waves  lan  high  ; 

His  mercy  bade  the  sea  be  still. 
And  cammed  the  stormy  sky. 

Recovered  firom  my  mortal  pain, 

I  laid  me  down  and  slept. 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  my  God,  again. 

By  Thee  in  safety  kept. 

Thy  power  to  redeem  Thine  own. 

In  all  my  grief  I  knew  ; 
Salvation  comes  from  God  alone  ; 

To  Him  the  praise  is  due. 


THE  WORKS  OF  GOD. 

Thank  the  Lord  who  made  the  earth. 
Gave  the  seas  and  heavens  birth  ; 
God  the  Lord,  whose  Word  of  might 
Out  of  darkness  called  the  light. 
Full  of  mercy  evermore. 
Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  I 

Thank  the  Lord,  who  set  the  sun 

Day  by  day  his  course  to  run ; 

Lit  the  moon,  serenely  bright ; 

Spread  the  stars  around  the  night. 
Full  of  mercy  evermore. 
Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  I 
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Thank  the  Lord,  who  heeds  oar  call. 
Hears  all  flesh,  and  feeds  them  all ; 
Thank  the  Lord  whose  love  has  given 
Man  the  bread  of  life  from  heaven. 

Full  of  mercy  evermore. 

Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  I 
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to  find  admirers. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove ; 
With  flames  of  pure  seraphic  love 

Our  ravish'd  breasts  inspire. 
Fountain  of  joy,  blest  Paraclete, 
Warm  our  cold  hearts  with  heavenly  heat. 

And  set  our  souls  on  fire. 

Breathe  on  these  bones  so  dry  and  dead  ; 
Thy  sweetest,  softest  influence  shed 

In  all  our  hearts  abroad. 
Point  out  the  place  where  grace  abounds  ; 
I>irect  us  to  the  bleeding  wounds 

Of  our  incarnate  God. 
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Conduct,  blesi  Guide,  Thr  dnner-tnin 
To  Calv'Tj,  where  the  Lamb  wu  ilain. 

And  with  as  there  abide. 
Let  ni  our  loved  Redeemer  meet. 
Weep  o'er  His  pien:id  luuids  and  feel. 

And  view  His  wounded  tide. 

From  which  pore  Fountain  if  Thcni  dimw 
Water  to  quench  the  fiery  law. 

And  blood  to  pui^  our  sin. 
We'll  lell  the  Father  in  that  da,]r 
(And  Thou  shall  witness  what  we  tmy), 

"  We're  dean,  just  God,  we're  dean.** 

Teach  as  for  what  |o  pny,  and  how ; 
And  since,  Idnd  God,  'tis  only  Thou 

Tlie  throne  of  grace  can  move. 
Pray  Thou  for  us,  that  we,  throng  Edth, 
May  (eel  Ih'  effects  of  Jesu's  death. 

Through  faith  that  works  by  lo»e. 

TboD,  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Art  that  mysterious  Three  in  On^ 

God  blest  for  evermore  ; 
Whom,  though  we  cannot  compi«heiid. 
Feeling  Thou  art  the  sinner's  Frimd, 

We  love  Thee  and  adore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 

How  wondrous  are  the  works  of  Cod, 
Display'd  through  all  the  world  abroad. 
Immensely  great,  immensely  small  : 
Yet  one  strange  work  exceeds  them  tXL 

He  fotm'd  the  sun,  lair  fount  of  light. 
The  moon  and  stars,  to  rule  the  night  ; 
But  night,  and  stais,  and  moon,  and  sun 
Are  little  works  compared  with  one. 
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He  roU'd  the  seas,  and  spread  the  skies, — 
Made  valleys  sink,  and  mountains  rise, — 
The  meadows  clothed  vrith  native  green, — 
And  bade  the  rivers  glide  between. 

But  what  are  seas,  or  skies,  or  hills, 
Or  verdant  vales,  or  gliding  rills. 
To  wonders  man  was  bom  to  prove  ? 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  love  I 

Tis  hi  beyond  what  words  express. 
What  saints  can  feel,  or  angels  guess. 
Angels,  that  hymn  the  great  /Am, 
Fall  down  and  veil  before  the  Lamb. 

The  highest  heavens  are  short  of  this  ; 
Tis  deeper  than  the  vast  abyss ; 
Tis  more  than  thought  can  e'er  conceive. 
Or  hope  expect,  or  futh  believe. 

Almighty  God  sigh'd  human  breath  ; 
The  Lord  of  life  experienced  death  ; 
HoV  it  was  done  we  can't  discuss, 
But  this  we  know,  'twas  done  for  us. 

Blest  with  this  faith,  then  let  us  raise 
Our  hearts  in  love,  our  voice  in  praise  ; 
All  things  to  us  must  work  for  good. 
For  whom  the  Lord  hath  shed  His  blood. 

• 

Trials  may  press  of  every  sort ; 
They  may  be  sore — they  must  be  short ; 
We  now  Mta/e,  but  soon  shall  vi^w 
The  greatest  glories  God  can  show. 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ; 
Let  Thy  bright  beams  arise  ; 
Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds. 
And  open  all  our  e3res. 
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Cheer  oar  deq>oiidiiig  heaita^ 
Thon  heavenly  Parmdete  ; 
GiTe  ns  to  lie  with  hmnble  hope 
At  our  Redeemei's  feeL 


Revive  our  droopii^  fidth. 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remo've^ 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

Convince  as  of  oar  sin. 
Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood  ; 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

Show  us  that  loving  Man 
That  rules  the  courts  of  bliss  : 
The  Lord  of  hosts,  the  mighty  God, 
The  eternal  Prince  of  peace. 

'Tis  Thine  to  cleanse  the  heart. 
To  sanctify  the  soul. 
To  pour  fresh  life  on  every  part. 
And  jiew  create  the  whole. 

If  thou,  celestial  Dove^ 
Thine  influence  withdraw. 
What  easy  victims  soon  we  fidl 
To  conscience,  wrath,  and  law  I 

No  longer  bums  our  love ; 
Our  faith  and  patience  £ul  ; 
Our  sin  revives,  and  death  and  hdl 
Our  feeble  souls  assaiL 


Dwell  therefore  in  our  hearts. 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free  ; 
Then  shall  we  know  and  praise  and  love 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 
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SINNERS  INVITED  TO  CHRIST. 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched. 

Weak  and  woonded,  sick  and  sore ; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you. 

Fall  of  pity,  joined  with  power : 
He  is  able. 

He  is  willing  :  doubt  no  more. 

Come,  ye  needy«  come  and  welcome ; 

God*s  free  Ixmnty  glorify ; 
Tme  belief  and  true  repentance. 

Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, — 
Without  money 

Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

Let  not  conscience  make  3rou  linger. 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 

Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 
This  He  gives  you — 

Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden. 

Braised  and  broken  by  the  fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better. 

You  will  never  come  at  alL 
Not  the  righteous. 

Sinners  Jesus  came  to  calL 

View  Him  grovHing  in  the  garden, 

Lo,  your  Maker  prostrate  lies  ! 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him  ; 

Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies — 
"It  is  finished  1" 

Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

Lo,  the  incarnate  God  ascended. 
Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood  ; 
Venture  on  Him,  venture  wholly. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude. 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

T  2 
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Sftints  and  angels,  join'd  in  conoert. 
Sing  the  pnises  of  the  Lamb  ;    * 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaTcn 
Sweetly  echo  with  His  Name. 

Hallelujah ! 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same. 


LADY  FLORA  HASTINGS. 


Lady  flora  Hastincs  wm  the  ddeit  daaghter  of  Eari  Moira,  aAciBwdi  MmqA 
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1804.  Lady  Flora  was  bora  at  Edinburgh,  on  the  iith  Febrvary.  t9o6i,  Ob  •*«"fc'»"^  ««■ 
hood,  she  was  appointed  lady  of  the  bedchamber  to  Her  Royal  Hjghness  the  Dacbess  dKt 
She  <Ued,  unmarried,  on  the  sth  July,  1839^  A  posthumous  Tolnme  at  poena,  fttaa  bcr  | 
was  published  in  zSa.  edited  by  her  sister,  the  MarchkMMM  of  Bvte^    Edlubsnth. 


THANK-OFFERING. 

In  every  place,  in  every  hour, 
Whatever  my  wayward  lot  may  be; 

In  joy  or  grief,  in  sun  or  shower. 
Father  and  Lord,  I  turn  to  Thee. 

Thee,  when  the  incense-breathing  flowers 
Pour  forth  the  worship  of  the  springs 

With  the  glad  tenants  of  the  bowers 
My  trembling  accents  strive  to  sing. 

Thee,  when  upon  the  frozen  strand 
Winter,  begirt  with  storms,  descends  ; 

Thee,  Lord,  I  hail,  whose  gracious  hand 
O'er  all  a  guardian  care  extends. 

Thee,  when  the  golden  harvests  yield 
Their  treasures  to  increase  our  store  ; 

Thee,  when  through  ether's  gloomy  field 
The  lightnings  flash,  the  thunders 
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Thee,  when  athwart  the  azure  sky 

Thy  starry  hosts  their  mazes  lead, 
And  when  Thou  sheddest  from  on  high 

Thy  dewdrops  on  the  flowery  mead. 

Thee,  when  my  cup  of  bliss  overflows  ; 

Thee,  when  my  heart's  best  joys  are  fled ; 
Thee,  when  my  breast  exulting  glows ; 

Thee,  while  I  bend  beside  the  dead. 

Alike  in  joy  and  in  distress, 

O  let  me  trace  Thy  hand  Divine  ; 
Righteous  in  chastening,  prompt  to  bless. 

Still,  Father,  may  Thy  will  be  mine. 


FAITH  AND  HOPE. 

O  Thou,  who  for  our  fallen  race, 
Didst  lay  Thy  crown  of  glory  by ; 

And  quit  Thy  heavenly  dwelling-place, 
To  clothe  Thee  in  mortality. 

By  whom  our  vesture  of  decay. 
Its  frailty  and  its  pains,  were  worn  ; 

Who,  sinless,  of  our  sinful  clay 
The  burden  and  the  griefs  hast  borne. 

Who,  stainless,  bore  our  guilty  doom ; 

Upon  the  Cross  to  save  us  bled  ; 
And  who,  triumphant  from  the  tomb. 

Captivity  hast  captive  led ; 

O  teach  Thy  ransomed  ones  to  know 
Thy  love  who  diedst  to  set  them  free  ; 

And  bid  their  torpid  spirits  glow 
With  love  which  centres  all  in  Thee. 

And  come,  triumphant  Victim,  come. 
In  the  brightness  of  Thy  holy  love  : 

And  make  this  earth,  our  purchased  home. 
The  image  of  Thy  courts  above. 
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Dimly,  O  Ixndt  our  kMt  tje% 
The  dawning  rays  of  ^oiy  see ; 

Bat  bri^^tly  shall  the  morning  rise, 
Which  bids  creation  bend  to  Thee. 

Rise,  Sun  of  ligfateonsness,  and  shed 
Thy  beams  of  searching  lig^t  abroad. 

That  earth  may  know  (her  darkness  fled) 
Her  King  in  Thee,  Incarnate  God  I 

And  oh,  while  yet  Thy  mercy  speaks^ 
So  may  the  words  of  love  prevail. 

That  when  the  mom  of  judgment  breaks^ 
Many  may  Thine  appearing  ball  1 
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MISSIONARY  HYMN. 
(CfffUrikOgd.) 

Shout,  O  Earth  I  from  silence  wakings 
Tune  with  joy  thy  varied  tongue  : 

Shout !  as  when,  from  chaos 
Sweetly  flowed  thy  natal  song. 

Shout !  for  thy  Creator's  love 

Sends  redemption  from  above. 
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Downwards,  from  His  stir-paTed  dwelling, 

Comes  the  incarnate  Son  of  God : 
Countless  voices  thrilling,  swelling, 

Tell  the  triumphs  of  His  blood. 
Shoot  I  He  comes  thy  tribes  to  bless, 
With  His  spotless  righteousness. 

See  His  glowing  hand  uplifted  1 

Clustering  bounties  drop  around : 
Rebels  e*en  are  richly  gifted  ; 

Pardon,  peace,'and  joy  abound. 
Shout,  O  earth  I  and  let  thy  song 
Ring  the  vaulted  heavens  along  I 

Call  Him  blessM  !  on  thy  mountains. 

In  thy  wilds  and  dtied  plains  : 
Call  Him  blessM  I  where  thy  fountains 

Speak  in  softly  murmuring  strains. 
l«t  thy  captives,  let  thy  kings. 
Join  the  lyre  of  thousand  strings. 

Blessed  Lord,  and  Lord  of  blessings  1 

Pour  Thy  quickening  gifts  abroad  ; 
Raptured  tongues.  Thy  love  confessing, 

Shall  extol  the  living  God. 
BlessM,  blessed,  bless^  Lord  I 
Heaven  shall  chant  no  other  word  I 


"  GATHER  THE  LAMBS." 
Isaiah  xL  11. 

(CoHtributai,) 

To  praise  our  Shepherd's  care, 
His  wisdom,  love  and  might, 
Your  loudest,  loftiest  songs  prepare, 
And  bid  the  world  unite  I 

Snpremdy  good  and  great. 
He  tends  his  blood-bought  fold  ; 
He  stoops,  though  throned  in  highest  state. 
The  feeblest  to  uphold. 
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He  bean  Ihelr  sotlest  plajnl ; 
He  sees  Ihem  when  they  roam  ; 
And  if  Hit  meanesl  lamb  should  faint. 


Kind  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
A  weakly  flock  are  we. 
And  snares  and  foes  are  nigh  ;  but  keep 
The  lambs  who  look  to  Thee. 

And  If  tbrough  death's  dark  vole 
Our  feet  should  early  tread. 
Oh  may  we  reach  Thy  fold,  and  tudl 
The  love  which  us  has  !ed- 


SALVATION. 
{Conlriiutal.) 

Hallelujah  1  Lord,  our  voices 

Rise  in  choral  strains  to  Thee. 
Son  of  man,  Thy  Church  rejoices 

In  her  weclilj'  jubilee  ! 

Hallelujah  1  mere;  beaming 

Lights  the  path  that  leads  to  God  ; 

Hetald-hps,  Divinely  teeming, 
Publbb  blessings  bought  uith  blood. 

Hallelujah  1  pmisc  ascending. 

Shall  our  foith-wing'd  breathings  stay  T 
Lord,  befoie  Thine  aluir  bending, 

Let  the  heathen  hail  Thy  day. 

Hallelujah  t  Saviour,  hear  us ; 

Downwaid  send  Thy  qulcketung  Dqk  ; 
May  His  silver  pinions  bear  us 

To  the  realms  of  rest  and  love  ! 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 
(Contributed.) 

HosAMNA  I  raise  the  pealing  hymn 

To  David's  Son  and  Lord ; 
l^ith  cherubim  and  seraphim 

Exalt  th'  incarnate  Word. 

Hosaima  I  Lord,  om-  feeble  tongue 

No  lofty  strains  can  raise  : 
But  Thou  wilt  not  despise  the  young, 

Who  meekly  chant  Thy  praise. 

Hosanna  I  Sovereign,  Prophet,  Priest, 

How  vast  Thy  gifts — how  firee  ! 
Thy  blood  our  life — Thy  word  our  feast — 

Thy  name  our  only  plea. 

Hosanna  !  Master,  lo  !  we  bring 

Our  offerings  to  Thy  throne ; 
Not  gold,  nor  myrrh,  nor  mortal  thing. 

But  hearts,  to  be  Thine  own. 

Hosanna  !  once  Thy  gracious  ear 

Approved  a  lisping  throng : 
Be  gradous  still,  and  deign  to  hear 

Our  poor  but  grateful  song. 

O  Saviour,  ifi  redeemed  by  Thee, 

Thy  temple  we  behold, — 
Hosannas,  through  eternity. 

We'll  sing  to  harps  of  gold  I 

CHRISTIAN  PERSEVERANCE. 
{Contributed,) 

Widely,  'midst  the  slumb'ring  nations, 

Darkness  holds  his  despot-sway  ; 
Cmel  in  his  habitations. 

Ruthless  o'er  his  prostrate  prey. 
Star  of  Bethlehem, 

Rise  and  beam  in  conquering  day  ! 
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Light  of  life,  oar  sole  Defender, 
Rise  with  healing  on  Thy  wing : 

Rise  in  all  Thy  soothing  splendour, 
Rise,  and  earth  with  joy  shall  sing. 

Israel's  glory, 
GentUes  caU  Thee,  "Lord  and  King !" 

Christians,  haste  !  the  mom  is  breaking ; 

Darkness  wheels  his  downward  fli^it ; 
But,  your  polished  armour  taking. 

Stand  I  nor  quit  the  waning  fi^t. 
Great  Redeemer, 

Guard  us  with  Thy  shield  of  light ! 

Onward,  Christians,  onward  preniiig^ 
Triumph  in  the  Cnici6ed  I 

Endless  honour,  rest,  and  blessing; 
Wait  you  at  His  radiant  side. 

Cease  not,  cease  not. 
Till  you  see  Him  glorified  I 


FRANCES  RIDLEY  HAVERGAL. 

FRANCBS  Ridley  Havbkgal,  yoangtat  dauKhter  of  (he 
of  Astley,  Worcestenhire.  Under  the  sigaatare  of  F.E.U., 
and  hyius  to  (tom/  IVords  and  other  serials. 


"BE  NOT  WEARY." 
{ContribuUtL) 

Yes  I  He  knows  the  way  is  dreary. 
Knows  the  weakness  of  our  frame. 

Knows  that  hands  and  heart  are  weny. 
He,  "  in  aU  points,"  felt  the  same. 

He  is  near  to  help  and  bless  ; 

"  Be  not  weary  "—onward  prett. 
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Look  to  Him  who  once  was  willing 

All  His  gloiy  to  resign. 
That,  for  thee  the  law  fulfilling, 

All  His  merit  might  be  thine. 
Strive  to  follow  day  by  day 
Where  His  footsteps  mark  the  way. 

Look  to  Him,  the  Lord  of  gloiy. 

Tasting  death  to  win  thy  life; 
Gazing  on  that  ''wondrous  story," 

Canst  thou  fidter  in  the  strife  ? 
Is  it  not  new  life  to  know 
That  the  Lord  hath  loved  thee  so  ? 

Look  to  Him  who  ever  liveth. 

Interceding  for  His  own  ; 
Seek,  yea,  claim  the  grace  He  giveth 

Freely  from  His  priestly  throne. 
Will  He  not  thy  strength  renew 
With  His  Spirit's  quickening  dew  ? 

Look  to  Him,  and  fiuth  shall  brighten, 

Hope  shall  soar,  and  love  shall  bum ; 
Peace  once  more  thy  heart  shall  lighten  : 

Rise !  He  calleth  thee  ;  return  ! 
Be  not  weary  on  thy  way : 
Jesus  is  thy  strength  and  stay. 


"THE  THINGS  WHICH  ARE  BEHIND. 

(Contributed,) 

Leave  behind  earth's  empty  pleasure. 
Fleeting  hope,  and  changeful  love  ; 

Leave  its  soon  corroding  treasure : 
There  are  better  things  above. 

Leave,  oh,  leave  thy  fond  aspirings^ 
Bid  thy  restless  earth  be  still ; 

Cease,  oh,  cease  thy  vain  desirings, 
Only  seek  thy  Father's  will. 
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Love  behind  tfa;  bithlen  MtTOW, 
And  thine  every  uixioai  care  i 

He  who  only  knows  the  morrawi 
Can  for  ihee  iu  burden  bear. 

Leave  behind  (he  doubtiiig  tplitt. 
And  tby  cmshing  load  of  ifn  ; 

By  thy  mighty  Skvioiu's  merit. 
Life  eternal  thou  shall  win. 

Rcaltos  of  glory  lie  before  Oiite, 
Cloud  and  shodow-luul  l»*ht~»  ; 

Hiuten !  light  is  breaking  o'er  thee ; 
Enter  !  welcome  thou  ihalt  find  I 

l.<ave  the  darkness  githering  o'er  theej 
Leave  the  shadow-land  behind. 

Realms  of  glory  lie  befete  thee; 
Enter  in,  and  welcome  find. 


THOMAS  HAWEIS,  M.D.,  LL.a 


EASTER-DAY. 

The  happy  mom  la  come; 

The  Kaviour  leave*  the  gnve; 
Hh  glorious  work  li  done. 

Almighty  now  to  nve. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  livcth  thai  wai  dead. 
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Who  to  our  charge  shall  lay 

Iniquity  and  guilt  ? 
All  sin  is  done  away, 

Since  His  rich  blood  was  spilt 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Now  the  ungodly  dares 

The  holy  God  draw  near  ; 
Justice  itself  declares 

No  cause  remains  for  fear. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid ; 

The  glorious  work  is  done ; 
On  Him  our  help  is  laid  ; 

The  victory  is  won. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 


Hail  the  triumphant  Lord  ! 

The  resurrection  Thou  I 
"We  bless  Thy  sacred  word ; 

Before  Thy  throne  we  bow. 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 


THE  ASCENSION. 

Thb  Saviour  to  glory  is  gone ; 

His  sufferings  and  sorrows  are  past ; 
His  work  is  completed  and  done, 

And  shall  to  eternity  last. 
For  ever  He  lives  to  bestow 

The  blessings  He  purchased  so  dear; 
Our  bosoms  with  gratitude  glow. 

Whilst  to  Him,  by  faith,  we  draw  near. 
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Expecting  finom  Him  to  xeodiFe 

All  fulness  of  glory  and  graoe^ 
Rejoicing  in  hope,  we  beliere. 

His  promises  thankM  embrace. 
Onr  King  shall  protect  ns  from  haims. 

Our  Advocate  make  oar  jpltm.  good  ; 
Onr  Shepherd  will  bear  in  His  arms 

The  sheep  which  He  bought  with  His  Uood. 

Our  Prophet  will  point  ont  the  waj 

Which  leads  to  the  mansloiis  abore  ; 
Our  Priest  all  our  ransom  shall  pay; 

Our  Friend  of  unchangeable  love. 
But  whilst  to  the  Lamb  on  His  throne 

Our  hearts  and  our  voices  we  cmise; 
His  glory  exalted  we  own 

Above  all  our  blfsring  and  pfaise. 


THE  DAY  OF  PENTECOST. 

Enthroned  on  high,  almighty  Lord, 
Thy  Holy  Ghost  send  down  ; 

Fulfil  in  us  Thy  faithiid  word. 
And  all  Thy  mercies  crown. 

Though  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fixe 
Their  wondrous  powers  impart. 

Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire — 
Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 

Spirit  of  life  and  light  and  love. 
Thy  heavenly  influence  give; 

Quicken  our  souls,  bom  from  above^ 
In  Christ,  that  we  may  live. 

To  our  benighted  minds  reveal 

The  glories  of  His  grace ; 
And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 

The  brightness  of  His  fru%. 
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His  love  within  us  shed  abroad, 

Life's  ever-springing  well, 
Till  God  in  us,  and  we  in  God, 

In  love  eternal  dwelL 


sc 


REMEMBER  ME,  O  MY  GOD,   FOR  GOOD." 

Nehemiah  xixL  3X. 

O  Thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee  ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes. 

Dear  Lord,  remember  me ! 

When  groaning  on  my  burdened  heart. 

My  sins  lie  heavily. 
My  pardon  speak,  new  peace  impart : 

In  love  remember  me  ! 

Temptations  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee  ; 
Oh  give  me  strength,  Lord,  as  my  day : 

For  good  remember  me  ! 

Distress'd  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief^ 

This  feeble  body  see  : 
Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief ; 

Hear,  and  remember  me. 

If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  dear  name. 

Shame  and  reproaches  be  ; 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame. 

If  Thou  remember  me. 

The  hour  is  near ;  consign'd  to  death, 

I  own  the  just  decree. 
"  Saviour  I"  with  my  last  parting  breath 

ril  cry,  "  Remember  me  I" 


288  LYRA   BRITANNICA. 


ROBERT   HAWKER,  D.D. 
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ABBA   HYMN. 

**  Abbk,  Father."  Lord,  we  call  Thee, 

llallow'd  name  !  from  day  to  day; 
'Tis  Thy  children's  right  to  know  Thee; 

None  but  children  **Abba"  say  : 
This  high  ])rivilege  we  inherit, 

P'irst  Thy  gift,  and  then  Christ's  blood  ; 
God  the  Sj)irit  with  our  spirit 

Witni  sscth  we're  sons  of  God, 

CHORUS. 

*♦  Abba,  Father!"  Lord,  we  call  Thee. 

Abba  soimds  through  all  our  host. 
All  in  heaven  and  earth  adore  Thee, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Abba's  love  first  gave  us  being, 

When,  in  Christ,  in  that  vast  plan, 
Abba  chose  the  Church  in  Jesus, 

Long  ])crore  the  world  began. 
Oil,  what  love  the  Father  bore  us  ! 

Oil,  l\i)\v  precious  in  His  sight  I 
When  lie  gave  His  Church  to  Jesus, 

Jesus,  His  whole  soul's  delight  ! 

Though  our  Adam-fall  in  nature 
SccmM  to  make  e'en  grace  at  stand 

How  to  j>ut  us  with  the  children. 
How  to  give  the  goodly  land  : 


ROBERT « HAWKER,   D.D.  289 

Bat  the  plan  Himself  had  formed, 

Ere  like  sheep  we  went  astray, 
"  They"  said  God,  " shall  call  me  Father, 

Nor  from  me  shall  turn  away.'* 

And  the  richest  stores  of  pardon 

God  sets  forth  in  Christ  His  Son, 
With  the  Spirit's  grace  to  guide  us — 

Safe  to  bring  His  children  home. 
**Abba,  Father!"  makes  all  certain, 

E'en  by  word  and  oath  and  blood  : 
Abba  saith,  "They  are  my  people," 

And  they  say,  "The  Lord  our  God." 

Hence,  through  all  our  changing  seasons, 

Trouble,  sickness,  sorrow,  woe, 
Nothing  changeth  God's  affection, 

Abba*s  love  shall  bring  us  through. 
Soon  shall  all  Thy  blood -bought  children 

Round  the  throne  their  anthems  raise. 
And,  in  songs  of  rich  salvation. 

Shout  to  Abba  endless  praise. 


AMEN   HYMN. 

We  bless  Thee,  O  Thou  great  Amen, 
Jehovah's  pledge  to  sinful  men. 

Confirming  all  His  word  ; 
No  promises  are  doubtful  then, 
For  all  are  yea  and  all  Amen, 

In  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
Secured  in  this,  the  Church  on  high 
And  all  below  unceasing  cry, 

Amen,  Amefli,  Amen  ! 
To  Thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given, 
The  loud  response  of  earth  and  heaven, — 

All  hail,  Thou  great  Amen  ! 

Sweet  ordinance  of  God  to  bless 
By  Him,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
By  Him  I  say  again  ; 
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This  mighty  Him  makes  all  things  sure, 
Through  life,  in  death,  and  evermore, 
In  Him,  the  great  Amen  ! 

Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc 

0  faithful  Witness  of  our  God, 
Who  came  by  water  and  by  blood. 

Proving  the  Holy  One  I 
Thy  record  must  for  ever  stand 
Of  life  eternal  from  God's  hand. 

And  all  in  Thee,  His  Son. 

Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc. 

Sweetly  Tliy  verilies  we  hear, 
P^or  God's  Amen  dispels  all  fear, 

Thy  faithfulness  it  proves  ; 
And  while  such  grace  for  God  is  shown. 
To  God's  Amen  we  add  our  own. 

Our  So  he  it  He  loves. 

Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc 

Ve  saints  of  God,  in  age  or  youth. 
Who  swear  by  Him,  the  God  of  truth. 

By  Him  I  say  again  ; — 
Make  Ilim  whom  God  hath  made  to  you. 
Your  Aljiha  and  Omega  too  ; 

God's  Christ  is  your  Amen. 

Secured  in  this,  the  Church,  etc 

Nor  less  above,  ye  heavenly  host. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

(iive  jiraise  through  Him,  with  men  ; 
For  of  Him,  through  Him,  by  Him  sure, 
'J'hc  C'hiircli  shall  glory  evermore. 

In  Ilim,  the  great  Amen. 
SccuRil  in  this,  the  Church  on  high, 
i\\v\  all  below  unceasing  cry. 

Amen  !  Amen  !  Amen  ! 
To  Thee,  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given, 

1  he  loiul  response  of  earth  and  heaven, — 

All  hail.  Thou  great  Amen  ! 
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L.r>  IIE.3BS.  was  bom  on  the  azst  April,  1783.  at  Malpas,  Cheshire.  In  his  teventeenth 
Bcasenoce  College,  Oxford.  In  1803.  he  obtained  the  Unlvenity  prise  fat 
and  in  the  foUowing  year  gained  the  gold  medal  for  his  poem  of  "  Paks- 
le  i^rawlnatcd  A.M.  in  1808.  He  was  elected  to  a  Fellowship  at  AU  Souls'  College,  and 
er  obcained  tbe  liTiug  of  Hodnet  In  i9aa,  he  was  elected  preacher  to  the  benchers  of 
'%  Ion,  with  aa  addition  of  iJ^oo  to  his  yearly  income.  In  1893,  he  accepted  the 
tc  of  Calcntta.  To  the  duties  of  his  high  office  in  India,  he  applied  himself  with  apo* 
xloar.  His  mhiablc  life  was  cut  short  while  in  course  of  an  episcopal  risitation.  He 
Kldenly,  of  apoplexy,  while  taking  a  bath,  at  Trichinopoly,  on  the  3rd  April,  sflMS,  In  his 
crd  year.  Bisbop  Heber  was  a  contributor  to  TMt  Quarttriy  Rtviem;  he  wrote  a 
r  of  Jer«my  Taylor,  and  published  some  other  prose  writings.  In  i8>7,  his  hymns  were 
ted  in  an  cxtavo  Tolnmc.  along  with  sacred  lyrics  by  Mr.  Milman  and  others.  Wahare 
iseofttaiaeditiaQ. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand. 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river. 

From  nuiny  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Java's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  Is  vile; 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  stro^ii ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone  ! 

Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  Wisdom  from  on  high. 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  oh,  Salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  leam'd  Messiah's  name. 

U  2 


nRir.KTEST  and  best  of  the  rani  of  then 
DawQ  on  our  ilB.rknea,  tmd  lend  u  TUdc  aid  ; 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adonifng, 
Guide  where  our  iofuit  R    " 


Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dew-dropa  m 
Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beari*  oT  tiK  Mai 

Angela  adore  Him,  in  tlnmber  redtnblg^ 
Maker,  and  Monardi,  and  Saviow  of  allt 


Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  In  eortlf  di 
Odours  of  Edom,  and  oflolnp  DMn^ 

Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pcarii  of  tbe  oeea^ 
MfTTh  from  the  foRit,  or  gold  Cran  tbe  Bine  t 

Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblaUen, 
Vainly  with  gift)  would.  Hla  fimidr  leean  j 

Richer  by  far  is  the  heart'*  adoiatlaa^ 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  pnqren  of  tte  pooK 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  knu  of  die  —""'-g. 
Dawn  on  onr  darknei^  and  Itnd  oa  "ntei  aid 

Star  of  the  East,  the  borinm  adondB^ 
Guide  where  our  infant  RedeemeT  ia  U^ 
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Lo,  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod  ; 
Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet. 

Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 

And  stormy  passion's  rage ! 

O  Thou,  whose  Infant  feet  were  found 

Within  Thy  Father's  shrine, — 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crown'd. 

Were  all  alike  Divine, — 

Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath. 

We  seek  Thy  grace  alone. 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death. 

To  keep  us  still  Thine  own. 
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HELP,  LORD,  OR  WE  PERISH." 


Whkn  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming, 
When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming. 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker :  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

O  Jesus  I  once  toss'd  on  Ihe  breast  of  the  billow, 
Azoosed  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  Thy  pillow. 
Now  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 
Who  cries  in  his  danger,  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

<^  And  oh,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging. 
When  hell  in  our  heart  his  wild  warfisure  is  waging, 
Arise  in  Thy  strength.  Thy  redeemed  to  cherish  ; 
Kebuke  the  destroyer :  *'  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 
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AT  A  FUNERAL. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the  tomb ; 

Thy  Saviour  has  pass'd  through  its  portal  before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through  the  gloom. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  ;  we  no  longer  behold  thee^ 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  side  ; 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee. 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  has  died. 


Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  and,  its  mansion  forsaking 
Perhaps  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  lingered  long  ; 

But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beamed  on  thy  waking. 
And  the  sotmd  which  thou  heard*st  was  the  seraphim's 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee. 
Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian,  and  gnide  ; 

He  gave  thee.  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  restore  thee^ 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  PRAYER. 

Lord,  whose  love,  in  power  excelling, 
Wash*d  the  leper*s  stain  away  : 

Jesus,  from  Thy  heavenly  dwelling. 
Hear  us,  hdp  us,  when  we  pray. 

From  the  filth  of  vice  and  folly. 
From  infuriate  passion's  rage. 

Evil  thoughts,  and  hopes  unholy. 
Heedless  youth,  and  selfish  age  ; 

From  the  lusts  whose^eep  poUntlons 
Adam's  ancient  taint  disclose  ; 

From  the  tempter's  dark  intrusions, 
Restless  doubt,  and  blind  repose  ; 

From  the  miser's  cursM  treasure  ; 

From  the  drunkard's  jest  obscene  ; 
From  the  world — ^its  pomp  and  pleasure^- 

Jesus,  Master,  make  us  clean  1 
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PRAYER  FOR  DIVINE  MERCY. 

Oh  blest  were  the  accents  of  early  creation, 

When  the  Word  of  Jehovah  came  down  from  above  ; 

In  the  clods  of  the  earth  to  infuse  animation, 
And  wake  their  cold  atoms  to  life  and  to  love  I 

And  mightj  the  tones  which  the  firmament  rended. 
When,  on  wheels  of  the  thunder,  and  wings  of  the  wind, 

By  lightning,  and  hail,  and  thick  darkness  attended, 
He  utter'd  on  Sinai  His  laws  to  mankind. 

And  sweet  was  the  voice  of  the  First-born  of  heaven 
(Though  poor  His  apparel,  though  earthly  His  form). 

Who  said  to  the  mourner,  "  Thy  sins  are  forgiven  1 " 
"  Be  whole  "  to  the  sick,  and  **  Be  still "  to  the  storm. 

O  Judge  of  the  world  !  when,  arrayed  in  Thy  glory, 
Thy  summons  again  shall  be  heard  from  on  high  ; 

While  nature  stands  trembling  and  naked  before  Thee, 
And  waits  on  Thy  sentence  to  live  or  to  die ; 

When  the  heaVn  shall  fly  fast  fipom  the  sound  of  Thy  thunder. 
And  the  sun  in  Thy  lightnings  grow  languid  and  pale. 

And  the  sea  yield  her  dead,  and  the  tomb  cleave  asimder, — 
In  the  hour  of  Thy  terrors,  let  mercy  prevail  1 


THE  SECOND  ADVENT. 

The  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake. 
The  hills  their  fix^d  seat  forsake. 
And,  withering,  from  the  vault  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light 

The  Lord  will  come' !  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  He  came, 
A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
The  bruis'd,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  come  !  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm  ; 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind, 
Anointed  Judge  of  human-kind  I 
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Can  this  be  He,  who  wont  to  stray 

A  pUgrim  on  the  world's  highway. 

By  power  oppressed,  and  mock'd  by  pride  ? 

O  God !  is  this  the  Crucified! 

Go,  tyrants  !  to  the  rocks  complain  I 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain  ! 
But  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb. 
Shall  sii^  for  joy — the  Lord  is  come  I 


THE  HOLY  TRINITY. 

Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord  God  Almi^ty  I 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee  ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  !  merciful  and  mighty  ! 
God  in  three  Persons,  blessM  Trinity. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  all  the  saints  adore  Thec^ 
Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee» 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

Holy,  holy,  holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see  ; 
Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  s 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !  merciful  and  mighty ; 

God  in  three  Persons,  blessM  Trinity  I 
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OTTIWELL  HEGINBOTHAM. 

WB1LX.  HKGINBOTHAM  is  the  aathor  of  a  Tolume  of  "  Hymns  PrinUely  Printed.' 
iaa,  X799.     His  personal  history  is  unknown. 


THE  YOUNG  PERSON'S  PRAYER. 

Hark  I  'tis  your  heavenly  Father's  call. 
How  soft  the  channing  accents  fall : 
••  Ask  and  receive,  my  son,"  He  cries, 
With  loving  heart  and  melting  eyes. 

Lord,  I  accept  Thine  offer'd  grace, 
I  come  to  seek  my  Father's  face, 
Nor  will  He  turn  His  ear  away 
Who  taught  my  heart  and  lips  to  pray. 

One  thing  I  ask,  and  wilt  Thou  hear. 
And  grant  my  soul  a  gift  so  dear  ? 
Wisdom,  descending  from  above, 
The  sweetest  token  of  Thy  love. 

Wisdom  betimes  to  know  the  Lord, 
To  fear  His  name  and  keep  His  word ; 
To  lead  my  feet  in  paths  of  truth. 
And  guide  and  guard  my  wandering  youth. 

Then  shouldst  Thou  grant  a  length  of  days„ 
My  life  shall  still  proclaim  Thy  praise ; 
Or  early  death  my  soul  convey 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD  IN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

My  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  O  my  God, 

Through  all  my  mortal  days. 
And  to  eternity  prolong 

Thy  vast,  Thy  boundless  praise. 
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In  each  bright  hour  of  peace  and  hope. 

Be  this  my  sweet  employ  ! 
Devotion  heightens  all  my  Uiss, 

And  sanctifies  my  joy. 

When  gloomy  care  or  keen  distress 

Invades  my  throbbing  breast. 
My  tongue  shall  learn  to  speak  Thy  praise, 

And  soothe  my  pains  to  rest. 

Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 

The  honours  of  my  God  ; 
My  life,  with  all  my  active  powers. 

Shall  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

And  though  these  lips  shall  cease  to  move, 
Though  death  shall  close  these  eyesj, 

Yet  shall  my  soul  to  nobler  heights 
Of  joy  and  transport  rise. 

Then  shall  my  powers  in  endless  strains 

Their  grateful  tribute  pay  : 
The  theme  demands  an  angel*s  tongue^ 

And  an  eternal  day. 


THE  GOD  OF  SEASONS. 

Great  God,  let  all  our  tuneful  powers 
Awake  and  sing  Thy  mighty  name ; 

Thy  hand  rolls  on  our  circling  hours. 
The  hand  from  which  our  being  came. 

Seasons  and  moons,  revolving  round. 
In  beauteous  order  speak  Thy  praise  ; 

And  years,  wth  smiling  mercy  crown'd. 
To  Thee  successive  honours  raise. 

Each  changing  season  on  our  souls 
Its  sweetest,  kindest  influence  sheds  ; 

And  every  period,  as  it  rolls, 
Showers  countless  blessings  on  our  heads. 


MRS.    IIEMANS. 
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K  )iir  livc-^,  (.ur  health,  oiir  fric-n-l-;,  \vc  (jwc 
All  to  Thy  va^t  unbounde<l  love  ; 

Ten  thousand  precious  gifts  below, 
And  hope  of  nobler  joys  above. 


MRS.  HEMANS. 

IX>ROTHBA  Brownb  was  born  at  LiTerpool.  on  the  95th  September.  1794.    Her 

a  Liverpool  mercluuit.    When  his  dautffater  was  rcry  youni;,  he  remuvcd  hd»  family 

N  orth  Wales.  The  romantic  nature  lA  her  early  hunic,  an  old  nunNiun  by  the 

a  chain  of  rucky  hiUt,  exercised  a  powerful  influence  («  her  fancy.  In  her  ninth 

compusftd  verses,  whkh  were  included  in  a  volume  of  poems,  which,  at  the  age  of 

«he  save  to  the  workL    In  iSxa,  she  publishetl  a  second  volume,  entitled  "  Domestic 

,"  mad  in  the  same  year,  married  Captain  Hemans.    After  bome  yc.irs.  her  husband 

to  Italy.  Icavinif  hear  to  undertake  the  upbrini^nif  of  their  five  sons.    She  continued 

hcfself  to  poetical  composition,  and  her  numen>us  lyrics  are  to  be  remarked  for  their 

path*^  and  ifracefulneas,  alike  of  expression  and  ihought.    After  rcsidini;  in  liilTercnt 

Britain.  *lie  tocJc  up  her  abode  in  Dublin,  where  she  died  on  the  16th  May.  1835.    Her 

collected  by  her  aktcr,  and  published,  with  a  memoir,  ta  seven  volumes,  8\o: 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away  ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye. 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Called  Thy  harvest-work  to  leave  : 
Pray,  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be  ; 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 


Traveller  in  the  stranger's  land, 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band  ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone  ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea  : 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  ! 


TIIK  FOU.XT. 

Where  is  the  trei 
Into  the  bitter  v 

I^  ft  DO  scion  wl 
The  thiisting  so; 

Hath  nature  lost  tl 
Ib  precious  folia 

Is  there  no  distani . 
With  such  sweet 

N"?.  wherefore  ask 
Which  yet  may  n 

Ewth's  many  troubl 
Of  heaven's  own  I 

Oh,  mingled  with  th 
I^l  faith's  deep  sf 

And  every  prayer  sh. 
From  that  bless'd 
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"  Is  it  where  the  feathery  palm-trees  rise. 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  ? 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  sea^ 
Where  firagrant  forests  perfume  the  breeze, 
And  strange  bright  birds,  on  their  starry  wings. 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things  ?  " 
**  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child." 

"  Is  it  far  away  in  some  region  old. 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shine, 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine. 
And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  coral  strand — 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  ?" 
**  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child. 

"  "Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy  ; 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  sweet  songs  of  joy  ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  fair  ; 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom  ; 
Far  beyond  the  clduds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, — 
It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child." 


GEORGE  HERBERT. 

tyauCB  Herbert  was  born  At  Montgomery  Castle,  Wales,  on  the  3rd  April,  1593.  He 
im«d  to  die  old  fiumly  of  the  Herberts,  Harb  of  Pembroke,  and  his  eldest  brother,  Lord 
Hbert  of  Cherbtny,  is  well  known  as  a  phil«wophical  writer,  and  as  the  author  of  an  interest- 
autobkogrxpiiiy.  The  subject  of  this  notice  was  educated  at  Westminster  School ;  he 
Bvd  Trinity  CoUege,  Cambridge,  about  the  year  1608.  He  was  elected  Fellow  in  1615 ;  he 
;f  Mid»  was  advanced  to  the  post  of  public  orator.  He  sought  preferment  at  court,  but 
— a^iy  took  ordera.  In  r6a6,  he  became  Prebendary  of  Leighton  Bromswold ;  in  z^, 
was  ■ppointed  Rector  of  Bemerton,  near  Salisbury.  He  died  in  1633,  in  his  thirty-ninth 
f^  If  Is  **Tanple,  or  Sacred  Poems  and  Private  Ejaculations,"  was  published  a  year 
sr  bte  i<«»***«  The  work  at  once  became  popular,  and  the  celebrity  of  the  author  as  a 
ffyyf—  poet  remains  undiminished.     When  he  entered  the  Church,  Herbert  resolved  to 

rate  a&  bis  powers  to  the  service  of  Cod.  His  compositions  breath  the  spirit  of  a  devoted 

f.    The  foOomiag  are  transcribed  from  the  edition  of  1674. 

GRACE. 

My  stock  lies  dead,  and  no  increase 

Doth  my  dull  husbandry  improve  ; 
O  let  Thy  graces  without  cease 

Drop  from  above  !  . 
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Tliy  liuusc  would  bul  a  dungeoa  [xov^ 
Thy  work*  nighf  f  captive*.     O  l«t  grace 
Drop  from  abore  I 

The  dew  doth  evtxj  momiag  ttU ; 

And  shall  the  dev  oatiblp  Thr  Dawl 
The  dew,  for  which  g:ra*t  cannot  cal^ 
Drop  from  above  I 

Death  U  *tiU  worlcins  like  a  mob; 

And  dig*  my  grave  at  each  noun*  i 
Let  grace  work  too,  and  on  nj  nil 
Drop  from  above  I 

Sin  is  still  hammering  my  heart 

Unto  a  hardness  void  of  love  ; 

Let  luppling  grace,  to  cran  Ui  ait^ 

Drop  from  above  t 

O  come  t  for  Thoa  dost  know  tha.w^  t . 

Or  If  lo  me  Thoa  wilt  not  inav% 

Remove  me  where  I  need  not  a?, 

"  Draff rsmaAevtl" 


SUNDAY. 

O  DAV  most  calm,  moat  brlgbt^ 
The  frail  of  thi*,  the  next  worid**  bi^ 
The  endorsement  of  Hpreine  dcU^^ 
Writ  by  a  Friend,  and  with  Hit  bbed ) 
The  couch  of  time ;  care'*  balm  and  b^  3 
The  week  were  dark,  but  for  tbr  U^  j 

Thy  torch  doth  show  the  way. 

The  other  days  and  thou 
Make  up  one  man  ;  whose  bee  dM»  nt  . 

Knocking  at  heaven  with  thy  bmw  )  ,  ^1 

The  worky-days  are  the  back-put  t  -^.^ 

The  burden  of  the  week  Ilea  tbo^ 
Making  the  whole  to  stoop  and  bgv, 

Till  thy  release  appear. 
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Mali  had  straight  forward  gone 
To  endless  death  ;  but  thou  dost  pull 
And  torn  us  round  to  look  on  One 
Whom,  if  we  were  not  very  dull, 
We  could  not  choose  but  look  on  still ; 
Since  there  is  no  place  so  alone 

The  which  He  doth  not  fill. 


Sundays  the  pillars  are, 
On  which  heaven's  palace  arch^  lies  ; 
The  other  days  fill  up  the  spare 
And  hollow  room  with  vanities. 
They  are  the  finitfiil  beds  and  borders 
In  God's  rich  garden  :  that  is  bare 

Which  parts  their  ranks  and  orders. 

The  Sundays  of  man's  life. 
Threaded  together  on  time's  string, 
Make  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wife 
Of  the  eternal,  glorious  King. 
On  Sundays  heaven's  gate  stands  ope  ; 
Blessings  are  plentifiil  and  rife. 

More  plentiful  than  hope. 

This  day  my  Saviour  rose. 
And  did  inclose  this  light  for  His, 
That,  as  each  beast  his  manger  knows, 
Man  might  not  of  his  fodder  miss. 
Christ  hath  took  in  this  piece  of  ground, 
And  made  a  garden  there  for  those 

Who  want  herbs  for  their  wound. 


The  rest  of  our  creation 
Our  great  Redeemer  did  remove 
With  the  same  shake,  which  at  His  passion 
Did  th'  earth  and  all  things  with  it  move. 
As  Samson  bore  the  doors  away, 
Christ's  hands,  though  nail'd,  wrought  our  salvation, 

And  did'  unhinge  that  day. 


Till  that  we  both,  U 
Fly  hand  in  hand 


THE  EI 
Teach  me,  my  < 
In  all  things  The 
And  what  I  do  In  a 
To  do  il  as  for  T 
Not  rudely,  as  a  ; 
To  run  into  an  ai 
But  still  to  make  n 
And  give  ii  His  p 

A  man  that  looks 

On  il  may  sUy  his 

Or,  ifhe  pleaseth,  th 

And  then  the  heav 

AU  may  of  Thee  p 

Nothing  can  be  so 
Which,  with  this  tine 
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This  is  the  famous  stone 
That  tiimeth  all  to  gold  ; 
For  that  which  God  doth  touch  and  own 
Cannot  for  less  be  told. 


305 


SIGHS  AND  GROANS. 

O  DO  not  use  me 
After  my  sins  !  look  not  on  my  desert, 

But  on  Thy  glory  ;  then  Thou  wilt  reform, 
And  not  refuse  me,  for  Thou  only  art 
The  mighty  God,  but  I  a  silly  worm  ; 
O  do  not  bruise  me  ! 

O  do  not  urge  me  ! 
For  what  account  can  Thy  ill  steward  make  ? 

I  have  abused  Thy  stock,  destroyed  Thy  woods, 
Sack'd  all  Thy  magazines.     My  head  did  ache, 
Till  it  found  out  how  to  consume  Thy  goods. 
O  do  not  scourge  me  ! 

O  do  not  blind  me  ! 
I  have  deserved  that  an  Egyptian  night 

Should  thicken  all  my  powers,  because  my  lust 
Hath  still  sew'd  fig-leaves  to  exclude  Thy  light ; 
But  I  am  firailty  and  already  dust ; 
O  do  not  grind  me  I 

O  do  not  fill  me 
With  the  tum*d  vial  of  Thy  bitter  wrath ; 

For  Thou  hast  other  vessels  full  of  blood, 
A  part  whereof  my  Saviour  emptied  hath. 
Even  imto  death  ;  since  He  died  for  my  good, 
O  do  not  kill  me  ! 

But  O  reprieve  me  !  ' 

For  Thou  hast  life  and  death  at  Thy  command  ; 

Thou  art  both  Judge  and  Saviour,  feast  and  rod. 
Cordial  and  corrosive.     Put  not  Thy  hand 
Into  the  bitter  box  ;  but,  O  my  God, 
My  God,  relieve  me  ! 

X 


LITANY  TO  THB 

Ik  the  hour  of  my 

When  temptations 

And  when  I  my  sii 

Sweet  Spirit,  coi 

"hen  I  lie  within  i 

Sick  tn  heart  and  si 

And  wilh  doubts  di 

Sweet  Spirit,  con 

When  the  honse  dot 

And  the  worid  ii  dn 

Yet  mine  eyes  the  w 

Sweet  Spirit,  com 

When  the  artless  do< 

No  one  hope  hut  oft 

And  his  skiU  nins  on 

Sweet  Spirit,  comf 

When  his  potion  (md 
Is  ot  none  or  little  ski 
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When  the  tapers  now  burn  blue, 
And  the  comforters  are  few, 
And  that  number  more  than  true, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  priest  his  last  hath  pray'd. 
And  I  nod  to  what  is  said, 
'Cause  my  speech  is  now  deca/d. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When,  God  knows,  I*m  tossM  about. 
Either  with  despair  or  doubt. 
Yet  before  the  glass  be  out. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  tempter  me  pursueth 
With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth. 
And  half  dxunns  me  with  untruth. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  flames  and  hellish  cries 
Fright  my  ears  and  fright  mine  eyes, 
And  all  terrors  me  surprise, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  judgment  is  reveal*d 
And  that  open'd  which  was  sealM, 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 


X  2 


rilK   DAUCHTKR   (  .P  C.ILEAD. 

Ami  Ou:   -.liil  iiiil-i  lii.r  f.ithcr,  Let  tlii^  thing  be  Jone  ff-r  nic  :   let  nic 
months,  thai  I  may  go  up  and  down  upon  the  mountains." — yt*J.  ; 

There's  a  wail   upon  the  mountains ;   it  resounds  o*er 

heights  ; 
'Tis  the  cry  of  Jephthah's  daughter,  for  her  girlhood's  lost  d< 
Ere  the  summer  moon  declineth,  she,  too,  shall  ]>ass  away. 
Untimely  cropp'd  in  beauty,  as  a  budding  thorn  of  May. 

"Alas  !  thy  vow,  my  father  !    *Twas  a  bitter  vow  for  thee. 
And  what  cared  I  for  Ammon,  while  the  earth  was  green  to 
Shall  my  days  of  youth  be  gather'd  ere  the  fervid  noon  be  pa 
As  the  grass  beneath  the  sickle,  as  the  leaf  before  the  blast?' 

There,  in  silence,  on  the  mighty  hills,  the  stars  are  seen  to  g 
Where  she  bows  her  head  o'er  Gilead  in  the  meekness  of  her 
Across  her  breast  her  arms  she  folds  ;  and,  kneeling  on  the  s 
With  steadfast  gaze,  looks  upward,  as  the  mountains  look,  t( 

"  O  Thou  that  dwellest  above  the  cloud,  and  ridest  on  the  b 
Lay  Thy  commandment  on  me,  as  the  glory  of  a  dream  ! 
Could  I  hear  the  voice  that  Moses  heard,  whate'er  my  doom  n 
The  ground  whereon  I  tread  should  be  as  Horeb  unto  me  !" 


..«.     .^m^^     «.4a*>*.«>     .Ml.>k.*««v    4  »«  ««     •«»  .dUk.**  ■m4.4»  ••«     e*%r\d 
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ROWLAND   HILL. 

HILX,  the  cddjrmted  preacher  and  wit.  was  sixth  son  of  Sir  RowUnd  Hill,  Bart. 

v^  bam  on  lus  father's  estate  of  Hawkstooe,  Shropshire,  on  the  ajrd  August,  1744*    He 

DO.  afterwards  at  tbe  Unirenity  of  Cambridge,  where  he  graduated.    Contrary  to 

at  Hi*  Caosily,  he  entered  the  Church,  receiring  orden  in  1774.    He  subsequently 

to  the  Calrinistic  Methodists.    In  1782,  Surrey  Chapel,  Blackfriars  Road,  London, 

I  ovcted  for  his  use.    There  he  afterwards  preached  during  six  months  each  year,  employ- 

the  other  half-year  chiefly  In  itinerating.    He  died  on  the  nth  April.  1833.    He  published 

iy9»a  »*"«>  <<mo,  entitled  "Divine  Hjrmnv,  attempted  in  Easy  Language,  for  the  Use  of 

,•    The  foOowinir  hymn  is  transcribed  from  his  "  Collection  of  Pwdnu  and  Hymns." 

xSyx.    Sth  edition. 


GLORY  OF  THE  SAINTS. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 
Nearer  the  throne  than  cherubs  stand, 
With  glory  crown*d,  in  white  array, 
My  wondering  soul  says,  Who  are  they? 

These  are  the  saints  beloved  of  God, 
WashM  are  their  robes  in  Jesu's  blood ; 
More  spotless  than  the  purest  white, 
They  shine  in  uncreated  light. 

Brighter  than  angels,  lo  !  they  shine, 
Their  glories  great,  and  all  Divine ; 
Tell  me  their  origin,  and  say 
Their  order  what,  and  whence  came  they. 

Through  tribulation  great  they  came  ; 
They  bore  the  cross,  and  scom'd  the  shame ; 
Within  the  living  temple  blest. 
In  God  they  dwell,  and  on  Him  rest. 

And  does  the  cross  thus  prove  their  gain? 
And  shall  they  ttius  for  ever  reign, 
Seated  on  sapphire  thrones,  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace? 

Hunger  they  ne*er  shall  feel  again, 
Nor  burning  thirst  shall  they  sustain  ; 
To  wells  of  living  waters  led, 
By  God,  the  Lamb,  for  ever  fed. 
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UdtnowTl  to  mortal  ran,  they  sing 
The  secret  glories  of  their  King. 
Tell  me  the  subject  of  their  lays. 
And  whence  their  load  emoted  praise:, 

Jesus,  the  SB.viour,  a  their  theme  ; 
They  sing  the  wonders  of  His  name  j 
To  Hini  ascribing  pow'r  and  gncc. 
Dominion  and  eternal  pruse. 

Amen  they  cry  lo  Him  alone. 
Who  dares  to  fiU  His  Father's  thionc  ; 
They  give  Him  glory,  and  again 
Repeat  His  praise,  and  say  Amen  ! 


JAMES   HOLME. 


LITANY. 

(JOD,  my  Father,  hear  me  pray, 
Wash  my  crimson  guilt  away  ; 
\Vretched,  hclpieaa,  lost,  undone. 
Hear  me  for  Thy  blessid  Son. 
Lord,  unnumber'd  sins  are  mine. 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 

God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me; 
All  my  guilt  I  cast  on  Thee ! 
Give  my  troubled  spirit  peace; 
Bid  my  fears  aod  sorrows  cease. 
Lord,  unnumber'd  sins  ore  mine. 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 
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God,  my  Comforter,  my  Light, 
Strengthen  me  with  holy  might ; 
Make  Thy  dwelling  in  my  heart ; 
Faith  and  joy  and  hope  impart  • 

Lord,  mmumber'd  sins  are  mine, 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 

BlessM,  glorious  Trinity ! 
Holy,  everlasting  Three  I 
Hear,  O  hear  my  earnest  prayer ! 
And  my  soul  for  heaven  prepare ! 
Lord,  unnumber'd  sins  are  mine, 
But  eternal  love  is  Thine. 


FOR  TIME  OF  SICKNESS. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  how  abundant  the  treasure, 
All  riches  which  heaven  or  earth  can  afford  ! 

O,  may  our  thanks,  like  His  grace,  without  measure. 
Abound  to  the  glory  and  praise  of  our  Lord  ! 

All  things  are  ours ;  be  it  sickness  or  healing, 

'Tis  ordered  alike  for  our  infinite  good  ; 
Determined  by  ^[race,  and  for  ever  revealing 

This  truth,  that  we  love  and  are  loved  of  our  God. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  though  the  body  may  perish, 
We  feint  not  to  feel  it  fast  wasting  away  ; 

The  soul  its  bright  visions  of  glory  will  cherish, 
Ajid  strengthen  in  holiness  day  after  day. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  yea,  the  present  affliction 
Tho*  now  through  the  gloom  of  mortality  viewed ; 

For  soon  shall  we  joy  in  the  blissful  conviction. 
That  thus  it  was  good  to  be  tried  and  subdued. 

All  things  are  ours  ;  thro'  the  Saviour's  merit, 

Tlie  shame  of  His  cross,  which  must  needs  be  our  own. 

Will  brighten  the  glory  that  circles  the  spirit 
And  sparkles  like  gems  in  our  heavenly  crown. 


I'l'alli  laufhs  at  our  crfoi 

Hell  glories  to  «e  us  del 

And  Salan  eiiults  o'er 

One  hcRven-bom  hope  w 

Before  the  tribunal  of  ( 

A  hope  which  His  Spirit 

A  daim  in  ihe  deed  of  re. 

And  sealed  by  the  S<vi, 

O  Lord,  may  the  Sun  of  ' 

And  shed  on  ihe  gospel 

To  soften  all  hearts,  to  illu 

To  make  us  aspirt  to  the  C 

And  so«r  to  the  regions . 


THE  SABB 
On  each  retun.  of  he 
The  day  my  heavenlj 
OIrt  my  happy  porti 
1  o  nnd^premc  dell{ 
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When  gospel  messages  I  hear, 
O  may  the  Holy  Dove  be  near 
To  seal  Thy  promises  to  me, 
And  gjive  new  confidence  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When,  humbly  kneeling  at  Thy  throne, 
With  deep  distress  my  guilt  I  own, 
Then  let  my  contrite  spirit  see 
Enough  of  pardoning  grace  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

When  in  Thy  temple  I  adore. 
And  truth^s  unfathomed  mines  explore  ; 
Or  trembling  praise  the  One  in  Three, 
Fresh  glories  let  me  view  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 
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When  to  Thy  table  I  repair. 
Be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  with  me  there  ; 
Fix  my  whole  soul  on  Calvary, 
Till  it  is  all  absorbed  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Thus,  on  each  day  of  holy  rest 
May  I  with  heavenly  joy  be  blest. 
And,  in  a  bright  eternity. 
Have  my  undying  bliss  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 
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THOMAS  HOLME. 


The  RBV.  Thomas  holme,  brother  of  the  preccdtag.  was  born  oa  the  Mi  Xagm 
He  wms  educated  at  the  Crammar  School  of  Applebjr,  aad  obCaiaed  orders  from  the  E 
Durham  In  xfttA.   In  ia»,  he  was  appointed  Master  of  the  GffamaiarSdMxri  of  St.  Jote 
Kirkby  Rarenswocth.    Since  i8n.  he  has  held  the  vicarage  of  East  Cowcoo,  Yocfcih 
i86z,  he  published  a  small  volume  of  hymns,  coi^ointly  with  his  brother. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  PORTION. 

Almighty  Father,  God  of  love. 
Whose  wisdom  rules  the  circling  year. 

Grant,  as  I  run  my  destined  course. 
That  faith  may  triumph  over  fear  ; 

May  all  my  cares  on  Thee  be  throwxi. 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

Let  favours  past  confirm  my  hope 
That  Thou  hast  greater  things  in  store, 

That  love  enjoyed  through  Christ  on  earth 
Unchanged  shall  last  for  evermore  : 

Far,  far  each  faithless  doubt  be  gone ; 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

While  present  blessings  flow  around 
In  streams  of  mercy,  rich  and  free. 

May  present  acts  of  duty  show 
My  heartfelt  gratitude  to  Thee : 

Since  o'er  my  paths  Thy  gifts  are  strewn. 

Be  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

And  should  some  needful  cross  be  sent 
To  bend  and  mould  my  stubborn  will, 

O  may  that  cross,  by  love  applied. 
Through  grace  its  blessM  end  fulfil ! 

So  shall  my  heart  be  all  Thy  own. 

And  Thou  my  portion.  Thou  alone. 

Thus,  while  I  live,  my  love  for  Thee 
Supreme  o'er  all  my  powers  shall  reign ; 

Thus,  when  I  die,  dread  death  itseli^ 
Through  faith  in  Christ,  shall  be  my  gain. 

My  gain,  the  ransomed  sinner's  crown. 

My  blissful  portion,  Thou  alone. 
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"  THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

Almighty  Father,  King  of  kings  I 

In  Thee  I  live,  and  think,  and  move ; 
From  Thee  each  earthly  blessing  springs. 

And  richest  streams  of  heavenly  love. 
Assist  me.  Lord,  with  willing  speed 

In  duty's  happy  paths  to  run  ; 
May  every  thought,  and  word,  and  deed 

Confirm  this  prayer,  "  Thy  will  be  done," 

And  should  some  wish,  that's  near  my  heart, 

Conceal  no  sin,  nor  hurtful  be. 
Kindly  the  wish'd-for  gift  impart ; 

The  time,  and  way,  I  leave  to  Thee. 
But  would  that  gift  ensnaring  prove. 

Oh  then  the  rebel  thought  dethrone  ; 
My  anxious  prayer  denied  in  love. 

Help  me  to  say,  **  Thy  will  be  done." 

When  life's  bright  scenes  shall  fade  away. 

And  darkening  clouds  of  grief  appear, 
Be  Thou  my  light,  my  hope,  my  stay,         * 

And  still  each  murmur,  doubt,  and  fear. 
With  heart  and  eyes  upraised  to  Thee, 

W^hen  joys  and  health  are  gone. 
Then  shall  my  prayer  through  Jesus  be, 

**  Thy  will,  good  Lord,  not  mine  be  done  ! " 


DIVINE  LOVE. 

Love  Divine,  all  love  excelling 
Which  a  changing  world  can  give. 

Make  my  soul  Thy  favoured  dwelling  ; 
Then  to  God  I'll  wholly  Hve. 

Peace  with  Thee,  my  kind  Creator, 

Peace,  through  Christ,  I  humbly  crave  ; 

Tho'  my  guilt  is  great,  yet  greater 
Are  Thy  power  and  love  to  save. 
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Keep  me,  Lord,  from  self-deceiving. 
Free  from  sln*s  debasing  sway  ;  ■ 

In  Thy  love  and  truth  believing, 
Cheer  me  on  my  heavenward  way. 

Thou,  of  peace  the  only  giver, 
Thou,  the  source  of  bliss  Divine, 

Cleanse  my  heart,  and  O  for  ever. 
Heavenly  Father,  make  it  Thine. 

Come  then,  worldly  grief  and  weeping  ; 

Come  then,  disappointment's  sting : 
While  my  heart  is  in  Thy  keeping. 

Joyful  still  Thy  praise  1*11  sing. 

Pain  nor  death  from  Thee  shall  move  me ; 

Death,  through  Christ,  shall  be  my  friend 
That  subdued,  my  God,  1*11  love  Thee 

With  a  love  that  knows  no  end. 


"AT  EVENING  TIME  IT  SHALL  BE  LIGHT/ 

The  Christian's  path  shines  more  and  more. 

From  mom  to  perfect  day  ; 
Yet  darkening  storms  will  rise  the  while, 

And  hide  the  cheerfhg  ray  ; 
Though  clouds  may  dim  faith*s  heavenward  flight, 
**At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light. 


>i 


When  comforts  fail,  and  friends  are  few. 
And  griefs  his  path  surround  ; 

Though  all  is  dark  without,  within 
A  heavenly  light  is  found. 

No  change  of  scene  his  peace  can  blight, 

"  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light" 

*Tis  good  at  times  that  pilgrim  saints. 

For  a  short  moment's  space. 
Should  feel  that  God,  in  wrath  at  sin. 

Can  hide  His  smiling  face. 
Behind  that  veil  His  sun  shines  bright, 
**  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light." 
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••  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light ;" 

So  runs  the  promise  dear, 
To  cheer  the  pilgrim's  fainting  heart, 

^Tien  death's  dark  hour  draws  near  ; 
E'en  midst  the  gloom  of  nature's  night, 
•*  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light." 


HENRY   HOPE. 

tY  Hope  is  a  native  of  Bel&st.  He  was  there  apprenticed  to  a  bookbinder.  Since 
be  has  beeo  employed  in  the  finishing  department  of  the  Messrs.  Chambers,  stationers, 
BL  Tlie  fbaowinir  hyipn  was  printed  by  Mr.  Hope  in  1853.  for  prirate  circulation.  Lilce 
pofmlar  hjmuis.  it  has  been  altered  by  the  editors.  It  is  here  printed  from  a  copy  kindly 
led  by  die  author. 

JESUS  IS  MINE. 

Now  I  have  found  a  friend, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Jesiis  is  mine. 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease. 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Though  I  grow  faint  and  cold, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  shall  my  wants  supply. 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh. 
Nought  can  my  hope  destroy, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

When  death  is  sent  to  me, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Welcome  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


Si» 


yfhen  euth  iImII  |nm  Kmf, 

In  the  great  jodgiHnt-d^, 

Oh  I  what  X  KkxtowOtafr 
Tien  to  bdwid  ^  Kta|^ 
On  tnneAd  batp  to  rfa^ 

Father,  "Iltyi 

Thine  mi  tlu 

Fntae^teT 
Spirit  ofhaUiiei^ 
Sealing  the  Fatha'*  fptet, 
Thon  mad'it  m^  m«1  embnn 
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WILLIAM  WALSHAM  HOW. 


SAINTS'  DAY  HVUN. 
ICtnMtiited.) 

FoK  all  Thy  Saints,  who : 
Who  Thee  bjr  bjth  before  tbe  w 
Thy  name,  O  Jemt,  be  Ibr  ner 
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Thou  wast  their  Rock,  their  Fortress,  and  their  Might, 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fight ; 
Thou  in  the  darkness  drear  their  Light  of  light 

AlleluU  I 

For  the  Apostles'  glorious  company, 
Who,  bearing  forth  the  Cross  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Shook  all  the  mighty  world,  we  sing  to  Thee 

Alleluia ! 

For  the  Evangelists,  by.  whose  blest  word. 
Like  fourfold  streams,  the  garden  of  the  Lord 
Is  (air  and  fruitful,  be  Thy  name  adored. 

AUeluia ! 

For  martyrs,  who  with  rapture-kindled  eye 
Saw  the  bright  crown  descending  from  the  sky. 
And  died  to  grasp  it,  Thee  we  glorify. 

Alleluia ! 

Oh  I  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold. 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old. 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

Alleluia ! 

O  blest  communion !  fellowship  Divine  ! 
IVe  feebly  struggle,  tkiy  in  glory  shine  ; 
Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine. 

AlleluU ! 

And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long. 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song. 
And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong. 

Alleluia  ! 

The  golden  evenmg  brightens  in  the  west : 
Soon,  soon,  to  faithful  warriors  comes  the  rest ; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest. 

Alleluia ! 

Bat  lo  !  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day  : 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array  ; 
The  King  of  glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia ! 
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From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  fiirthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  peari  streams  in  the  countless  host, 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 

AUeloia! 


HOME  MISSIONS. 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise ! 

Gird  you  with  your  armour  bright  ; 
Mighty  are  your  enemies. 

Hard  the  battle  ye  must  fighL 

O'er  a  faithless  fallen  world 
Raise  your  banner  in  the  sky  ; 

I^  it  float  there,  wide  unfurl'd  ; 
Bear  it  onward,  lift  it  high. 

Mid  the  homes  of  want  and  woe. 
Strangers  to  the  living  Word, 

Let  the  Saviour's  herald  go. 
Let  the  voice  of  hope  be  heard. 

Where  the  shadows  deep>est  lie. 
Carry  truth's  unsullied  ray  ; 

Where  are  crimes  of  blackest  dye. 
There  the  saving  sign  display. 


To  the  weary  and  the  worn 
Tell  of  realms  where  sorrows 

To  the  outcast  and  forlorn 
Speak  of  mercy  and  of  peace. 


Guard  the  helpless,  seek  the  strayed. 
Comfort  troubles,  banish  grief ; 

With  the  Spirit's  sword  arrayed. 
Scatter  sin  and  unbelief. 

Be  the  banner  still  unfurl'd ; 

Bear  it  bravely  still  abroad  ; 
Till  the  kingdoms  of  the  worid 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  the  LonL 


MRS.   HOWITT.  321 


MRS.  HOWITT. 

IfAlty  HOWITT  is  die  second  duiffhter  of  Samuel  Botham«  s  member  of  the  Society  of 

Ik  was  bom  evly  in  the  centuiy,  at  Uttoxeter,  Staffordshire.    From  childhood  she 

a  aiagviar  power  of  observation  and  love  of  reading ;  she  composed  verses  ere  she 

fU^  acquired  the  art  aC  committing  them  to  paper.    Her  eariy  union  with  Mr.  Howltt, 

BBeravy  tastes  were  so  especially  alcin.  tended  to  promote  her  Juvenile  predilectiona. 

Bowitf  s  cootribtitioBS  to  periodicals,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  would  occupy  many 

Her  principal  puUications  are   "The  Seven  Temptations."  a  dramatic  poem 

and  other  Poems ;"" Wood  Leighton."  a  romance;  "Tales  for  the  People;"  the 

of  West  Wajrland;*  and"TheCostofCaergwyn.'*    Mrs.  Howitfs  name  is  honourably 

with  Scandinavian  Uterature,  she  being  the  first  to  introduce  the  works  of  some  of 

Boot  popular  Swedish  and  Danish  authors  to  the  British  public    The  fbUowii^  hymns 

been  contributed  by  Mrs.  Howitt 


THE  WILLING  DISCIPLE. 

LsT  me  suffer,  let  me  drain 

Life's  cup,  vinegar  and  gall : 
Only,  Lord — dear  Lord,  sustain 

My  poor  trembling  soul  through  all  ! 
Pain  and  anguish  cease  to  be, 
When  the  Spirit  leans  on  Thee  ! 

Let  me  bear  the  heaviest  cross. 

To  the  world  be  crucified  I 
If  Thou,  Lord,  amidst  all  loss. 
Art  but  found,  whate*er  betide, 
Loss  or  penury  cannot  be 
To  the  soul  enrich'd  by  Thee  ! 

Take  what  e*er  I  treasure  dearest, 

Joy  of  heart,  or  pride  of  eye  ; 
Only  let  me  know  Thou  hearest. 
Only  feel  that  Thou  art  nigh. 
Then  'tis  easy  to  resign. 
Knowing  that  my  all  is  Thine, 
And  that  Thou,  dear  Lord,  art  mine  ! 

y 
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THE  CRY  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 
{CofUrihUed,) 

Clothe  me  with  Thy  saving  grace, 
Mould  me  to  Thy  will  Divine ; 

In  Thy  blood  my  sins  efface, 
And  in  service  make  me  Thine  : 
Lord  and  Master,  make  me  Thine  ! 

Wealth  I  do  not  crave  to  own. 
Outward  honour,  pomp,  nor  ease  ; 

All  I  ask  is  this  alone, 
Thee  to  serve  and-Thee  to  please. 
Lord  and  Master,  Thee  to  pl< 


RICHARD  HUIE,  M.D. 
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TiHE  MERCY-SEAT. 
(Contributed,) 


"  Ask,  and  ye  shall  get  the  blessing  ; 

Seek,  and  ye  shall  shortly  find ;" 
Thus  the  Saviour  spake,  addressing 

Us  and  all  of  human  kind. 
Gentle  was  His  mien,  and  lowly ; 

Soft  and  sweet  the  accents  fell 
From  the  lips  so  pure  and  holy 

Of  the  meek  EmmanueL 
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Brother,  are  thy  days  of  gladness 

Like  the  dews  of  morning  fled  7 
Have  the  clouds  of  grief  and  sadness 

All  thy  summer  skies  overspread  t 
Trust  me,  while  thy  bosom  bleedeth 

O^er  its  joys  so  bright  and  fleet, 
Thou  wilt  find  the  help  it  needeth 

Flowing  from  the  mercy-seat 

There  is  One,  our  nature  wearing, 

Link'd  for  ever  with  His  own  ; 
All  our  bliss  and  sorrow  sharing. 

As  our  kindred  flesh  and  bone. 
Though  as  God  He  rules  the  nations. 

Still  as  man  He  deigns  to  hear 
All  our  groans  and  supplications, 

Ever  kind  and  ever  near. 

Cease  then,  brother,  cease  complaining  ; 

Weep  no  more  thy  lot  forlorn  ; 
Dost  thou  grieve  o'er  sin  remaining  ? 

Dost  thou  for  lost  comforts  mourn  7 
Does  thy  soul  in  secret  languish 

For  the  Saviour's  presence  sweet  ? 
All  thy  troubles,  all  thine  anguish 

Carry  to  the  mercy-seat 

Say  not  that  thy  sins  are  many, 

Say  not  that  thy  guilt  is  great ; 
Christ  was  never  deaf  to  any. 

None  to  Him  e'er  came  too  late. 
*Twas  thy  trembling  hope  to  cherish. 

On  the  cross  thy  crimes  He  bore  ; 
If  beside  that  cross  thou  perish. 

None  e'er  perish'd  there  before. 

Bride  and  Spirit  both  invite  thee ; 

Ransom'd  sinners  bid  thee  come  ; 
Strains  of  welcome  shall  delight  thee, 

Streaming  from  thy  heavenly  home. 

Y  2 
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Bowers  of  bliss,  for  ever  Temal, 
There  the  ravish'd  senses  greet  ; 

Joy,  and  love,  and  life  eternal 
Blossom  round  the  mercy-seat ! 


SATURDAY  EVENING  HYMN. 

• 
Ye  worldly  cares  and  themes,  begone ; 

Far  other  thoughts  my  bosom  fill: 

Another  week  has  swiftly  flown. 

And  I  am  spared  and  living  stilL 

Lord,  teach  roe  so  to  comit  my  dzy%f 
That  I  my  heart  and  soul  may  give. 

With  all  their  powers,  to  wisdom's  ways. 
And  to  Thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Soft  let  the  dews  of  sleep  descend 
This  night  upon  Thy  servant's  head  ; 

And,  while  I  rest.  Thy  wings  extend. 
Thy  guardian  wings,  around  my  bed. 

Then  when  the  rosy  mom  shall  break. 
And  chase  the  shades  from  yonder  sky. 

Give  me  in  health  and  peace  to  v^ke 
To  seek  Thy  face,  and  feel  Thee  nigh  1 

Sweet  is  the  Sabbath's  dawn  to  them 
Who  Thy  salvation  long  to  see, 

And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 

With  fervour  hope  to  dwell  with  Thee. 

Such  be  to  me  the  hallowed  mom. 
Such  joy  may  its  return  afford  ; 

Thine  image  on  my  heart  be  borne. 
And  all  my  spirit  praise  my  Lord  ! 

For,  thus  built  up  in  faith  and  love. 
My  soul  shall  pant  to  reach  the  skies. 

And,  in  Thy  radiant  courts  above, 
A  Sabbadi  taste  that  never  dies  I 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  GRACES. 

What  is  faith  ?    It  is  to  see 
Jesus  bleed,  and  die  for  me  ; 
'Tis  to  trust  that  He  has  won 
All  Tve  set  my  heart  upon. 

What  is  hope  ?    It  is  to  know 
Comfort,  *midst  the  deepest  woe ; 
'Tis  to  fix  the  inward  eye 
On  a  home  beyond  the  sky. 

What  is  love  ?    It  is  to  find 
Brethren,  friends,  in  all  mankind  ; 
*Tis  to  bid  the  wretched  share 
In  our  bounty,  feel  our  care. 

Faith  discerns  where  Jesus  trode  ; 
Hope  supports  us  on  the  road  ; 
Love  instructs  us  to  display 
Christian  kindness  by  the  way. 

Heavenly  Dove  I  descend  and  bring 
All  these  graces  on  Thy  wing ; 
That  my  Saviour's  eye  may  see 
Faith,  and  hope,  and  love  in  me. 


ANNA  MATILDA  HULL. 
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THE  LIFE-LOOK. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
Then  look,  sinner — ^look  unto  Him,  and  be  saved — 

Unto  Him  who  was  nail'd  to  the  tree. 
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Ofa,  why  w«5  He  there  u  the  bearer  of  siii. 

If  on  Jesus  thy  ^di  were  not  bid  I 
Oh,  vhf  (rom  His  ride  floVd  the  rio- 

If  His  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid  T 

It  Is  not  thy  tears  of  repentance,  or  prayers. 

But  the  blood,  that  atones  for  the  soul ; 
On  Him,  then,  who  shed  it,  thou  mayest  at  once 

Thy  veigbt  of  iniquities  roll. 

His  togoish  of  soul  on  the  cross  bast  thon  seen  T 

His  cry  of  distress  hast  thon  heard  I 
Then  why,  if  the  terrors  of  wrath  He  endured. 

Should  pardon  to  thee  be  defeiT'd  T 

We  are  heal'd  by  His  stripes  ; — would'st  dtoa  add  to  the  w 

And  He  is  our  righteousness  made  : 
The  best  robe  of  heaven  He  bids  thee  put  on  : 

Oh,  could'st  tlna  be  better  array'd  ! 

Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  dnce  God  has  declared 

There  remaineih  no  more  to  be  done  I 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  He  appeat'd. 

And  completed  the  work  He  b^on. 

But  take,  with  lejoidng,  from  Jesus  at  once 

The  life  everlasting  He  gives ; 
And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  di^ 

Since  Jesus,  thy  Righteousness,  lives. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One ; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  Ibr  thee  ; 
Then,  look,  sinner—look  unto  Him  and  be  saved. 

And  know  Thyself  spotless  as  He. 
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PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise, 
Who  left  His  throne  above  ; 
Bring  Him,  ye  saints,  your  choicest  lays, 
For  all  His  love. 
For  His  beloved  bride, 
That  He  might  make  her  free. 
He  hung,  and  bled,  and  groaned,  and  died, 
On  yonder  tree. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise. 
Who  rose  and  left  the  dead, 
And  lives,  through  everlasting  days. 
Our  glorious  Head. 
All  power  to  Him  belongs  ; 
All  grace  in  Him  abounds  ; 
Praise  Him  in  grateful,  cheerful  songs. 
With  sweetest  sounds. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise : 
All  praises  are  His  due,   . 
Whose  love,  and  grace,  and  righteousness 
Are  ever  new. 
He  was  and  is  the  same, 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
And  saints  shall  sound  aloud  His  fame 
Eternally. 
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Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise  : 
He*ll  ne'er  forsake  His  sheep. 
But  in  His  peaceful,  pleasant  ways. 
Their  footsteps  keep  ; 
He  will  His  lambs  ddfend. 
When  wolves  and  lions  roar. 
And  be  their  faithful,  constant  Friend 
For  evermore. 
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INVOCATION  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 


Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
Breathe  upon  us  from  above. 
And,  with  sweet  celestial  fire. 
Zeal  inflame,  and  love  inspire. 

On  this  congregation  pour 
Heavenly  blessings,  like  a  shower  ; 
Streams  of  grace  upon  us  shed  ; 
Teach  the  living,  raise  the  dead. 

Bid  each  groundless  doubt  depart. 
Bind  up  every  broken  heart ; 
Warm  the  frozen,  cheer  the  faint  ; 
Feed  and  comfort  ev*ry  saint. 

Ev'ry  soul  do  Thou  engage, 
Ev*ry  Christian's  grief  assuage  : 
Be  our  Counsellor  and  Guide  ; 
Lead  to  Jesus  crucified. 
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PRAISING  CHRIST. 

Now  let  our  hearts  unite 

To  praise  the  Saviour's  name ; 
Let  ransom'd  souls  delight 

His  triumph  to  proclaim  : 
Till  heaVn  and  earth  shall  hear  our  songs, — 
"Salvation  to  our  God  belongs/ 


f> 


He  gave  us  to  His  Son, 

In  everlasting  love ; 
And  lo,  our  Lord  came  down 

His  faithfulness  to  prove ; 
Obe/d  and  suffered,  died,  and  rose 
In  triumph  over  all  our  foes. 

Now  He*s  exalted  high, 

And  from  His  glorious  throne 

He  hears  His  people  cry, 
And  claims  them  as  His  own. 

He  bears  them  all  upon  His  breast ; 

In  Him  we  are  completely  blest. 

For  ever  justified 

In  His  atoning  blood, 
We  shall  be  glorified 

In  presence  of  our  God ; 
Ere  long  we  shall  our  Jesus  see. 
For  where  He  is  His  saints  must  be. 
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BEN  JONSON. 

Bbn  JONSON,  th6  cclebrmted  dramasirt,  was  bora  In  1574.    He  attended  Wc 

but  was  Bubtequently  emplojred  as  a  bricklayer.  DiaUkiiiK  his  occupetkxi,  be  cnii 
army.  He  next  tried  the  sta^e,  bat  withoot  success.  As  a  dramatic  writer,  be  stt 
eminence.    A  state  pension  was  conferred  upon  him.    He  died  on  tke  6ch  Aucnsti 


HYMN  TO  GOD  I 


Hear  me,  O  God ! 

A  broken  heart 

Is  my  best  part ; 
Use  still  Thy  rod. 

That  I  may  prove. 

Therein,  Thy  love. 

IfThouhad'stnot 
Been  stem  to  me. 
But  left  me  free, 

I  had  forgot 
Myself  and  Thee. 

For  sin*s  so  sweet. 
As  minds  ill  bent 
Rarely  repent. 

Until  they  meet 
Their  punishment 

Who  more  can  crave 
Than  Thou  hast  done, 
That  gav*st  a  Son 

To  free  a  slave, — 

First  made  of  nought. 
With  all  since  bought? 

Sin,  death,  and  hell. 
His  glorious  name 
Quite  overcame ; 

Yet  I  rebel, 
And  slight  the  same. 
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But  I'll  come  in. 

Before  my  loss 

Me  farther  toss, 
As  sure  to  win 

Under  His  cross. 


JANE  ELIZABETH  JOY. 


IB  EX.JZABBTH  JOY  b  danghter  of  Heary  Holmes  Joy.  Esq.,  Q.C.,  LL.D.,  Dublin.  She 
ptsbBalwxl  **  Tbe  Pari  otAagneoA:  an  historical  Tale  of  the  Waldenses;"  "The  Exiled 
dl^  ajid  their  Restorer:  a  Bible  allqifory;'*  and  several  other  works  of  a  religtons  character. 
0  Joy  Is  a  contributor  to  TMe  Christian  Treasury,  The  Evattgtlicai  Magtutint,  Tht 
tj0iy  ^^  H^mmt,  and  other  serials. 


EBENEZER. 
(ContribtUed,) 

Hitherto  upon  my  way 

Thou  hast  been  my  guide  and  friend ; 
Watch  Thou  o'er  me  night  and  day, 

'Till  I  reach  my  journey's  end  ; 
Let  mine  ears  a  whisper  hear, 

Rise,  depart!"  or,  "Linger  here  !" 


•( 


I  am  but  a  helpless  child, 

Exiled  from  my  Father's  land  : 

But,  amid  my  wanderings  wild, 
I  have  felt  a  Saviour's  hand 

Clasp'd  in  mine,  and  leading  me 

Lovingly,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Now  I  would  not  let  Thee  go 
For  all  else  that  could  be  given ; 

For  Thy  love,  with  pain  and  woe. 
Has  no  equal  under  heaven  : 

And  it  would  be  heaven  to  be 

Nearer  to  Thy  love  and  Thee  I 
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Here,  in  sickness, — fur  away 
From  my  earthly  home,^iow  drear 

Were  my  heart,  could  I  not  pray, 
Knowing  Thee  intent  to  hear, 

And  all  bounteous  to  fulfil 

All  my  need  and  bless  me  still. 

This  my  anchor-hope  in  Thee  ! 

Let  it  fail  me  not ; — lest  I, 
Toss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  sea. 

Whelmed  in  dark  despair  should  die 
Keep,  oh  keep  me  close  to  Thee 
In  time  and  in  eternity ! 


A  PILGRIM  SONG. 
{ConMhOed.) 

A  PILGRIM  through  life's  wilderness. 

And  often  deeply  tried 
By  sin  and  suffering,  I  need 

An  ever-present  Guide ; 
And  Thou  hast  said  that  Thou  would'st  be 
Such  through  my  pilgrimage  to  me; 

• 

Thou  seem'st  to  sleep  the  while  earth's  stonn 

Still  threatens  to  prevail. 
And  powers  of  darkness  are  in  league 

My  fortress  to  assail. 
My  strength  is  weakness:  Oh  awake, 
And  shield  me  for  Thy  mercy's  sake ! 

In  Thine  unchanging  love  alone 

This  weary  heart  can  rest ; 
And  only  where  Thy  presence  shines. 

Can  I  be  safe  or  blest. 
Let  me  not  take  a  step,  I  pray. 
Except  Thou  'rt  with  me  ni^t  and  day. 
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Though  lonely,  not  alone  am  I, 

For  Thou  art  always  near  ; 
And  nought  like  Thy  sweet  sympathy 

The  drooping  heart  can  cheer ; 
Through  tempests  wild  Thou  guidest  me, 
Secure  as  on  a  waveless  sea. 

Still  nearer,  nearer  unto  Thee  : 

This  my  heart's  fervent  prayer, 
E'en  though  its  present  answer  be 

A  heavier  cross  to  bear; 
Through  dangers  lead,  ne'er  let  me  roam. 
Till  I  "with  Christ"  am  safe  at  home. 


EVENING  HYMN. 
[Contributed.) 

As  we  the  busy  day  recall. 
When  shades  of  night  around  us  fall. 
And  from  the  graves  of  memory  start. 
In  tiving  power  to  wound  the  heart. 
Full  many  an  unrepented  sin, 
Buried  too  long  its  depths  within  I 
In  galling  chains  we  come  to  Thee: 
O  Saviour,  set  the  captives  free  ! 

Conscience  accuses ;  Satan  tries 
On  sin  and  self  to  fix  our  eyes. 
That  overwhehning  sorrow  may 
Disperse  the  last  faint  streak  of  day. 
O  Christ !  who  hast  temptation  borne. 
Pain,  anguish,  weariness,  and  scorn, 
Give  us,  with  deep  humility, 
A  calm  and  steadfast  trust  in  Thee  1 

And  should  this  evening  prove  our  last. 
In  grateful  praise  for  mercies  past, 
In  pardon  seaVd,  our  spirits  keep : 
May  we,  like  Stephen,  fall  asleep  I 


We  uk  not  or  to 
But  ir  7%>H  -mlA 
And  oh  !  when  U 
YAtyiBthtiBilh  1 
Tkypraaut  Is  th 
Thy  Umt,  the  blis 
Our  bri^test  hop 
Ii  onljt,  Lord,  ta 
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The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

Within  us,  and  around, 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  Himself  is  found. 


The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love. 
Wherewith  encompass'd,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 

The  moon  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run ; 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow. 

Each  borrows  of  its  sun. 

The  Savioiir  lends  the  light  and  heat 

That  crowns  His  holy  hill ; 
The  saints,  like  stars  around  His  seat, 

Perform  their  courses  still. 

The  saints  above  are  stars  in  heaven ; 

What  are  the  saints  on  earth? 
Like  trees  they  stand,  whom  God  has  given 

Our  £xien*s  happy  birth. 

Faith  is  their  fix'd  unswerving  root ; 

Hope,  their  unfading  flower; 
Fair  deeds  of  charity,  their  fruit. 

The  glory  of  their  bower. 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  like  Thy  grace, 

It  steals  in  silence  down ; 
But  where  it  lights,  the  favoured  place 

By  richest  fhiits  is  known. 

One  name,  above  all  glorious  names. 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims. 

Echoing  angelic  songs. 
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The  n{^  An,  the  rouing  wind 
Thy  boundless  power  diq>la7; 

Bui  in  the  gentler  breeie  ire  find 
Thjr  Spirit's  viewless  tvf. 

Two  worlds  are  oon ;  'Us  oolj  sin 

Porbidi  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  lieaveu  and  earth  within 

Plain  IS  the  sea  and  sicj, 

Thon,  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  m 
And  love  this  sight  so  fair, 

Give  me  a  heart  to  lind  out  Thee, 
And  read  Thee  eTcrywhere, 


EVENING. 
I  vith  lu :  for  it  is  toward  mmpg,  and  th«  daj  fa  &r  tpoL" 

'Tis  gone,  that  bright  and  orbM  hlate. 
Fast  lading  froiD  our  wisCliil  gaze  ; 
Von  mantling  cloud  has  tud  b-om  sigjit 
The  last  faint  pulse  of  quivering  light. 

In  darkness  and  in  weariness 
The  traveller  on  hb  way  must  pnsi. 
No  gleam  to  watch  on  tree  or  tower, 
Whiling  away  the  lonesome  hour. 

Sun  of  my  soul  !  Thou  Saviour  dear. 
It  is  not  nighl  if  Thou  be  near  ; 
Ohl  may  no  eirth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

When  round  Thy  wondrous  works  bdow. 
My  searching,  rapturous  glance  I  throw, 
Tradng  out  wisdom,  power,  and  love. 
In  earth  or  sky,  in  stream  or  grove  ; 

Or,  by  the  light  Thy  words  disclose. 
Watch  time's  full  river  as  it  flows. 
Scanning  Thy  gradous  providence. 
Where  not  too  deep  for  mortal  sense  i-^ 
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When  with  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I  hold, 
And  all  the  flowers  of  life  unfold^ 
Let  not  my  heart  within  me  bum, 
Except  in  all  I  Thee  discern. 

When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live  : 
Abide  with  mc  when  night  is  nigh. 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 


Thou  Framer  of  the  light  and  dark. 
Steer  through  the  tempest  Thine  own  ark ; 
Amid  the  howling  wintry  sea, 
We  are  in  port  if  we  have  Thee. 

The  ralers  of  this  Christian  land 
*Twixt  Thee  and  us  ordain'd  to  stand, — 
Guide  Thou  their  course,  O  Lord,  aright ; 
Let  all  do  all  as  in  Thy  sight. 

Oh  !  by  Thine  own  sad  burthen,  bome 
So  meekly  up  the  hill  of  scorn, 
Teach  Thou  Thy  priests  their  daily  cross 
To  bear  as  Thine,  nor  count  it  loss  ! 

If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine, 
Have  spum'd  to-day  the  voice  Divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin  ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

Watch  by  the  sick  ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store  ; 
Be  every  moumer's  sleep  to-night. 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 


i 
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Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake^ 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take,- 
Till,  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love. 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


THOMAS   KELLY. 

THOMAS  KELLY  was  bont  in  Dublin,  on  the  13th  July,  1769.  His  father  was  the  Ri^  Ed 
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sideration  of  his  spiritual  condition,  and.  after  a  period  of  deep  anxiety,  he  rcssolved  to  de» 
himself  to  the  work  of  the  ministry.  He  took  orders  hi  1798.  Soon  after,  he  bc|raa  to  eatcft 
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THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

"  Stricken,  smitten  of  God,  and  afflicted,  "—/ttr.  UU.  4. 

**  Stricken,  smitten,  and  afflicted,'* 

Sec  Him  dying  on  the  tree  ! 
'Tis  the  Christ  by  man  rejected  ! 

Yes,  my  soul,  His  He  !  'tis  He  ! 
'Tis  the  long  expected  prophet, 

David's  Son,  yet  David's  Lord  ; 
Proofs  I  see  sufficient  of  it  : 

'Tis  a  true  and  faithful  word. 

Tell  me,  ye  who  hear  Him  groaning. 

Was  there  ever  grief  like  His  ? 
Friends  through  fear  His  cause  disowning. 

Foes  insulting  His  distress. 
Many  hands  were  raised  to  wound  Him, 

None  would  interpose  to  save ; 
But  the  awful  stroke  that  found  Him 

Was  the  stroke  that  justice  gave. 
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Ye  who  think  of  sin  but  lightly, 

Nor  suppose  the  evil  great. 
Here  may  view  its  nature  rightly, 

Here  its  guilt  may  estimate. 
Mark  the  Sacrifice  appointed  ! 

See  who  bears  the  awful  load  I 
*Tis  the  Word,  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Son  of  man,  and  Son  of  God. 

Here  we  have  a  firm  foundation  ; 

Here's  the  refuge  of  the  lost ; 
Christ's  the  Rock  of  our  salvation  ; 

His  the  name  of  which  we  boast, 
Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  wounded  ! 

Sacrifice,  to  cancel  guilt  ! 
None  shall  ever  be  confounded. 

Who  on  Him  their  hope  have  built. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder, 

See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ; 
He  has  burst  His  bands  asunder  ; 

He  has  borne  our  sins  away ; 
Joyful  tidings ! 

Yes,  the  Lord  has  risen  to-day. 

Jesus  triumphs  !  sing  ye  praises  ; 

By  His  death  he  overcame  : 
Thus  the  Lord  His  glory  raises. 

Thus  He  fills  His  foes  with  shame. 
Sing  ye  praises  ! 

Praises  to  the  Victor's  name. 

Jesus  triumphs  !  countless  legions 

Come  from  heaven  to  meet  their  King ; 
Soon  in  yonder  blessed  regions 
They  shall  join  His  praise  to  sing. 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  through  heaven's  high  arches  ring. 

z  2 


Now  He  bears  a 
Well  may  anyels  sii 

Come,  ye  saints,  ut 
With  the  angels  i 

Soon,  we  hope,  oui 
To  the  place  whf 

Meet  it  is  that  we  s 

Gloiy,  glory  to  our 

Sing  how  Jesus  can 
How  He  bore  ih 

How  all  power  to  I 
How  He  reigns  i 

'Tis  a  great  and  ent 

Oh,  'tia  sweel  to  sii 

Jesus '.  hail,  whose 
All  above,  and  g 

Lord  of  life.  Thy  s 
Cheers,  and  chat 

When  we  think  of 

Lonl,  we  own  it  lo 
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Saviour,  hasten  Thine  appearing, 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day. 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing 
** Glory,  glory  to  our  King." 

THE  SAVIOUR  CROWNED. 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious, 

See  the  **  Man  of  sorrows  "  now; 
From  the  fight  retum'd  victorious, 

Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

Crown  the  Saviour,  angels  crown  Him  ; 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 

While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings. 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Crown  the  Saviour,  King  of  kings. 

Sinners  in  derision  crown'd  Him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  aroimd  Him, 

Own  His  title,  praise  His  name. 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

Hark  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation ; 

Hark  !  those  loud  triumphant  chords : 
Jesu^  takes  the  highest  station  ; 

Oh  I  what  joy  the  sight  affords  I 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

THE  REDEEMER  GLORIFIED. 

The  head  that  once  was  crown'd  with  thorns 

Is  crown'd  with  glory  now  ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 
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The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords 

Is  His,  is  His  by  right : 
**  The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

And  heaven's  eternal  light. 

The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above. 

The  joy  of  all  below 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love. 

And  grants  His  name  to  know. 

To  them,  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame. 
With  all  its  grace,  is  given  ; 

Their  name  an  everlasting  name. 
Their  joy  the  joy  of  heaven. 

They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below. 
They  reign  with  Him  above  ; 

Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health. 
Though  shame  and  death  to  Him  ; 

His  people's  hope,  His  f)eople's  health. 
Their  everlasting  theme. 


THE  SAVIOUR  AS  INTERCESSOR. 

The  atoning  work  is  done, 

The  Victim's  blood  is  shed  ; 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 

His  people's  cause  to  plead  ; 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  His  breast. 

He  sprinkles  with  His  blood 

The  mercy-seat  above ; 
For  justice  hath  withstood 
The  purposes  of  love  ; 
But  justice  now  objects  no  more. 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  store. 
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No  temple  made  with  hands 

His  place  of  service  is  ; 
In  heaven  itself  He  stands, 
An  heavenly  priesthood  His  ; 
In  Him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfill'd,  and  now  withdraw. 

And  though  awhile  He  be 

Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again  ; 
In  brightest  glory  He  will  come, 
And  take  His  waiting  people  home. 


"  WE'VE  NO  ABIDING  CITY  HERE." 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here : " 

This  may  distress  the  worldling's  mind  ; 

But  should  not  cause  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

••  We've  no  abiding  city  here  :  " 

Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ! 

But  let  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer. 
We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come. 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 
Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do  ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear, 
But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 

*•  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 
Zion  its  name — the  Lord  is  there, 

It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

••  We've  no  abiding  city  here  :  " 
Methinks  I  hear  the  worldling  say, 

*•  Your  hope  is  vain  ;  ye  fools,  forbear. 
For  pleasure  lies  another  way." 
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No  wonder  men  should  reason  thus. 
And  count  our  expectations  vain  ; 

But  did  they  know  the  truth,  like  us. 
They  would  adopt  another  strain. 

Did  they,  like  us,  by  faith  discern 
The  glorious  city  of  our  God, 

They  too,  like  us,  would  quickly  learn 
To  walk  in  Zion's  heavenly  road. 

Zion  !  Jehovah  is  her  strength  ! 

Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes. 
And  weary  travellers  at  length 

Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love. 

Where  pilgftms  freed  from  toil  are  blest ! 

Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  resL 

But  hush,  my  soul;  nor  dare  repine  !    ^ 
The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best ; 

While  here,  to  do  His  will  be  mine. 
And  His  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 


THE  REIGN  OF  JESUS. 

Zion's  King  shall  reign  victorious. 

All  the  earth  shall  own  His  sway  ; 
He  will  make  His  kingdom  glorious. 

He  will  reign  through  endless  day. 
What  though  none  on  earth  assist  Him, 

God  requires  not  help  from  man  ; 
What  though  all  the  world  resist  Him, 

God  will  realize  His  plan. 

Nations,  now  from  God  estrang<^ 
Then  shall  see  a  glorious  light ; 

Night  to  day  shall  then  be  chang^. 
Heaven  shall  triiumph  in  the  sight. 
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See  the  ancient  idols  falling  ! 

Worshipp'd  once,  but  now  abhorr'd  ; 
Men  on  Zion's  King  are  calling, 

Zion's  King,  by  all  adored. 

Then  shall  Israel,  long  dispersM, 

Mourning,  seek  the  Lord  their  God, 
Look  on  Him  whom  once  they  piercM, 

Own  and  kiss  the  chastening  rod. 
Then  all  Israel  shall  be  saved, 

War  and  tumult  then  shall  cease, 
While  the  greater  Son  of  David 

Rules  a  conquer'd  world  in  peace. 

Mighty  King,  Thine  arm  revealing. 

Now  Thy  glorious  cause  maintain ; 
Bring  the  nations  help  and  healing, 

Make  them  subject  to  Thy  reign. 
Angels,  in  their  lofty  station, 

Praise  Thy  name,  Thou  only  wise  ; 
O  let  earth,  with  emulation. 

Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies. 


THE  JUBILEE  OF  SALVATION. 

Hark  !  the  solemn  trumpet  soimding 
Loud  proclaims  the  Jubilee  ; 

'Tis  the  voice  of  grace  abounding, 
Grace  to  sinners  rich  and  free. 

Ye  who  know  the  joyful  sound, 

Publish  it  to  all  around. 


Is  the  name  of  Jesus  precious? 

Does  His  love  our  spirits  cheer  ? 
Does  His  promise  still  refresh  us, 

By  abating  doubt  and  fear  ? 
Is  He  good  to  us,  and  true  ? 
Such  He'll  be  to  others  too. 


Let  us  give  and 

What  is  Ibis  1 

Did  He  di«  our 

Then  we're  His. 

Hark  t  the  sain 
'•  Worthy  is  t 

They  have  gain' 
Soon  we  hopi 

But  while  here, 

They  who  love 

Till  we  reach  tl 

TUl  we  see  H 

Let  us  bear  the 
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Inscribed  upon  the  cross,  we  see 

The  shining  letters,  '*  God  is  Love  : " 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree, 

He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

The  cross,  it  takes  our  guilt  away, 

It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up  ; 
It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 

And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup  ; 

It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave. 

And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light ; 

The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe. 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love. 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below. 

The  angels*  theme  in  heaven  above. 


THE  WORLD  AND  THE  CROSS. 

Ground  of  my  hope,  the  cross  appears  ! 

I  see  the  Man  of  sorrows  bleed  ; 
I  bid  adieu  to  guilty  fears. 

And  in  His  death  my  pardon  read. 

And  couldst  Thou,  O  my  Saviour,  die, 
To  rescue  me  from  endless  woe  I 

£nough,  there's  none  more  blest  than  I, 
Since  Thou  couldst  love  a  sinner  so. 

I  leave  the  world  its  boasted  store 
Of  pleasures  that  must  quickly  end  ; 

I  prize  its  vanities  no  more. 

Since  I  have  found  the  sinner's  Friend. 

I  care  not  if  the  world  revile, 

The  world  that  hates  my  Master's  cause  ; 
The  world,  I  know,  would  quickly  smile, 

Were  I  again  what  once  I  was. 
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Then  farewell,  world,  and  farewell  all 
That  emulalcs  a  Saviour's  praise  ; 

I'll  hear  Him  and  obey  HU  call, 
R^ardless  who  approves  or  blames. 

I'll  praise  Him  while  He  gives  me  breath. 

Nor  then  will  cease  to  sing  Mis  love  ; 
For  when  my  voice  i^  lost  in  death, 
I  hope  to  join  the  choirs  above. 


GRACE. 
Grace  is  the  sweetest  sound 


Cirace  Is  a  theme  indeed, 
A  hope-inspiring  Iheme ; 
'Tis  all  we  can  desire  or  need, 
'Tis  more  than  fancy's  dream. 

'Tb  freedom  to  the  ilave, 
'Tis  light  and  liberty  ; 
It  talics  its  terrors  from  the  grave  ; 
'Tis  joy  and  victory. 

Grace  Is  a  mine  of  wealth 
Laid  open  to  the  poor  ; 
Grace  is  Ihe  sovereign  spring  of  health, 
'Ti»  life  for  ei 


Of  grace  then  let  us  sing, 
A  joyful,  wondrous  theme  ; 
The  Go<l  of  pace  is  Israel's  King, 
And  grace  proceeds  troia  Him. 

We  hope  lo  see  His  face. 
With  all  the  saints  above ; 
And  sing  for  ever  of  His  grace. 
For  ever  of  His  love. 


RICHARD   KEMPENFELT.  349 


RICHARD   KEMPENFELT. 

of  a  Swedish  n^entlexnan  in  the  British  senrice,  who  is  supposed  to  be  the  Captain 
of  Addison's  Sptetatcr^   RICHARD  KEMPENFELT  was  born  at  Westminster,  fai 
,  X7X&     On  the  Z4th  Januarjr,  17411  he  obtained  a  commission  as  lieutenant  in  the 
fiwewj.    He  was  made  commander  in  1756.    In  March,  1782,  he  was  appointed  second  in 
of  the  Royai  Gtorgt.    The  vessel  having  sprung  a  leak,  she  was  ordered  to  Spithead 
Placed  sightly  on  her  side,  in  order  to  enable  the  carpenters  to  perform  their 
occurred  that  dreadful  catastrophe,  memorable  in  the  annals  of  the  British  Navy, 
being  assailed  by  a  squall,  overset,  filled  with  water,  and  sunk.    Nearly  a  thousand 
inclnding  Admiral  Kempenfelt.  perished  on  the  occasion.    This  lamentable  event 
plibce  oa  the  a9th  August,  1782.    Admiral  Kempenfelt  was  a  distinguished  officer,  and  a 
devoted  fbUower  of  his  Saviour.    He  associated  with  Whitefield,  the  Wesleys,  and  other 
miiiisters.  A  tractate,  entitled  "  Original  Hymns  and  Poems,  by  Philotheorus"  printed 
TJTI*  ^  understood  be  the  composition  of  the  admiral.    Of  the  nine  compositions  which 
e  tratctate  contains,  we  have  selected  three.    The  first,  entitled  "  The  Alarm."  would  almost 
prophetic  of  the  terrible  event  by  which  the  gallant  author  entered  on  his  eternal  recom- 


THE  ALARM. 

Hark  !  *tis  the  trump  of  God 
Sounds  through  the  realms  abroad, 

Time  is  no  more. 
Horrors  invest  the  skies  ; 
Graves  burst,  and  myriads  rise ; 
Nature,  in  agonies, 

Yields  up  her  store. 

Changed  in  a  moment's  space, 
Lo  the  affrighted  race 

Shriek  and  despair ; 
Now  they  attempt  to  flee, 
Curse  immo'rtality, 
And  eye  their  misery 

Dreadfully  near. 

Quick  reels  the  bursting  earth, 
Rock'd  by  a  storm  of  wrath, 

Hurl'd  from  her  sphere  ; 
Heart-rending  thunders  roll. 
Demons  tormented  howl. 
Great  God  I  support  my  soul. 

Yielding  to  fear. 
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O  my  Redeemer,  come  ! 

And  throufjti  the  fearful  gloom 

Brighlen  Thy  way  ; 
How  would  our  &odU  arise. 
Soar  through  the  flaming  skies. 
Join  tlie  solemnities 

Of  this  great  day  ! 

See  '.  sec  I  the  Incarnate  God 
Sniflly  emits  nbroad 

Glories  benign  ; 
1^  !  b  •  He  comes,— He's  here  ; 
Angels  and  saints  appear, 
Yled  is  my  every  fear, 

High  on  a  flaming  throne 
Rides  the  Eternal  Son, 

Sovereign  august  I 
Worlds  from  His  presence  fly. 
Shrink  at  Mis  majesty  ; 
Stars,  dash'd  along  the  sky. 

Awfully  burst. 

Thousands  of  thousands  wait 
Round  the  judicial  seat, 

(glorified  there  ; 
Prostrate  the  elders  611 ; 
Wing'd  is  my  raptured  soul ; 
High  to  the  Judge  of  all, 

Lo  I  I  draw  near. 

O  my  approving  God  ! 

Wash'd  in  Thy  precious  blood. 
Bold  I  iLdvance  ; 

Fearless  we  range  along. 

Join  the  triumphant  throng. 

Shout  an  ecstatic  song 

Through  the  expanse. 
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THE  SOUL'S  LONGING. 

Gentle  Spirit,  waft  me  over 

Jordan's  intervening  flood ; 
Lead  me  to  the  bleeding  Lover ; 

Bear  me  to  the  rest  of  God. 
Glad  I  eye  the  rich  possession, 

Land  of  peace  and  perfect  love  ; 
Joy,  without  an  intermission, 

Ever  streaming  from  above. 

Raise  mc,  Lonl,  to  solemn  action. 

Breathe  the  energetic  breath  ; 
Crown  me  with  the  true  perfection. 

Previous  to  the  stroke  of  death. 
Now  commence  the  holy  union  ; 

Let  a  li\'ing  seeker  prove 
All  the  riches  of  communion. 

All  the  tenderness  of  love. 

O  my  agonizing  spirit, 

Thou  shalt  surely  enter  in. 
Pluck  the  fruit  of  Jesu's  merit. 

And  expel  the  poison  sin. 
Far  must  all  thy  foes  be  driven. 

Hell's  invaders  forced  to  flee, 
While  the  potent  arm  of  Heaven 

Brings  thee  into  liberty. 


Yes,  through  Jesu's  intercession 

I  shall  reach  the  fruitful  shore. 
There  receive  a  saint's  impression. 

And  be  happy  evermore. 
By  the  force  of  love  attracted, 

Fluttering  spirit,  fly  away  ; 
Jesus  calls  :  by  Him  directed, 

Gain  the  path  of  perfect  day. 
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THE  DIVINITY  OF  CHRIST. 

Hail  !  Thou  eternal  Logos,  hail ! 
Before  whose  glory  angels  veil 

Their  rapture-beaming  eyes ; 
Our  grateful  spirits  hold  Thee  dear  ; 
To  Thee  we  breathe  the  ardent  prayer. 

And  hallelujahs  rise. 

Yes  :  while  incessant  shouts  of  praise 
Break  from  angelic  ranks,  and  raise 

The  concert  of  the  blessed  ; 
While  all  that  tread  the  starry  road 
Announce  the  dear  Redeemer  God, 

Be  it  on  earth  confess'd. 

Being  of  beings  !  Lord  of  all  I 
While  yonder  lucid  orbs  that  roll 

Declare  the  great  I  AM, — 
We  recollect  the  holy  word. 
Where  all  the  names  and  works  of  God 

Are  given  to  the  Lamb. 

Thy  works,  Thy  wondrous  works  display 
The  attributes  of  Deity, 

And  spell  the  sacred  name  ; 
Jehovah  !  Jesus  !  reigning  Cause  ! 
Yes,  at  Thy  mighty  fiat  rose 

This  universal  frame. 

Redeeming  Lord  !  to  Thee  we  bow  : 
Bless  Thy  rejoicing  j)eople  now 

With  "wisdom  from  above  ; 
Come,  "With  Thy  vesture  dipt  in  blood  ; 
Appear  a  very  present  God, 

A  God  of  perfect  love. 
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BENJAMIN   HALL  KENNEDY,  D.D. 
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boscn  Head  Master  of  Shrewsbury  SchooL  In  1865,  he  was  appointed  Rector  of  West 
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ADVENT  HYMN. 

ZiON,  at  thy  shining  gates, 
Lo  !  the  King  of  glory  waits  ; 
Haste  thy  Monarch's  pomp  to  greet, 
Strew  thy  palms  before  His  feet. 

Christ,  for  Thee  their  triple  light 
Faith  and  Hope  and  Ix)ve  unite  ; 
This  the  beacon  we  display, 
To  proclaim  Thine  Advent  day. 

Come,  and  give  us  peace  within ; 
Loose  us  from  the  bands  of  sin ; 
Take  away  the  galling  weight 
Laid  on  us  by  Satan's  hate  : 

Give  us  grace  Thy  yoke  to  wear  ; 
Give  us  strength  Thy  cross  to  bear  ; 
Make  us  Thine  in  deed  and  word. 
Thine  in  heart  and  life,  O  Lord. 

Kill  in  us  the  carnal  root. 
That  the  Spirit  may  bear  fruit ; 
Plant  in  us  Thy  lowly  mind  ; 
Keep  us  faithful,  loving,  kind. 


So,  when  Thou  shalt  come  again. 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
We,  with  all  Thy  saints,  shall  sing 
Hallelujahs  to  our  King. 


A   A 


Jesus  Ch 

Who  is  He  thai 
To  discern  whe 
Who  U  He  that 
Duty  when  disc 
Jesus  Ch 


Who  is  life  in  li 
Who  the  death 
Who  will  place 
With  the  count 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 
(Contributed,) 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Run  the  Christian  race  ; 
Leave  the  world  behind  thee, 

Heavenward  set  thy  face : 
Fresh  from  cleansing  water, 

Bright  with  oil  Divine, 
Trained  with  wholesome  nurtiire, 

Heavenly  bread  and  wine. 

Onward,  holy  champion ! 

Throw  all  weight  aside. 
All  distracting  pleasure, 

All  encumbering  pride. 
Shun  the  subtle  pitfalls 

Laid  by  Satan's  spite  ; 
Let  not  smiles  betray  thee. 

Let  not  frowns  affright. 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Angels,  bending  down. 
Watch  thy  brave  endeavour. 

Guard  thy  future  crown. 
Christ,  thy  gracious  Saviour, 

Cheers  thy  striving  soul. 
And  thy  prize  awaits  thee 

At  the  heavenly  goal. 


ABOUNDING  IN  HOPE. 
(Contributed.) 

Hope,  Christian  soul ;  in  every  stage 
Of  this  thine  earthly  pilgrimage 
Let  heavenly  joy  thy  thoughts  engage  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

Hope  ;  though  thy  lot  be  want  and  woe, 
Though  hate's  rude  storms  against  thee  blow, 
Thy  Saviour's  lot  was  such  below  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

A  A  2 

J 


Mope,  till  thy  faith 
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Thy  predous  time  misspent,  redeem ; 
£ach  present  day  thy  last  esteem  ; 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care  ; 
For  the  great  day  th3rself  prepare. 


In  conversation  be  sincere. 
Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear  ; 
Think  how  all -seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

By  influence  of  the  light  Divine, 
Let  thy  own  light  to  others  shine  ; 
Reflect  all  Heaven's  propitious  rays 
In  ardent  love,  and  cheerful  praise. 

Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part ; 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 

I  wake,  I  wake,  ye  heavenly  choir ; 
May  your  devotion  me  inspire  ; 
That  I,  like  you,  my  age  may  spend. 
Like  you  may  on  my  God  attend. 

May  I,  like  you,  in  God  delight. 
Have  all  day  long  my  God  in  sight ; 
Perform,  like  you,  my  Maker's  will  : 
Oh  may  I  never  more  do  ill. 

Had  I  your  wings,  to  heaven  I'd  fly ; 
But  God  shall  that  defect  supply, 
And  my  soul,  wing'd  with  warm  desire, 
Shall  all  day  long  to  heaven  aspire. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept ; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  light  partake. 


Guard  my  lirsL  spr 
And  with  Thyself 

Direct,  control,  su 
AU  I  dealgTi,  or  d< 
That  all  my  powe: 
In  Thy  sole  glory 

Praise  God,  from 
Praise  Kim,  all  cr 
Praise  Him  above 
PnUse  Father,  Soi 


All  praise  to  Thi 
For  all  the  bles^ 
Keep  me,  oh  kcej 
Beneath  Thy  own 
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Oh  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose, 
And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close  ; 
Sleepy  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make. 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake. 


When^in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 
My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply  ; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest, 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

Dull  sleep  of  sense,  me  to  deprive ! 
I  am  but  half  my  time  alive  ; 
Thy  faithful  lovers,  Lord,  are  grieved. 
To  lie  so  long  of  Thee  bereaved. 

Yet,  though  sleep  o*er  my  frailty  reigns, 
LfCt  it  not  hold  me  long  in  chains  ; 
And  now  and  then  let  loose  my  heart, 
Till  it  one  Hallelujah  dart. 

The  faster  sleep  the  senses  binds. 
The  more  unfettered  are  our  minds ; 
Oh  may  my  soul,  from  matter  free. 
Thy  loveliness  unclouded  see  ! 

Oh  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day. 
For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away  ; 
And  hymns,  with  the  supernal  choir, 
Inqessant  sing,  and  never  tire  ? 

Oh  may  my  guardian,  while  I  sleep, 
Close  to  my  bed  his  vigils  keep  ; 
His  love  angelical  instil, 
Stop  all  the  avenues  of  ill. 

May  he  celestial  joys  rehearse. 
And,  thought  to  thought,  with  me  converse ; 
Or,  in  my  stead,  all  the  night  long. 
Sing  to  my  God  a  grateful  song. 


But  la  the  Rock  c 
When  stonns  of  s 


Thy  perfect  lighle 
My  Rock,  my  Fol 
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Shelter'd  by  Thine  omnipotence^ 
"What  potent  arm  shall  pluck  me  hence  ? 
On  every  side  I'm  guarded  well, 
"With  love  and  grace  immutable. 

High  as  my  sin,  yea,  higher  too, 
This  everlasting  Rock  I  view  ; 
Replete  with  free  eternal  grace, 
Made  from  of  old  my  dwelling-place. 

"When  call'd  the  vale  of  death  to  tread, 
Then  to  this  Rock  may  I  be  led  ; 
Nor  fear  to  cross  that  gloomy  sea. 
Since  Thou  hast  tasted  death  for  me. 

A  SINNER  SAVED. 

Let  Zion  in  her  songs  record 
The  honours  of  her  dying  Lord, 

Triumphant  over  sin  ; 
How  sweet  the  song  there's  none  can  say, 
But  he  whose  sins  are  wash'd  away. 

Who  feels  the  same  within. 

We  claim  no  merit  of  our  own, 

But  self-condemned,  before  Thy  throne, 

Our  hopes  on  Jesus  place  ; 
In  heart,  in  lip,  in  life  depraved, 
Our  theme  shall  be  **a  sinner  saved," 

And  praise  redeeming  grace. 

We'll  sing  the  same  while  life  shall  last. 
And  when,  at  the  archangel's  blast, 

Our  sleeping  dust  shall  rise  ; 
Then,  in  a  song  for  ever  new, 
The  glorious  theme  we'll  still  pursue 

Throughout  the  azure  skies. 

Prepared  of  old,  at  God's  right  hand, 
Bright,  everlasting  mansions  stand 

For  all  the  blood-bought  race  ; 
And  till  we  reach  those  seats  of  bliss, 
"We'll  sing  no  other  song  but  this — 

Salvation  all  of  grace. 


When  David  k 
This  broughl  tl 

A  prisoner  it 
Now  free  from 
To  sing,  while 

That  Grace  t 

Grace,  tiU  the  I 
Are  brought  to 

Her  empire  s 
To  call,  when  t 
And  from  the  d 

Shall  Grace  i 
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HOLY  GROUND. 

'Tis  not  the  temple's  shrine. 
Which  holy  makes  the  place : 
Where'er  God  is,  is  power  Divine  ; 
Where'er  God  helps,  is  grace. 

The  bush  on  Horeb's  peak, 
Burning  and  unconsumed, 
The  prophet  bent  to  reverence  meek  ; 
For  God  the  spot  illumed. 

The  sword  at  night  beheld 
By  Jordan's  swelling  bed, 
The  captain  of  the  host  compelled 
To  own  the  Lord  who  led. 

Think  of  thy  God  as  near  ; 
And,  once  His  presence  found. 
Be  sure,  whate'er  around  appear. 
Thou  tread'st  on  holy  ground. 

Put  off,  O  man,  thy  shoes. 
With  which  thou  earth  hast  trod  ; 
Thee  from  earth's  dust  and  toil  unloose. 
And  worship  pay  thy  God. 

So  shalt  thou  find  a  light. 
To  bum  and  still  endure  ; 
A  Leader,  of  all-conquering  might, 
To  make  thy  Canaan  sure. 


With  bosom  for  ' 
I  can  but  \-ie»  T 
And  humbled  fee 

I  cannot  rise,  as  i 
To  pcricct  rifiht,  I 
I  can  but  think  of 
O  Saviour,  and  bi 

In  vain  are  all  my 
Myself  to  save,  or 
The  only  possible 

In  time  of  dread,  T 
In  loss.  Thy  charM 
On  Thee  to  lean  w 
And,  sought  in  Thi 
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But  ah,  so  hard  the  thought  to  frame 

Of  things  nor  eye  nor  ear  explains, 
That  straight  I  falter  in  my  aim. 

And  heavenly  dream  to  earthly  wanes. 

I  rise  from  dust  on  ready  wing, 

But  mists  surround  me  and  depress ; 
And  soon  the  downward  fancy  bring 

To  earth's  distincter  littleness. 

I  cannot  aught  devise,  to  catch 

A  feeling  such  as  heaven  inspires, 
Save,  Lord,  to  work,  and  wait,  and  watch. 

As  e*en  in  heaven  Thy  will  requires. 

To  do  Thy  will  not  least  awakes, 

In  heaven  itself,  the  heavenly  glow ; 
And  he  who  does  Thy  will  partakes. 

In  measure,  heaven's  delight  below. 

Fancy  may  fail  to  paint  the  bliss, 

Which  brightens  heaven's  eternal  day ; 

But  working  faith  can  scarcely  miss 
To  feel,  although  unseen,  the  ray. 


LITANY. 

Lord,  when  earthly  pleasures  lure. 
When  the  bad  our  doubts  assure. 
And  to  sin  appears  secure. 
Keep  us  pure. 

Lord,  when  strife  we  meet  and  wrong. 
Judgments  harsh,  and  angry  throng. 
For  that  we  to  Christ  belong, 
Keep  us  strong. 

Lord,  when  in  our  stores  we  find 
Wealth  amassed,  like  idol  shrined. 
And  the  fortune  threats  the  mind. 
Keep  us  kind. 
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« 

Lord,  when  sickness  brings  its  qualm. 
Or  when  sorrow  finds  not  balm. 
And  the  prayer  supplants  the  psalm. 
Keep  us  calm. 

Lord,  when  human  praise  we  seek. 
When  we  run  beyond  the  weak. 
And  approach  the  topmost  peak. 
Keep  us  meek. 

Lord,  when  rusheth  whelming  ill. 
When  our  sins  their  pledge  fulfil. 
And  we  see  in  woe  Thy  wUl, 
Keep  us  stilL 

Lord,  when  nought  can  more  be  Imd, 
To  our  life  an  hour  to  add. 
And  the  parting  time  is  sad. 
Make  us  glad. 


"IS  IT  I?" 

Who  is  he  that,  early  brought 

*Neath  the  Saviour's  pitying  eye, 
Keeps  within  a  traitorous  thought  ? 
Is  it  I? 

Who  amongst  the  chosen  named. 

Seeming  with  the  best  to  vie, 
Hides  a  rebel  purpose  framed? 
Is  it  I  ? 

Who,  with  Christ  long  known  as  friend. 

Straightway  from  His  word  will  hie. 
With  His  foes  in  aim  to  blend  ? 
Is  it  I? 

Who  that  dippeth  m  the  dish. 

With  the  Saviour  seated  nigh. 
Plans  an  unclean  spirit's  wish  7 
Is  it  I? 
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When  Thou  paint*st  the  traitor's  part. 

Saviour,  well  may  I  reply, 
From  the  depths  of  stricken  heart, 
Is  it  I  ? 

Lord,  preventive  warning  bring  ; 
Question  that  arrests  supply  ; 
Who  would  do  this  treacherous  thing  ? 
Is  it  I  ? 


JOHN  A.  LATROBE. 
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HEAVENLY  LOVE. 

How  strange  is  heavenly  Love  I 

I  never  saw  His  face  ; 
I  never  trod  His  courts  above  ; 

I  have  but  known  His  grace. 
Yet  my  affections  cling 

To  His  beloved  side  : 
I  feel  He  is  my  God,  my  King, 

And  I  His  ransom'd  bride. 
« 

How  strong  is  heavenly  Love  ! 

Stronger  than  aught  below  ; 
Though  wide  and  wild  my  passions  rove, 

I  will  not  let  Him  go ! 
What  though  I  see  Him  not, 

I  feel  the  ardour  bum  ; 
He  hath  for  me  the  victory  wrought ; 

I  love  Him  in  return. 


My  [Jtacc-  I 
Such  peace  a 
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Then  murmur  not,  nor  moum^ 
My  people  faint  and  few  ; 
Though  earth  to  its  foimdation  shake, 
My  peace  I  leave  with  you« 
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THE  CHILD'S  DESIRE.* 

I  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old. 

When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  He  call'd  litde  children,  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 

I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 
I  wish  that  His  liands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, 

That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  I  lis  kind  look  when  He  said, 

**  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me.'* 


Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love  ; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 

I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above : 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  that  are  wash'd  and  forgiven  ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 

**  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 


4 

in  X&4X,  for  a  village  school  near  Poundsford  Park.  It  was  composed 
'  —IfoU  supplied  by  tfu  author. 
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But  thousands  and  thousands  who  wander  and  fidl 

Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home  ; 
I  should  like  them  to  know  there  is  room  for  them  all. 

And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 
I  long  for  the  joy  of  that  glorious  time. 

The  sweetest,  and  brightest,  and  best  ; 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  clime 

Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blest. 
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EVENTIDE.* 

Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide  ; 
The  darkness  deepens :  Lord,  with  me  abide  ! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee. 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day  ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away  ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see  ; 
O  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word ; 

But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples.  Lord 

Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  firee — 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me. 

Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings. 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings  ; 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea  ; 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  thus  abide  with  me. 

*  Written  about  two  months  before  the  author's  death,  and  in  pnspcCt  of  d 
event. 
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Thou  on  my  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile, 
And,  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhile. 
Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  Thee  ! 
On  to  the  close,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power  ? 
Who,  like  Thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh  abide  with  me. 

I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless.; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness  ; 
Where  is  death's  sting  ?    Where,  grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

Hold  there  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies  ; 
Heaven^s  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee : 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


HYMN  FOR  ISRAEL. 

Psalm  xiv. 

Oh  that  the  Lord's  salvation 

Would  out  of  Zion  come. 
To  heal  His  ancient  nation. 

To  lead  His  outcasts  home. 

How  long  the  holy  city 

Shall  heathen  feet  profane  ? 
Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity  ; 

Rebuild  her  walls  again. 

Let  fall  Thy  rod  of  terror. 

Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Roll  back  the  veil  of  error. 

Release  the  fetter'd  heart. 

Let  Israel,  home  returning, 

Her  lost  Messiah  see  ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning. 

And  bind  Thy  Church  to  Thee. 

B  B  2 


37t  I'YRA  BRITANNICA. 

THE  BLESSINGS  OF  UNITY; 

Psalm  cxxxin. 

'  Tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  see 
Brethren  in  the  Lord  agree  ; 
Children  of  a  God  of  love 
Live  as  they  shall  live  above  ; 
Acting  each  a  Christian  part. 
One  in  lip,  and  one  in  heart. 

As  the  precious  ointment  shed 
Upon  Aaron's  hallow'd  head. 
Downward  through  his  garments  stole^ 
Spreading  odour  o*er  the  whole  ; 
So  from  our  High- Priest  above. 
To  His  Church  flows  heavenly  love. 

Gently  as  the  dews  distil 
Down  on  Zion's  holy  hill. 
Dropping  gladness  where  they  fall. 
Brightening  and  refreshing  all. 
Such  is  Christian  union,  shed 
Through  the  members  from  the  Head. 

Where  Divine  affection  lives. 
There  the  Lord  His  blessing  gives  ; 
There  on  earth  His  will  is  done. 
There  His  heaven  is  half  begun  ; 
Lord,  our  great  Example  prove  : 
Teach  us  all  like  Thee  to  love. 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

Psalm  cUi. 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven  ; 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring  : 
Ransom'd,  healM,  restored,  forgiven. 
Who  like  thee  His  praise  should  sing  ? 
Praise  Him !  praise  Him  ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 
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Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favour 

To  our  fathers  in  distress  ! 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  as  ever, 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless  I 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  I 
Glorious  in  His  faithfulness. 

Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 
Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes  : 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 
Widely  as  His  mercy  flows. 

Frail  as  summer*s  flower  we  flourish ; 

Blows  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone  ; 
But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 
God  endures  unchanging  on  ; 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  I 
Praise  the  High  Eternal  One. 

Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him  : 
Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face  ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him ; 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 


THE  SAINTS  ASPIRATIONS. 

Oh  I  had  I,  my  Saviour,  the  wings  of  a  dove, 
How  soon  would  I  soar  to  Thy  presence  above  ! 
How  soon  would  I  flee  where  the  weary  have  rest, 
And*  hide  all  my  cares  in  Thy  sheltering  breast ; 

I  flutter,  I  struggle,  I  pant  to  get  free  ; 
I  feel  me  a  captive,  while  banishM  from  Thee  : 
A  pilgrim,  a  stranger,  the  desert  I  roam, 
Azid  look  on  to  heaven,  and  long  to  be  home. 


THE  HO  US] 
Sweet  is  the  solet 

The  Christian  to 
I  love  to  stand  will 

For  Thou,  O  Lo 

I  love  to  iread  the  ] 
Where  two  or  thi 

For  thither  Christ  1 
And  makes  the  li 

'  Tis  sweet  to  raise  I 
To  join  in  holy  pj 

And  fmiUte  the  blc 
That  mingle  heart 

Within  these  walls  i 
May  all  our  heajli 

Where  brethren  met 
May  peace  and  cc 
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Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ; 
Be  by  all  that  live  adored ; 
Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
Glory  to  their  Saviour  King ; 
At  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 
And  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord  ; 
Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afTord  ; 
God  to  man  His  blessing  give ; 
Man  to  God  devoted  live ; 
All  below  and  all  above, 
One  in  joy  and  light  and  love. 


THE  CROSS. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee  ; 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  Tve  sought  or  hoped  or  known ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  I 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me  ; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  : 

Thou  art  not  like  them,  untrue. 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might  ! 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me : 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ; 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  : 
In  Thy  service  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  Thy  favour,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  caird  Thee  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  sta/d  my  heart  on  Thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  m?. 
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Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me^ 

*Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  mc^ 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh,  *tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
Oh,  *twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmix'd  with  Thee. 

Take,  my  soul,  thy  lull  salvation ! 

Rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station. 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee. 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine. 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee  ; 

Child  of  heaven,  should'st  thou  repine  ? 

Haste  then  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Arm'd  by  faith,  and  wing'd  by  prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  *s  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  Thy  earthly  mission. 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  soon  change  to  full  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  EIGHTY-FOURTH   PSALM. 

Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  above. 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love ; 
Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  below. 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  Thy  saints. 
For  the  brightness  of  Thy  face. 
King  of  glory,  God  of  grace. 

Happy  birds  that  sing  and  fly 
Round  Thy  altars,  O  Most  High  ! 
Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest 
In  a  heavenly  Father's  breast  ! 
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Like  the  wandering  dove  that  foond 
No  repose  on  earth  around. 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair. 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

Happy  souls !  their  praises  flow 
Even  in  this  vale  of  woe  ; 
"Waters  in  the  desert  rise  ; 
Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 
On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength. 
Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length. 
At  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 
Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win ; 
Guide  me  through  a  world  of  sin ; 
Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace  ; 
Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place. 
Sun  and  shield  alike  Thou  art ; 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ; 
Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee ; 
Shower,  oh,  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me. 


"MY  BELOVED  IS  MINE,  AND  I  AM  HIS." 

Long  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest ; 

Far  did  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home ; 
At  last  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast. 

Who  opes  His  arms,  and  bids  the  weary  come. 
With  Him  I  found  a  home,  a  rest  Divine ; 
And  I  since  then  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Yes,  He  is  mine  !  and  nought  of  earthly  things, 
Not  all  the  charms  of  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power. 

The  fame  of  heroes,  or  the  pomp  of  kings. 
Could  tempt  me  to  forego  His  love  an  hour. 

Go,  worthless  world,  I  cry,  with  all  that's  thine  ! 

Go  1  I  my  Saviour's  am,  and  He  is  mine. 


^Vliilc  I  i„j.  Saviour- 

He  stays  me  fallmg, 

Reclaims  me  wand 

Plants  on  my  woithlf 

Which,  in  return,  ! 

Grieved  thai  I  cannol 

Who  deigns  to  own  n 

While  here,  ala*  !  1  li 

But  half  discern  Hi 

But  when  I  meet  Hins 

I  hope  to  love  Him 

And  feel  and  tell,  ami 

How  fidly  I  ani  His,  ; 
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I  oft  read  with  pleasure,  to  soothe  or  engage, 
Isaiah's  wild  measure  and  John's  simple  page  ; 
But  e*en  when  they  pictured  the  blood-sprinkled  tree, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  seemed  nothing  to  me. 

Like  tears  from  the  daughters  of  Sion  that  roll, 
I  wept  when  the  waters  went  over  His  soul ; 
Yet  thought  not  that  my  sins  had  nail'd  to  the  tree 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu — *twas  nothing  to  me. 

When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high. 
Then  legal  fears  shook  me,  I  trembled  to  die  ; 
No  refiige,  no  safety,  in  self  could  I  see  ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  my  Saviour  must  be. 

My  terrors  all  vanished  before  the  sweet  name ; 
My  guilty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  drink  at  the  fountain,  life-giving  and  free  : 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  is  all  things  to  me. 

Jehovah  Tsidkenu  !  my  treasure  and  boast ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  !  I  ne*er  can  be  lost ; 
In  Thee  I  shall  conquer  by  flood  and  by  field, 
My  cable,  my  anchor,  my  breast -plate  and  shield  I 

Even  treading  the  valley,  the  shadow  of  death. 
This  •*  watchword  "  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath  ; 
For  while  from  life's  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu,  my  death-song  shall  be. 


THE  SEA  OF  GALILEE. 

How  pleasant  to  me  thy  deep-blue  wave, 

O  Sea  of  GalUee  ! 
For  the  glorious  One,  who  came  to  save. 

Hath  often  stood  by  thee. 

Fair  are  the  lakes  in  the  land  I  love. 

Where  pine  and  heather  grow  ; 
Bat  thou  hast  loveliness  far  above 
'What  nature  can  bestow. 


Of  Jesus  walk' 

These  days  are  p 
Chorazin,  whei 

His  lent  the  wild 
The  wild  reed 

Tell  me,  ye  moul. 

Was  the  Savioi 

Lifted  to  heaven, 

With  none  to  si 

Ah  I  would  my  flc 
How  days  of  gn 

How  all  an  offeree 
Shall  mourn  at  I 
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Oh  I  give  me^  Lord,  by  this  sacred  wave, 

Threefold  Thy  love  EHvine, 
That  I  may  feed,  till  I  find  my  grave^ 

Thy  flock — ^both  Thine  and  mine. 


OUR  INDEBTEDNESS  TO  CHRIST. 

When  this  passing  world  is  done, 
When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun. 
When  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory, 
Looking  o*er  life's  finished  story, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

When  I  hear  the  wicked  call 
On  the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall ; 
WTien  I  see  them  start  and  shrink. 
On  the  fiery  deluge  brink  ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

When  I  stand  before  the  throne. 
Dressed  in  beauty  not  my  own. 
When  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art. 
Love  Thee  with  unsinning  heart. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — ^liow  much  I  owe. 

When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear. 
Loud  as  thunder  to  the  ear. 
Loud  as  many  writers'  noise. 
Sweet  as  harp's  melodious  voice. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
Not  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

Even  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 
'Darkly  let  Thy  glory  pass. 
Make  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet. 
Make  Thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet. 
Even  on  eartli,  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  how  much  I  owe. 


Doubting  sainti  how  much  I  owe. 

When  in  fioweiy  paths  1  tread. 

Oft  b;  sin  I'm  captive  led ; 

Oft  I  fell— bul  still  arise  ; 

The  Spirit  comes — the  tempter  flic*  ; 

BlessM  Spirit  I  bid  me  show 

Weaiy  sinners  all  I  owe. 

Oft  the  nights  of  sorrow  reign — 
Weeping,  sickness,  sighing  ptUn ; 
But  a  night  Thine  anger  bums — 
Morning  comes  and  joy  retanu  ; 
God  of  comforts !  bid  me  show 
To  Thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 
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He  cometh  He  cometh,  the  Lord,  He  is  near  ; 
The  earth  it  is  reeling,  all  Nature's  in  fear  ; 
The  earthquake's  approaching  with  terrible  form  ; 
Bat  the  Lord  of  Sabaoth  is  not  in  the  storm. 

He  cometh.  He  cometh,  the  Lord  is  in  ire ; 
The  smoke  is  ascending,  the  mount  is  on  fire  ; 
Oh  say,  is  Jehovah  revealing  His  name  ? 
He  is  near,  but  Jehovah  is  not  in  the  flame. 

He  cometh.  He  cometh,  the  tempest  is  o'er ; 

He  is  come,  neither  tempest  nor  storm  shall  be  more. 

All  Nature  reposes ;  earth,  ocean,  and  sky. 

Are  still  as  the  voice  that  descends  from  on  high. 

How  sweet  to  the  soul  are  the  breathings  of  peace, 
When  the  still  voice  of  pardon  bids  sorrow  to  cease ; 
When  the  welcome  of  mercy  falls  soft  on  the  ear, 
"  Come  hither,  ye  laden, — ye  weary,  draw  near  !" 


There  is  rest  for  the  soul  that  on  Jesus  relies  ; 
There's  a  home  for  the  homeless  prepared  in  the  skies  ; 
There's  a  joy  in  believing,  a  hope  and  a  stay. 
That  the  world  cannot  give  nor  the  world  take  away. 

O  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove,  I  would  fly, 

And  mount  on  the  pinions  of  faith  to  the  sky. 

Where  the  still  and  small  breathing  to  earth  that  was  given. 

Shall  be  changed  to  the  anthem  and  chorus  of  heaven. 


CHRIST  IS  ALL. 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  His  blood  for  me  ; 
Died,  that  I  might  live  on  high ; 
Lived,  that  I  might  never  die. 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 
I  am  His  and  He  is  mine. 


Bsliu,  i„  lie. 
Peace  Uul  H 

J'>y  th,it  lift, 

"■■-lilli  an,)  |„ 

Chief  of  Sinn 
Christ  is  all  i 
All  my  wantj 
All  ny  sorra 
Safe  with  Hi^ 


O  my  Savioai 
By  Thy  Spin 
When  my  in- 
Keep  me  in  tl 
Grace  in  lime 
While  I  live,  ; 
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Hark  !  they  break  the  midnight  trance 
rWith  the  joyous  utterance — 
•*  Glory  to  God,  and  peace  to  men, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  !  *' 

Quench,  ye  types,  your  feeble  ray  ; 
Shadows,  ye  may  melt  away  ; 
Prophecy,  your  work  is  done ; 
Gospel  ages  have  begun  ! 
Temple,  quench  your  altar-fires  ; 
For  these  radiant  angel -choirs 
To  a  ruin'd  world  proclaim — 
••  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem  I  " 

PillowM  is  His  infant  head 
On  a  borrow'd  manger-bed  ; 
He,  around  whose  throne  above 
Angels  hymn'd  their  songs  of  love, 
Now  is  wrapt  by  virgin  hands 
In  earth's  meanest  swaddling  bands  ; 
Once  adored  by  seraphim, 
Now  a  babe  of  Bethlehem. 

Eastern  sages  from  afar. 
Guided  by  a  mystic  star, 
Follow'd,  tUl  its  lustre  mild 
Brought  them  to  the  heavenly  Child. 
May  each  providence  to  me 
Like  a  guiding  meteor  be. 
Bringing  nearer  unto  Him, 
Once  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  1 


OLIVET. 

Oft  as  the  day-light  hours  were  gone, 

When  friends  forsook,  and  foes  beset, 
The  Saviour  of  the  world,  alone, 

Retired  to  pray  on  Olivet. 

M 


Oh,  may  I  chc 
TJiL-  shfllor 

Ami  realise  Ih, 
For  those  wl 

When  ends  >t  1 
Its  waning  si 

Uy  soul  would 
On  wings  of 


JEE 
T«u,  me,  O  tilt 
Why  the  sack 
Why  thy  childre 
Made  in  servit 
Heaven  procltim 
"She  has  slain  t 

She  who  once,  in 
'Mid  tile  kfngd 


JOHN  ROSS  MACDUFF,  D.D.  387 

Lordy  make  bare  Thine  arm  to  save  her. 

Let  her  exiles  cease  to  roam  ; 
Let  the  promised  time  to  favour. 

Yea,  the  set  time,^  let  it  come  I 
Heralds,  spread  the  jojrfiil  story, 
Jadah  twns  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 

Rise,  ye  prostrate  sons  of  Salem, 

God  once  more  is  on  your  side  ; 
Weeping  aliens,  come  and  hail  Him 

Whom  your  fathers  crucified. 
Teach  a  wonde/ing  world  the  story 
How  ye  love  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  SALVATION. 

Christians  !  hark  what  heavenly  chorus 

Wakes  the  echo  of  the  sky  I 
What  bright  spirits,  these  before  us. 

Throng  the  blissful  realms  on  high  ? 

Once  they  were  in  tribulation ; 

Sin  obscured  their  bright  array. 
Till  the  Fountain  of  salvation 

Washed  their  guilty  stains  away. 

Still  that  Fountain,  full  as  ever. 

All  alike  are  free  to  share ; 
Nor  can  guilty  sinners  ever 

Come  too  heavy-laden  there. 

Come  !  all  ye  whose  souls  are  dreary, 
Toss*d  with  fears,  with  doubts  distressM  ; 

Here  is  shelter  for  the  weary. 
To  the  heavy-laden  rest  I 

Lord,  we  come,  not  one  awanting  ; 

By  Thy  grace  our  souls  redeem  ; 
Like  the  hart  for  water  panting. 

All  would  drink  the  sacred  stream. 

C  C  2 
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We  come,  to  hear  the  joyous  story. 
And  to  wash  our  garments  white, — 

Free  to  all  the  realms  of  glory, 
Endless  day  which  knows  no  night. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Hasten,  Lord,  that  mom  of  glory 
When  the  world  shall  groan  no  more^ 

When  the  Gospel's  joyous  story 
Shall  be  spread  from  shore  to  shore. 

Speed  the  glorious  proclamation ; 

Let  Messiah's  power  increase  ; 
Every  tribe,  apd  tongue,  and  nation. 

Welcome  in  the  Prince  of  peace. 

Wake  your  echoes,  rocks  of  Kedar  ! 

Midian  !  Ephah  !  own  His  grace. 
**  Fir,  and  pine,  and  box,  and  cedar,  • 

Beautify  His  holy  place  I " 

BlessM  time,  when  every  dwelling 
Shall  one  joyful  anthem  raise  ; 

Every  heart,  with  rapture  swelling. 
Thrilling  every  tongue  with  praise. 

When  the  leopard  and  the  lion 
With  the  lamb  in  peace  shall  lie. 

And  within  the  earthly  Zion 
Dwell  the  love  that  reigns  on  high  ! 

Firman^ent,  now  glowing  o'er  us. 
Mountains,  rivers,  isles,  and  sea. 

All  combine  to  swell  the  chorus 
That  will  ring  earth's  jubilee  I 


kr 
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MRS.  MACKAY. 

:;arET  MaCKAY  is  daughter  of  Capt^  Robert  Mackajr.  who,  after  retnmingr  froni 
:  aervice,  settled  at  Hedfi^efield,  aear  lavemess.  In  1890.  she  was  united  in  marriage  to 
r  William  Mackay.  of  the  68th  Light  Infantry,  afterwards  Lieutenant  ColoneL  Mrs. 
ay  faas  publish^  **  The  Family  at  Heatherdale  ; "  "Sabbath  Musings ;"  "The  Wyclifl. 
'  "Lays  of  Lcisttre  Hours;"  "False  Appearances;"  and  some  fugitive  pieces.  Her 
lor  Isrric.  "  Asleep  in  Jesos,"  was  contributed,  in  1833,  to  Tfu  Amethyst,  an  annual 
ihed  at  Edinbovi^h. 


ASLEEP  IN  JESUS. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  -wakes  to  weep, 
A  calm  and  undisturb'd  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes  ! 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  his  venom*d  sting. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour, 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high  ! 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  time  nor  space 
Debars  this  precious  "hiding  pjace  ;" 
On  Indian  plains,  or  Lapland  snows, 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be  ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  evei*  wakes  to  weep  ! 


Testify  of  I 
Teslify  how 
Rose,  revives 

Turn  the  sini 
Teach  him  h. 
Bring  him  to 
Lead  him  to 

Thoa  canst  n 
On  the  ever-1 

I>7hispeniii 

Bid  him  hear 
Think  of  JesL 
IWl}',  though 


WWlclnjurt 
God  it  "ft  con 
Ve^  Hhmi  nef 
Thon  cuut  she 
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Ayrshire:  he  was  translated  to  Dallcdth  in  1843,  and  to  the  Barony  parish, 
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.  ^i^fy  to  the  popularity  of  the  editor.    Dr.  Madeod  is  one  of  Her  Majesty's  ^fc^piat^t 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Courage,  brother !  do  not  stumble, 
Though  thy  path  is  dark  as  night ; 

There's  a  star  to  guide  the  humble : 
*•  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Let  the  road  be  long  and  dreary, 

And  its  ending  out  of  sight ; 
Foot  it  bravely,  strong  or  weary ; 

**  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Perish  "  policy"  and  cunning. 
Perish  all  that  fears  the  light ! 

"Whether  losing,  whether  winning; 
'*  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  forms  of  guilty  passion, 
Fiends  can  look  like  angels  bright ; 

Trust  no  custom,  school,  or  fashion, 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  party.  Church,  or  faction; 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight ; 
But,  in  every  word  and  action, 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee, 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight ; 

Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee ; 
*•  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 


Saviour,  n 
In  Thj-  Path 
Vel  vouchsai 
To  Thy  faJth 
PoretMte  of 
When,  airay 
^s^ifng  will 
Thej  shall  5* 
Saviour,  thon 
NowmjriBor 
Still  Thy  pres 
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Offspring  of  the  Virgin's  womb ; 

By  the  light  through  midnight  gloom, 

Bursting  on  the  shepherds'  gaze ; 

By  the  angels'  song  of  praise ; 

By  the  leading  of  the  star. 

The  eastern  sages'  guide  from  far ; 

By  their  gifts,  with  worship  meet, 

Offer'd  at  Thy  infant  feet ; 

Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 


Man  of  sorrows,  hear  me  cry  ! 

By  Thy  great  humility  ; 

By  Thy  meekly  bowed  head ; 

By  Thy  gentle  Spirit,  fled 

To  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 

By  the  wound,  whence  issuing  flow'd 

"Water,  mingled  with  Thy  blood. 

By  Thy  breathless  body,  laid 

In  the  rock's  sepulchral  shade, 

Where  man  ne'er  before  reposed, 

Straitly  watch'd,  securely  closed ; 

Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me  ! 


Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
God  and  man,  to  Thee  I  cry : 
"With  Thy  love  my  bosom  fill ; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  Thy  will ; 
Grant  me,  what  TTiou  bidd'st  to  do, 
"What  Thou  proffer'st  to  pursue : 
So  may  He,  the  Sire  above, 
Guard  me  ^vith  a  parent's  love ; 
So  may  He,  the  Spirit  blest, 
"Whisper  comfort,  hope,  and  rest ; 
So  may'st  Thou,  my  Saviour,  come, 
Make  this  froward  heart  Thy  home. 
And  manifest  Thyself  to  me 
In  the  Triune  Deity, 


I,:linh()n: 
]iy  Tl,y  h 
By  Thy  pa 
ByThjrSj 
Lord,  Thy 
Thon  om  I 

Prince  ofli 
By  Thy  gl, 
By  Thy  trl. 
ByThypo 
Lord,  Thy 
Thon  oar  I 

Lord  of  glo 
Mill  eultei 
With  Thy! 
H«lp  us  to 
Then  shall ' 
Heaven  our 


JOHN  MARRIOTT.  395 


JOHN  MARRIOTT. 

tXV.  John  Marriott  was  bom  at  Cottesbach.  near  Luttenmrth,  Ldcestenldre,  In 
r  XTte.  He  was  the  ynuogest  son  of  the  Rcr.  Dr.  Marriott,  owner  and  incumbent  of 
acb.  He  studied  at  Chrisit  Church,  Oxford,  and  took  honours  at  the  examination  in 
le  fint  year  that  pab&c  iKmoun  were  awarded.  He  was  ordained  in  1803,  and  after 
;  vmknm  civacies  was  appointed  rector  of  Church  Lawfurd,  Warwiclcshire.  His  latter 
fcve  spent  in  the  county  of  Devon.  He  died  on  the  3zst  March,  18*5,  in  liis  4Sth  year. 
Dowinif  faynm,  which  originally  appeared  in  Dr.  Raffles'  collection,  is  here  printed  from 
npplied  by  tike  aadior's  son. 

A  MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight ; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

"  Let  there  be  light." 

Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring, 
Oh  Thy  redeeming  wing, 
Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind. 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind. 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind 

Let  there  be  light." 


<i 


Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight : 
Move  o*er  the  waters'  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

"  Let  there  be  light." 

BlessM  and  holy 
And  glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride. 
Thro*  the  world,  far  and  wide, 

"  Let  there  be  light." 


Awale,  my  i 

Break  fortl 

Man's  irfe  's  s 

The  leaves 

The  letters,  m 

The  title  is 

This  day  God 

Mjr  keeper  i 

His  mercies 

Minates  and  m 

Have  made , 

Minutes  came  ( 

More  fleet  an 
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SAMUEL  MEDLEY, 

U.  MKDLEY  was  bom  at  Cheshunt,  Hertford^tre,  on  the  93rd  June,  173B.  He  was 
ticed  to  an  ffiTr"***  in  London :  but.  not  relishing;  this  employment,  he  ento^  the  navy 
daJaipiiiaa.  At  this  period  he  was  a  strani;er  to  the  concerns  of  relijfion.  A  severe 
vriiidi  lie  rec:ctTed  tn  a  naval  engagement  with  the  French,  ot[  Cape  Lagos,  in  August, 
d  So  his  beini;  invalided  for  several  months.  He  was  now  brought  to  a  sense  of  his 
il  danger,  and  led  to  dobe  with  the  offer  of  salvation.  Entering  the  ministry  of  the 
:  Church,  he  accepted,  in  1767,  a  call  from  a  congregation  at  Watford,  Herts.  In  1773, 
oved  to  Lirerpool,  where,  fai  1789,  a  new  chapel  in  Byrom  Street  was  erected  for  his 
B^  congregation.  After  a  period  of  declining  health,  he  died  on  the  xyth  July,  1799. 
>8th  was  a  triumphant  vindication  of  his  latter  life.  Mr.  Medley's  hymns  originally 
rented  on  iMtiadstdes.  In  1785  appeared  a  second  edition  of  his  "  Hymns  on  Select  For* 
f  Scriptnre."  contahiing  thirty-four  hymns.  Of  this  Httle  work  a  third  edition,  containing 
y-seven  hymns,  was  published  in  1769,  xamo.  In  1794  he  printed  a  small  collection  of 
ns  siov  after  preaching."  A  volume  of  "  Hymns"  from  his  pen,  containing  two  hun* 
ad  thirty-two  compo$itions«  appeared  in  xSoo.    His  memoirs  were  published  by  his  son, 

CHRIST  OUR  KING. 

Not  of  terrestrial  mortal  themes, 
Not  of  the  world's  delusive  dreams 

My  soul  attempts  to  sing  : 
But  of  that  theme  Divinely  true, 
Ever  delightful,  ever  new — 

My  Jesus  and  my  King. 

Oh  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth. 
Oh  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth. 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  !     • 
I'd  soar,  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings. 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  Divine. 

Upon  the  theme  I'd  ever  dwell. 
And  in  transporting  raptures  tell 

What  I  in  Jesus  see  ; 
I'd  sing  with  more  than  mortal  voice, 
And  lose  my  life  amidst  the  joys 

Of  what  He  is  to  me. 

.  Prostrate  before  His  throne  I*d  fall, 
And  bless  His  holy  name  for  all 

The  riches  of  His  grace ; 
I'd  sing  how  glorious  power  subdued, 
I'd  sing  how  sovereign  love  renew'd 

The  vilest  of  the  race. 


t> 
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In  vain  firom  creatures  help  I  seek  : 
Thou,  only  Thou,  the  word  canst  speak. 
To  heal  my  wounds,  and  calm  my  grief. 
Or  give  my  mournful  heart  relief. 

Lord,  I  am  Tile,  and  poor,  and  weak ; 

Yet  will  I  for  Thy  mercy  seek ; 

I  therefore  cannot  turn  away. 

But  wait  to  hear  what  Thou  wilt  say. 

Oh  speak,  and  bid  my  soul  rejoice  ; 
I  long  to  hear  Thy  pardoning  voice : 
Say,  **  Peace,  be  still  I  look  up  and  live  ; 
Life,  peace,  and  heaven  are  mine  to  give. 

* 
Without  Thy  peace  and  presence,  Lord, 
Not  all  the  world  can  help  afford ; 
Oh,  do  not  frown  my  soul  away  : 
Lord,  smile  my  darkness  into  day. 

Then,  fill*d  with  grateful,  holy  love. 
My  soul  in  praise  shall  soar  above. 
And  with  delightful  joy  record 
The  wondrous  goodness  of  my  Lord. 


RESIGNATION. 

Let  me.  Thou  sovereign  Lord  of  all. 
Low  at  Thy  footstool  humbly  fall ; 
And,  while  I  feel  affliction's  rod, 
"Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

When,  or  wherever  Thou  shalt  smite, 
I'll  own  Thee  kind,  I'll  own  Thee  right. 
And,  underneath  the  heaviest  load, 
"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

Dost  Thou  my  earthly  comforts  slay. 

And  take  beloved  ones  away  ? 

Yet  will  my  soul  revere  Thy  rod, 

••  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 


Thy  love  Th. 
In  aU  I've  be 
I^  me,  lill  b 
"  Be  sUII,  an. 

Then,  when  r 
To  joys  and  I 
I  shall,  as  ran 
For  ever  sing. 


THE  LOVING-t 

Awake,  my  so 

And  sing  [|iy  p 
He  justly  cktm 
His  loving.kind 

He  saw  me  nijn 
Yet  lov'd  me  no 
And  sav'd  me  fr. 
His  lovinp-kinrfi 
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Thro'  mighty  hosts  of  cruel  foes, 
Where  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  strong  I 

When  earthly  friends  forsake  me  quite, 
And  I  have  neither  skill  nor  might. 
He's  sure  my  helper  to  appear  ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  near. 

Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
And  tho*  I  ofl  have  Him  forgot. 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not ! 

So,  when  I  pass  death's  gloomy  vale, 
And  life  and  mortal  pow'rs  shall  fail. 
Oh  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death  ! 

Then  shall  I  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
Then  shall  I  sing  with  sweet  surprise 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 

There  with  their  golden  harps  I'll  join. 
And  with  their  anthems  mingle  mine. 
And  loudly  sound  on  ev'ry  chord 
The  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord. 


MISS  MENNEL. 

L  is  author  of  "  Life's  Morning  ;•*  ••  Life's  Evening ; "  "  Sunday  Hours,"  and  other 
atkns,  chiefly  intended  for  the  young.  The  following  hymn,  hitherto  described 
in  the  coOectiotts,  was  composed  by  Mi<kS  Mennel.  and  included  by  her,  aiooff 
tier  lyrics  from  her  pen,  in  her  volume  of  "  Life's  Morning,"  published  by  the 
t  Sodcty.    Miss  Mennel  formerly  resided  at  Brighton. 

GOING  HOME. 

ive  no  home  but  heaven  ;  a  pilgrim's  garb  we  wear ; 
ith  is  mark'd  by  changes,  and  strew'd  with  many  a  care ; 
inded  with  temptation,  by  varied  ills  oppress'd, 
lay's  experience  warns  us  that  this  is  not  our  rest. 

D  D 


lfs|"'f<^an.][n.rf«;lfricii. 
^^■l..v.,„W,o,„.bu,,,e. 

Wilh  eager  hearts  we  hast 
We  have  no  home  but  he; 


God  of  my  healtJ 

First  gave  me  | 

How  shall  my  th; 

The  wonders  o 

While  void  of  tho 

Dust  of  my  pap 

Thy  breath  mfnrT. 


JAMES  MERRICK.  403 

Thine  eye  beheld  in  open  view 

The  yet  unfinished  plan  ; 
The  shadowy  lines  Thy  pencil  drew, 

And  fonnM  the  future  man. 


Oh  !  may  this  frame,  that  rising  grew 

Beneath  Thy  plastic  hands. 
Be  studious  ever  to  pursue 

Whatever  Thy  will  commands. 
The  soul  that  moves  this  earthly  load. 

Thy  semblance  let  it  bear, 
Nor  lose  the  traces  of  the  God 

Who  stamp'd  His  image  there. 

Thou,  who  within  this  earthly  shrine 

Hast  pour*d  Thy  quickening  ray. 
Oh !  let  Thy  influence  on  me  shine, 

And  purge  each  mist  away. 
With  curious  search  let  others  ask 

Through  nature's  depths  to  see  ; 
Oh !  teach  my  soul  the  better  task. 

To  know  itself  and  Thee. 

Teach  me  to  know  how  weak  the  mind 

That  yields  to  erring  pride  ; 
And  make  my  doubting  reason  find 

Thy  word  its  safest  guide. 
Let  me  not,  lost  in  leaming^s  maze. 

Religion's  flame  resign  ; 
For  what's  the  worth  of  human  praise. 

Compared,  my  God,  to  Thine  ? 

Keep  in  my  soul  the  strong  delight. 

The  hopes  that  in  me  rise. 
While  faith  presents  before  my  sight 

The  bliss  that  never  dies. 
O  be  those  hopes  my  only  boast. 

That  faith  my  whole  employ  ; 
Till  faith  in  knowledge  shall  be  lost. 

And  hope  in  fullest  joy. 

D  D  2 
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Where'er  I  turn  my  wakeful  thought. 

Unnumbered  foes  I  see  ; 
Guide  of  my  youth,  forsake  me  not. 

But  lead  me  safe  to  Thee. 
As  on  I  press,  distrust  and  doubt 

Dissuasive  step  between ; 
While  pleasures  tempt  me  from  withoat. 

And  passions  war  within. 

Yet,  fix*d  on  Thee,  I  lose  each  fear« 

Each  vain  assault  I  brave ; 
I  know  Thee,  Lord,  not  slow  to  bear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 
O  cast  my  errors  from  Thy  sight. 

And  let  them  pass  away 
Unheeded  as  a  watch  by  night. 

Or  as  a  cloud  by  day. 

So,  while  in  secret  thought  arraign'd. 

O'er  my  past  life  I  go, 
And  mark  how  oft  I  urgM  Thy  hand 

To  strike  th'  avenging  blow  ; 
So  oft  shall  my  repeated  lays 

My  thankful  heart  declare. 
And  joy  to  celebrate  Thy  praise. 

Whose  mercy  deign*d  to  spare. 


HENRY  HART  MILMAN,   D.D. 

Thb  Vrrv  Rev.  henry  Hart  Milman,  D.D..  was  bora  la  LoadoB.  oa  dh 
Febroary.  179Z.  His  father  was  Sir  Francis  Milman.  Bart.,  physiciam  to  Geofcc  HI*  ^ 
educated  at  Eton,  and  Brasenose  College,  Oxford.  In  X817,  be  obCaiaed  orders,  aid 
after  was  appointed  Vicar  of  St.  Mary's,  Reading*.  In  iSaz,  be  was  dected  Frofes 
Poetry  in  the  university  of  Oxford.  He  was  afterwards  appointed  Rector  of  SL  Mafg 
Westminster.  Since  November,  1849,  he  has  held  the  office  of  Dean  of  Sc  Paol's;.  Dei 
man  bas  composed  a  "  History  of  I^tin  Christianity,"  and  a  **  History  of  tbe  Je*s  ;*  1 
been  an  extensive  contributor  to  Tht  Quarterly  Revitw,  His  poctiral  works  were  pak 
in  1839,  in  three  volumes,  xamo. 

THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

Bound  upon  th'  accursW  tree. 
Faint  and  bleeding,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  eyes  so  pale  and  dim. 
Streaming  blood,  and  writhizig  limb ; 
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By  the  flesh,  with  scourges  torn  ; 
By  the  crown  of  twisted  thorn  ; 
By  the  side  so  deeply  pierced  ; 
By  the  baffled,  burning  thirst ; 
By  the  drooping  death-dew'd  brow  ; 
Son  of  man,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  ! 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  sun  at  noon-day  pale. 
Shivering  rocks,  and  rending  veil ; 
By  earth,  that  trembles  at  His  doom  ; 
By  yonder  saints  who  burst  their  tomb ; 
By  Eden  promised,  ere  He  died. 
To  the  felon  at  His  side  ; 
Lord,  our  suppliant  knees  we  bow, 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  ! 

Bound  upon  th*  accursed  tree. 
Sad  and  dying,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  last  and  bitter  cry  ; 
The  ghost  given  up  in  agony  ; 
By  the  lifeless  body  laid 
In  the  chamber  of  the  dead  ; 
By  the  mourners  come  to  weep 
Where  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep  ; 
Crucified  !  we  know  Thee  now  : 
Son  of  man,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  I 

Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree. 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  prayer  for  them  that  slew, — 
**  Lord,  they  know  not  what  they  do  I** 
By  the  spoil'd  and  empty  grave  ; 
By  the  souls  He  died  to  save ; 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won  ; 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne  ; 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  brow  : 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  I 


The  judgmeni  I  the  jud 
Where  the  Lamb  and  t 
All  Aesh  is  at  once  in  II 
And  the  doom  of  etenii 

Oh  merer  '  oh  mercy  I 
Creator  I  on  us.  Thy  sa 
When  beneath  to  their  i 
May  our  sanctified  souls 


INVOCATION  0 
When  our  heads 
When  our  bilter  I 
When  we  moum 
Gradous  Son  of  J 
Thou  our  throbbii 
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Thou  hast  bow*d  the  dying  head, 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed ; 
Thou  hast  fill'd  a  mortal  bier  ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

When  the  heart  is  sad  within. 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin  ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  1 

Thou  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known, 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own  ; 
Thou  hast  deign'd  their  load  to  bear : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

FUNERAL  ANTHEM. 

Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  pvery  eye, 

And  sorrow  is  unknown. 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh. 

And  from  care  and  fears  released  ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thou  *st  travell'd  o'er, 

And  borne  the  heavy  load ; 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  languid  feet 

To  reach  His  blest  abode. 
Thou  'rt  sleeping  now,  like  Lazarus, 

Upon  His  Father's  breast, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now. 

Nor  doubt  thy  faith  assail. 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  fail. 
And  there  thou  *rt  sure  to  meet  the  good 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovedst  best ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 


May  each,  like 
To  be  a  glor 

Where  the  wici 
And  the  wca 
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Would'st  thou  know  God's  wondrous  love  ? 

Seek  it  not  beside  the  throne  ; 
List  not  angels'  praise  above, 

But  come  and  hear  the  heavy  groan 
By  the  Godhead  heav'd  for  thee, 
Sinner,  in  Gethsemane. 

When  His  tears  and  bloody  sweat, 

When  His  passion  and  His  prayer. 
When  His  pangs  on  Olivet, 

Wake  within  thee  thoughts  of  care, — 
Remember,  sinner,  'twas  for  thee 
He  suffer'd  in  Gethsemane  ! 

Hate  the  sin  that  cost  so  dear  ; 

Love  the  God  that  loved  thee  so  ; 
Weep,  if  thou  wilt — ^but  likewise  fear 

To  bid  that  fountain  freshly  flow. 
That  gush*d  so  freely  once  for  thee 
In  sorrowful  Gethsemane. 


REDEEMING  GRACE. 

In  every  season,  every  hour. 
In  every  leaf,  in  every  flower. 
In  every  scene,  and  every  sound. 
Amid  creation's  wonders  found. 

My  soul  Thy  providence  discerns  ; 
And  whensoe'er  I  walk  abroad. 

To  Thee  involuntar'ly  turns, — 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 

The  glories  of  the  midnight  sky. 
The  evening  insect  humming  by. 
The  mightiest  and  the  meanest  prove 
Alike  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 

While  heav'n  and  earth  thus  both  combine 
To  raise  the  heart,  and  point  the  road 

That  leads,  thro'  blessings  so  Divine, 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 


LYRA  BUTAHKICA. 

But  O,  haw  much  mote  dew  to  bace 
The  woaders  of  Tbj  world  of  grace  I 
The  sonl  that  by  the  cross  cui  kneel. 
And  all  that  cross's  comfort  fed, 

Upon  the  Saviour's  healing  wingt, 
Wash'd  in  the  Saviour's  predoos  blood— 

Redeem'd — regenerated  springs. 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  The^  my  God  I 


REST. 

Rest  o(  the  weaiy, 

Jof  of  the  sad, 
Hope  of  the  dreary. 

Light  of  the  glad  ; 
Home  of  the  stranger. 

Strength  to  the  end. 
Refuge  from  danger, 

Saviour.and  Friend  t 

Pillow  where,  lying. 

Love  rests  its  head, 
Peace  of  (he  dying. 

Life  of  the  dead  ; 
Path  of  the  lowly, 

Prize  at  the  end. 
Breath  of  the  holy. 

Saviour  and  Friend  I 

When  my  feet  stumble, 

I'll  to  Thee  cry  [ 
Crown  of  the  humble. 

Cross  of  the  high. 
When  my  steps  wander. 

Over  me  bend. 
Truer  and  fonder. 

Saviour  and  Friend  I 
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Ever  confessing 

Thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  Thee  blessing, 

Glory,  and  praise ; 
All  my  endeavour. 

World  without  end, 
Thine  to  be  ever, 

Saviour  and  Friend. 


"SOON  AND  FOR  EVER." 

•*  Soon  and  for  ever :" 

Such  promise  our  trust. 
Though  ashes  to  ashes. 

And  dust  unto  dust ; 
••  Soon,  and  for  ever," 

Our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious 

Redeemer,  in  Thee : 
When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 

Of  time  shall  be  o'er. 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings 

Remember'd  no  more. 
Where  life  cannot  fail,  and  where 

Death  cannot  sever. 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

**  Soon  and  for  ever." 

"Soon  and  forever" 

The  breaking  of  day 
Shall  drive  all  the  night-clouds 

Of  sorrow  away : 
**  Soon  and  for  ever  " 

We'll  see  as  we're  seen, 
And  learn  the  deep  meaning 

Of  things  that  have  been  : 
When  fightings  without  us, 

And  fears  from  within. 
Shall  weary  no  more  in 

The  warfare  of  sin ; 


Hiscr 
Then  dn 

A  glorioi 
Is  brig 

When  (bl 

Failhfii 

ChristUni 
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Birds  have  t 
Fwea  their  holi 

All  creatures 
But  Jesus  had  n 

Winds  have  tl 
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And  yet  He  came  to  give 
The  weary  and  the  heavy  laden  rest. 

To  bid  the  sinner  live, 
And  soothe  our  griefs  to  slumber  on  His  breast. 

What  then  am  I,  my  God, 
Permitted  thus  the  path  of  peace  to  tread  ? 

Peace,  purchased  by  the  blood 
Of  Him  who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head  ! 

I — ^who  once  made  Him  grieve, 
I — who  once  bid  His  gentle  spirit  mourn. 

Whose  hand  essay'd  to  weave 
For  His  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn  ! 

Oh,  why  should  I  have  peace  ? 
Why  ? — but  for  that  unchanged  undying  love 

Which  would  not,  could  not  cease. 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above? 

Yes  ;  but  for  pardoning  grace, 
I  feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see. 

The  brightness  of  that  face 
That  once  was  pale  and  agonized  for  me. 

Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest. 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed  ; 

Come,  Saviour  !  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head. 

Come,  give  me  rest,  and  take 
The  only  rest  on  earth  Thou  lov'st,  within 

A  heart  that  for  Thy  sake 
Lies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin. 


INGRATITUi:)E. 

Luke  xviL  17,  x8. 

There  are  ten  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour  ; 

In  wearisome  sickness  they  pine  ; 
They  are  whole,  but  is  this  their  behaviour  ? 

"  Ten  deansM !— but  where  are  the  nine  ?" 


"  Ten  cleans 
We  shrink  froir 


The  vows  thai  Ii 

Will  they  live  th 
"  Ten  cleansi. 

Better  far  our  affi 
If  grace  with  II 

Than  to  caU  fortf 
"  Ten  cleansW 
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MOMTCOMBRY  was  born  at  Irvine.  Ayrshire,  on  the  4th  November,  1771.    His  ather, 

VBkery.  a  atthre  of  Ireland,  was  a  cooven  of  John  Ceanlck,  and  a  preacher  in  con* 

MorvTiansi.    In  hb  sixth  year,  Montgomery  was  placed  at  die  Moravian  settk  • 

Yorkshire;.    After  occupyinif  a  number  of  uncongenial  situations,  he  became, 

year,  assistant  to  a  bookseller  in  Sheffield.    He  acquired  the  property  of  a 

;  which  he  successfully  conducted.    Having  incidentally  printed  a  patriotic 

-hawker,  be  was,  in  1794,  subjected  to  three  months'  imprisonment  in  Yoric 

ge  of  conspiring  against  the  Govemment.    He  was  subsequently  con&ied 

Castle  for  publishtng  an  account  of  a  riot  at  Sheffield.    It  was  on  this  occasion  that  he 

his  <sst  volume  of  poems,  which,  in  1797,  appeared  under  the  title  of  "  Prison 

"    He  cfied  at  Sheffield,  in  April.  1854,  in  his  eighty-second  year.    For  a  number 

Mowrgnmery  ciyoyed  a  civil  list  pension  of  j^iy.    He  is  one  of  the  most  graceful 


PSALM  SEVENTY-SECOND. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed  ! 

Great  David's  greater  Son  I 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 

His  reign  on  earth  begun  I 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  let  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes,  with  succour  speedy 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light, 
Whose  souls  conderan'd  and  dying, 

Were  precious  in  His  sight. 


By  such  shall  He  be  feared. 

While  sun  and  moon  endure. 
Beloved,  obey*d,  revered  ; 

For  He  shall  judge  the  poor, 
Through  changing  generations, 

With  justice,  mercy,  truth. 
While  stars  maintain  their  stations. 

Or  moons  renew  their  youth. 
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GLORY  TO  GOD. 
Luke  ii.  13. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang. 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  He  spake  and  it  was  done. 

Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn. 
When  the  Prince  of  peace  was  bom ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day. 
God  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

And  can  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ! 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Bongs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

Borne  upon  their  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory, 
Wing  your  flight  o*er  all  the  taith. ; 

Ye  who  sang  creation's  story. 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  King. 
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There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown ; 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Form'd  for  the  good  alone ; 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

Thns  star  by  star  declines, 

Till  all  are  pass'd  away ; 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night, 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light 
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THE  PREPARATION  OF  THE  HEART. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  aright, 
With  reverence  and  with  fear : 

Though  dust  and  ashes  in  Thy  sight, 
We  may,  we  must  draw  near. 

We  perish  if  we  cease  from  prayer ; 

Oh  grant  us  power  to  pray ; 
And  when  to  meet  Thee  we  prepare, 

Lord,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

Burdened  with  guilt,  convinced  of  sin, 
In  weakness,  want,  and  woe. 

Fightings  without  and  fears  within, 
Lord,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 

God  of  all  grace,  we  bring  to  Thee 

A  broken,  contrite  heart ; 
Give  what  Thine  eye  delights  to  see,— 
Truth  in  the  inward  part 


Give  deep  humility  ;  the  sense 
Of  godly  sorrow  give  ; 

A  strong  desiring  confidence 
To  hear  Thy  voice,  and  live. 
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The  saints,  in  prayer,  appear  as  one 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind ; 
While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 

Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 

Nor  prayer  is  made  by  man  alone  ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads  ; 
And  Jesus  on  the  eternal  throne 

For  sinners  intercedes.         , 

O  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God  ! 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way  ! 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod, 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  ! 


ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  FOR  WORSHIP. 

Lord  of  hosts  !  to  Thee  we  raise. 
Here  an  house  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
Thou  Thy  people's  hearts  prepare. 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Let  the  living  here  be  fed 
With  Thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread  ; 
Here,  in  hope  of  glory  blessed. 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest. 

Here  to  Thee  a  temple  stand. 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land ; 
Here  reveal  Thy  mercy  sure, 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

Hallelujah  !  earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply  I 
Hallelujah  I  hence  ascend 
Prayer  and  praise,  till  time  shall  end. 
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Mv  God,  Thy  b 
How  bright  on  1 
How  sweetly 
II  stresms  from  ' 
Thro'  heaven  its 
And  o'er  the  e 

'Tis  love  that  pal 
And  bids  the  cloi 
Thdr  geala]  dr 
In  ev'iy  yemal  be 
And  breathes  in  e 
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It  robes  in  cheerfU 
And  poors  its  flow 
^^hose  sweets  pi 
Its  bonntles  richJy  -. 
The  blushing  fhiit. 
And  smile  on  ev* 


Then  let  the  love  thai  make-,  ine  ble^t 
\Vith  cheerful  praise  inspire  my  breast, 

And  ardent  gratitude  ; 
And  all  my  thoughts  and  passions  tend 
To  Thee,  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  soul's  eternal  good. 

Dart  from  Thine  own  celestial  flame 
One  vivid  beam,  to  warm  my  frame 

"With  kindred  energy  ; 
Mark  Thine  own  image  on  my  mind  ; 
And  teach  me  to  be  good  and  kind, 

And  love  and  bless  like  Thee. 


->  -> 
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ENDLESS  PRAISE. 

Hail  to  the  sovereign  power  that  broke 
The  strength  of  sin's  tyrannic  yoke, 

And  freed  our  captive  race, — 
Did  all  the  rage  of  hell  confound. 
And  gave  to  death  its  fatal  wound  I 

All  hail,  victorious  grace  I 

Hail  to  the  Friend  of  human  kind. 
Who  His  celestial  throne  resign'd 

To  succour  man  distrest ; 
Who  could  unnumbered  wrongs  forgive ; 
Who  groan'd  the  rebel  to  relieve, 

And  bled  to  make  him  blest. 

To  Thee  our  lives,  our  souls  we  owe. 
Our  peace  and  sweetest  joy  below. 

And  brighter  hope  above  ; 
Then  let  our  lives,  and  all  that's  ours. 
Our  souls,  our  passions,  and  our  powers, 

Be  sacred  to  Thy  love. 

O  when  shall  that  dear  day  arise, 
When,  in  full  glories,  to  our  eyes 

Thy  beauties  shall  appear  ! 
Then,  with  a  fiir  sublimer  strain. 
We'll  praise  Thee  on  the  blissful  plain. 

Through  heaven's  eternal  year. 
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Sing,— for  the  pride  . 
His  chariots,  his  b< 
How  vain  was  their  b 
And  chariots  and  h 
Sound  the  loud  limbn 
Jehovah  has  triumph'i 

Praise  to  the  Conqwr. 
His  word  was  our  arre 
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Ofthose  she  sent  fo, 
For  the  Lord  haih  lool 
And  «L  her  brave  ih 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel 
Jehovah  has  iriumph'd. 
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But  Thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part,  * 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe, 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears. 

Is  dimmM  and  vanished  too  ! 

Oh,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  Thy  wing  of  love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Our  peace-branch  from  above  ! 

Then  sorrow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day. 


THE  GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  HEAVEN. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see  ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee  ; 

Where'er  we  turn.  Thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 

When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  op'ning  clouds  of  even. 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven  : 

Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord,  are  Thine. 

When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes  : 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  Divine, 

So  grand,  so  countless,  Lord,  are  Thine. 
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I^  in  pity  to  our  blindness, 

They  had  brought  the  pardon  needed, 

Still  Jehovah's  wondrous  kindness 
Had  our  vrannest  hopes  exceeded. 

If  some  prophet  had  been  sent 

With  salvation's  jojrful  news, 
Who  that  heard  the  blest  event 

Could  their  warmest  love  refuse  ? 

But  'twas  He  to  whom  in  heaven 

Hallelujahs  never  cease  ; 
He,  the  mighty  God,  was  given — 

Given  to  us — a  Prince  of  peace. 

None  but  He  who  did  create  us 

Could  redeem  from  sin  and  hell ; 
None  but  He  could  reinstate  us 

In  the  rank  from  which  we  fell. 

Had  He  come,  the  glorious  Stranger, 
Deck*d  with  all  the  world  calls  great ; 

Had  He  lived  in  pomp  and  grandeur, 
Crown'd  with  more  than  royal  state, — 

Still  our  tongues,  with  praise  o'erflowing, 
On  such  boundless  love  would  dwell ; 

Still  our  hearts,  with  rapture  glowing, 
Feel  what  words  could  never  telL 

But  what  wonder  should  it  raise. 

Thus  our  lowest  state  to  borrow ! 
O  the  high  mysterious  ways, 

God*s  own  Son  a  child  of  sorrow ! 

'Twas  to  bring  us  endless  pleasure 

He  our  suffering  nature  bore  ; 
'Twas  to  give  us  heavenly  treasure 

He  was  willing  to  be  poor. 

Come,  ye  rich,  survey  the  stable 

Where  your  infant  Saviour  lies  ; 
From  your  full,  overflowing  table» 

Send  the  hungry  good  supplies. 
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I  know  thou  canst  not  rest 
Until  thou  art  from  guilt  and  sorrow  free'; 

Earth  cannot  make  thee  blest ; 
Come,  bring  thy  suffering,  bleeding  heart  to  me. 

How  often  in  the  hour 
Of  weariness  would  I  have  succoured  thee  ! 

But  thou  didst  spurn  the  power, 
And  scorn  the  heart  that  loved  so  tenderly. 

Oh,  what  on  earth  appears 
To  comfort  thy  distress  and  heal  thy  grief. 

To  dry  thy  bitter  tears, 
And  offer  thy  poor  sinking  soul  relief? 

Thy  life  of  sin  Hus  been 
A  toilsome  path,  without  one  cheering  ray ; 

Now  on  thy  Father  lean. 
And  He  will  guide  thee  in  a  better  way. 

Come,  leave  the  desert  land 
And  all  the  husks  on  which  thy  soul  has  fed. 

And  trust  the  faithful  Hand 
That  offers  thee  a  feast  of  living  bread. 

O  sinner  I  'tis  the  voice 
Of  One,  who  long  has  loved  and  pitied  thee  1 

He  would  thy  heart  rejoice, 
And  set  thee  from  all  sin  and  suffering  free. 
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Oh,  canst  thou  turn  away  ? 
It  is  thy  Father  that  invites  thee  near  I 

Nay,  sinner,  weep  and  pray  ! 
And  heaven  shall  hail  the  penitential  tear  f 
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THE  SAVIOUR'S  ADVENT. 

The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 
Have  seen  a  glorious  light ; 

The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  surrounding  night 

To  hail  Thy  rise,  Thou  better  Sun, 
The  gathering  nations  come. 

Joyous  as  when  the  reapers  bear 
The  harvest-treasures  home. 

For  Thou  our  burden  hast  removed, 
And  quelled  the  oppressors'  sway  ; 

Quick  as  the  slaughter'd  squadrons  fell 
In  Midian's  evil  day. 

To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 

Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace. 

For  evermore  adored, 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread  ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know  ; 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above, 

And  peace  abound  below. 
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By  no  cunning  sleight  enticed 
From  our  perfect  trust  in  Christ ; 
Close,  compact  in  joint  and  limb 
May  we  all  grow  up  in  Him. 
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A  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  HYMN. 

O  Lord,  a  wondrous  story 

Our  ears  have  heard  of  Thee, 
How  Thou  didst  leave  Thy  glory 

A  little  child  to  be  ; 
And  here  in  lowly  station 

Didst  suffer  childhood's  woes, 
And  feel  each  sharp  temptation 

Which  e'en  our  childhood  knows. 

And,  in  Thy  manhood's  meekness. 

Thy  hands  were  spread  to  bless 
Sweet  childhood's  smiling  weakness 

With  many  a  mild  caress. 
Young  babes  Thou  lov'st  to  cherish, 

As  on  a  parent's  knee  ; 
Nor  would'st  that  one  should  perish. 

But  all  be  taught  of  Thee. 

Help  then  our  weak  endeavour 

To  make  Thy  gospel  known, 
And  seal,  O  Lord,  for  ever, 

These  little  ones  Thine  own. 
Thy  Church's  nurslings  gather 

Beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing  ; 
Be  Thou  their  Friend  and  Father, 

Redeemer,  Guide,  and  King. 


CHILDREN'S  HYMN. 

Source  of  wisdom,  past  and  present. 
Fount  of  love  which  ne'er  shall  cease, 

Thou,  whose  ways  are  always  pleasant. 
Thou,  whose  paths  are  perfect  peace ; 
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Though  our  tongues,  which  lisp  and  falter. 
Thy  transcendent  praise  bedim. 

Hear  us  now,  before  Thine  altar. 
Chant  our  artless  in£uit  hymn. 

Vain,  without  Thy  aid,  the  teaching. 

E'en  by  Christian  kindness  given  ; 
Hear  us  now  that  aid  beseeching. 

Help  us  from  Thy  highest  heaven. 
Grant  us,  in  ungrudging  measure, 

Grace,  whereby  all  good  is  wrought ; 
Guide  us  to  Tliy  heavenly  treasure. 

Bless  Thy  teachers  and  Thy  tanght. 

So  from  homes  of  humble  gladness, — 

So  from  hearths  by  wealth  despised. 
Where,  alike  in  joy  and  sadness. 

Wisdom's  word  is  known  and  prized, — 
From  the  plough,  the  loom,  the  spindle, 

Hymns  of  praise  shall  still  be  pour'd ; 
Hearts  with  grateful  love  shall  kindle 

Toward  their  Saviour  and  their  Lord. 


JOHN   MASON   NEALE,  D.D. 
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East  Griastead.  an  appointment  which  he  retained  to  the  period  of  his  decease.  At  CaBd3n4 
be  obtained  the  Members'  Prize,  in  1838,  and  gained  on  nine  several  oocasiotts  Cbe  Seatoai 
Prize  for  the  best  English  poem  on  a  sacred  subject.  He  published  **  Hymns  for  Childrei 
and  "Hymns  for  the  Sick;"  also  two  volumes  of  metrical  translatioas,  entitled  "Mediv 
Hymns"  and  "Hymns  of  the  Eastern  Church."  Amongf  his  extenatre  proae  writiags  1 
"Ayton  Priory,-  "Shepperton  Manor,"  "Agnes  de  Tracey."— works  of  fictkxi:  and  na 
historical  worlcs,  chiefly  intended  for  the  young.  His  "  History  of  the  Holy  Eastern  Chord 
and  "  History  of  the  Patriarchate  of  Alexandria,"  are  well  known.  Dr.  Neale  £ed  on  i 
8th  August,  1866. 

EVENING. 

The  day,  O  Lord,  is  spent ; 
Abide  with  us,  and  rest ; 
Our  hearts'  desires  are  fully  bent 
On  making  Thee  our  guest. 
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We  have  not  reach'd  that  land. 
That  happy  hmd,  as  yet, 
Where  holy  angels  round  Thee  stand. 
Whose  sun  can  never  set 

Our  sun  is  sinking  now; 
Our  day  is  almost  o'er ; 
0  Sun  of  righteousness,  do  Thou 
Shine  on  us  evermore  ! 

From  men  below  the  skies, 
And  ail  the  heavenly  host. 
To  God  the  Father  praise  arise — 
The  Son  and  Holy  Ghost 


CHRIST  HATH  RISEN. 

The  foe  behind,  the  deep  before, 

Our  hosts  have  dared  and  past  the  sea; 
And  Pharaoh's  warriors  strew  the  shore. 
And  Israel's  ransom'd  tribes  are  free. 
Lift  up,  lift  up  your  voices  now  ! 
The  whole  wide  world  rejoices  now  I 
The  Lord  hath  triumph'd  gloriously  ! 
The  Lord  shall  reign  victoriously  ! 
Happy  morrow. 
Turning  sorrow 

Into  peace  and  mirth  ! 
Bondage  ending. 
Love  descending 
O'er  the  earth  I 
Seals  assuring, 
Guards  securing. 

Watch  His  earthly  prison  ; 
Seals  are  shatter'd, 
Guards  are  scatter'd, 
Christ  hath  risen. 

No  longer  must  the  mourners  weep. 
Nor  call  departed  Christians  dead ; 

For  death  is  hallow'd  into  sleep, 
And  every  grave  becomes  a  bed. 

F  F  2 


EdcQ*!  door 

Open  ttandi  to  DMrtd  ^H 

For  Chiiit  IwOt  itacB,  nd 

Now,  at  Ui^ 

Old  thlnn  put, 


Itisootcxl]^  RtfanU^; 

It  It  Dot  iiilnf^  tmem  Cran  Mdi 
To  bn  ul«cp  Imot  to  dit  t 
To  dwdl  with  ChriA  fa  fattiv  Bl 
Where  onr  bunur  Indi  «^ 

We  majr  Mftlr  B»  * 
When  otu  CUef  incedn  o^ 

We  mqr  bee  Am  in 

Hit  right  Mm  bo^cr^ 

He  will  pd< 


If  Hit  path!  re  ttmO, 
Pleuaiei  u  k  iho' 
SbUl  tomd  jMi.flow  ; 
AlMnkI 
When  ]« tee  yovr  Hud. 


With  loins  npglit,  ud  riaff  tai  immi. 
And  hasty  mien  aad  nadalaa  bat, 

Aiound  the  paidial  faut  w«  ftaad^ 
And  of  the  patdial  Lamb  w«  mL 


So  shall  He  collect  m,  dliact  1%  p 
From  Egypt's  ttrand ; 
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Toils  and  foes  assailing,  friends  quailing,  hearts  £uling^ 

Shall  threat  in  vain, 
If  He  be  providing,  presiding,  and  guiding 

To  Him  again. 

Christ,  our  Leader,  Monarch,  Pleader,  Interceder, 

Praise  we,  and  adore  ; 
Exaltation,  veneration,  gratulation 

Bringing  evermore  ! 

Once  despised  and  once  rejected 
Was  this  stone,  that  now,  elected 
To  a  comer-stone,  perfected. 
As  a  glorious  trophy  stands  erected. 

Amen. 


JOHN  NEEDHAM. 

TBS  RBV.  John  KEEDHAM  was  elected  co-pastor  of  the  Pithay  Baptist  church,  Bristol, 
dMMt  the  year  t747>  Ib  15^>  ^^  proceeded  to  another  church  in  that  city.  He  published 
**  Hymns*  Devotional  mad  Moral,  on  various  subjects,"  8vo.,  in  1768.    His  death  took  place  in 

THE  LOST  SHEEP  FOUND. 

When  some  kind  shepherd  from  his  fold 

Has  lost  a  straying  sheep, 
Through  vales,  o'er  hills,  he  anxious  roves, 

And  climbs  the  mountain's  steep ; 

But  O,  the  joy  !  the  transport  sweet  I 

When  he  the  wand'rer  finds ; 
Up  in  his  arms  he  takes  his  charge. 

And  to  his  shoulders  binds. 

Homeward  he  hastes  to  tell  his  jo3rs. 

And  make  his  bliss  complete  ; 
The  neighbours  hear  the  news,  and  all 

The  joyful  shepherd  greet 
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Such  and  much  greater  is  the  joy 

When  but  one  sinner  turns  ; 
When  the  ]>oor  wretch,  with  broken  heart. 

His  sins  and  errors  mourns. 

rieasM  with  the  ne^^•s,  the  saints  below 
In  soiiL^s  tlieir  tongues  employ; 

Beyond  tlie  >kies  the  tidings  go. 
And  lieaven  is  fill'd  with  joy. 

Well  j^leas'd,  the  Father  sees  and  hears 

The  eonscimis  sinner  weep; 
Jesus  receives  him  in  His  arms. 

And  owns  him  for  His  sheep. 

X(ir  ani;«K  can  their  joys  contain, 

l^iit  kindle  witli  new  fire; 
A  wandVin*;  sheep  's  returned,  they  sing, 

Aiul  strike  the  sounding  lyre. 


JOHN   NEWTON. 

I  >H\  Nrw  1 1  -v  \sT  l>.->ni  in  I    i  -l.'-i,  "n  the-  .'jih  July,  1735.    In  his  ricventh  jm,  Yikhihtr. 

w'''»i.i  -ii  'in;  111-;  n  t!i;.' M' ■it'T'-.iiii.in  tnulc,  took  him  with  him  to  vea.  WixhoccAtucil 
i.i!i  .-I  I.'.'  ■  .iri'l.  !  -r..  111.- |-;i  •i.-i.M  .1  l.lllr^«••  "f  licenlioti^ness.  In  174^  he  vas  prr-sscd  luto  :bc 
r.r.\.  li'  .!•  ;  :  :.;!>  Iv  in-  .1  - 1 1\  c  pun"  h  i^tT  at  Sierra  Leone,  He  returned  t<^  Encbni 
iHi;..  1  );im:i.,  :'••  \i'\  .;■  1.ln>.  -.l  N\a->  in  the  most  imminent  peril  in  a  storm*  and  be  w 
1'!  I  ■  I  tv  .  .ii:-..  I'.v  t  ■ ',  ■  1  i  ■:  .li_.i\  ..'r.iu.  o.  Tlic  prayer  wa*  heard;  he  became  a  diliftfltf 
"-  .:  1    It    ■!  ill.    s  '•[.t  .t.  •..  .v..  1    :  ^:ll.•  ..•..■  penitent.    After  a  few  voyasj^es.  he  abandcned  the 

II  ■:'  .'  i  '  •^■-  '11,  .••.I  .::,'..l  'i,.  I'.uru-.trv".  He  wak  ordained  curite  of  Ohiey  :n  r:<4.  and 
t!i' r.  <  i-ii'i-..'.  1,,  I;-.  •;u.'..  V.  !■■  h.  il'-n^'  >\  ith  ihoM.*  wTitten  by  C<j«-pcr.  were  pablishcd  cadcr 
''■>  ■  t'.l-  1  "  ' '  ii-  V  Il>iiii  .  It.  i:-".  .  lie  w.i>.  preferred  to  the  rectory  of  St-  Mary  Woolaolh. 
I.>:-.il>ii.l  -^tr.it.  i.ciii.ii.  H,.  .1.  ith  t<>->k  pLice  on  the  si^st  December,  xSaj.  Ncwa* 
III-.'  1>i^k.lI  \\rii;ii;;v,  .iih.1  in  .uy  <<i  lii.  Ii\iuns  are  held  in  hi|j;h  evteem. 


t  ( 


ASK   WHAT    I    SHALL  GIVE    THEE.'' 

Gi.cRiors  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  eity  of  our  God  ; 
He,  whose  wonl  cannot  be  broken, 

Y  o\\\\  vV  vWvi  (vit  His  own  abode. 
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On  the  Rock  of  ages  founded. 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  ? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded. 

Thou  may*st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 


Sec,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t*assuage  ; 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  ? 

Round  each  habitation  hov*ring, 

See  the  cloud  and  Are  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering — 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Washed  in  the  Redeemer's  blood  ! 
Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on. 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God. 
'Tis  His  love  His  people  raises 

Over  self  to  reign  as  kings  ; 
And  as  priests,  His  solemn  praises 

Each  for  a  thank-offering  brings. 

Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I,  through  grace  a  member  am, 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity : 

I  will  glory  in  Thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure. 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show  ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  Zion's  children  know. 


While  I  am  a  piEgfrim  here, 

het  Thy  love  my  spErit  cheer  ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 

Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

Show  me  whal  I  hive  la  do, 
Ev'iy  hour  my  strenglh  n 
Let  mc  live  a  life  of  fiilh. 
Let  me  die  Thy  people's  dcMll. 

THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Day  orjudgmcnl !  day  of  w 
Hark  the  Irqinpef's  awful  souDcl, 

Louder  ihan  a  thousand  thendens 
Shakes  Ihe  vast 
How  the  El 
Wilt  the  ticnec's  heart  o 
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See  the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing^ 

Cloth'd  in  majesty  Divine  ! 
You,  who  long  for  His  appearing,  ' 

Then  shall  say,  **  This  God  is  mine.'' 
Gracious  Saviour, 

Own  me  in  that  day  for  Thine. 

At  His  call  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 
All  the  pow'rs  of  nature,  shaken 

By  His  looks,  prepare  to  flee. 
Careless  sinner, 

What  will  then  become  of  thee  ? 

Horrors  past  imagination 

Will  surprise  your  trembling  heart, 
When  you  hear  your  condemnation — 

*•  Hence,  accursed  wretch,  depart  I 
Thou,  with  Satan 

And  his  angels  have  thy  part." 

Satan,  who  now  tries  to  please  you, 

Lest  you  timely  warning  take. 
When  that  word  is  past,  will  seize  you, — 

Plunge  you  in  the  burning  lake. 
Think,  poor  sinner. 

Thy  eternal  all's  at  stake. 

But  to  those  who  have  confessed. 

Loved,  and  served  the  Lord  below. 
He  will  say,  **  Come  near,  ye  blessed, 

See  the  kingdom  I  bestow. 
You  for  ever 

Shall  my  love  and  glory  know," 

Under  sorrows  and  reproaches. 

May  this  thought  your  courage  raise  ! 

Swiftly  God's  great  day  approaches. 
Sighs  shall  then  be  changed  to  praise. 

We  shall  triumph 
When  the  world  is  in  a  blaze. 


lib  llmic  ' 

And  swc 
His  preseni 

And  mil 
I  should,  n 

Have  DOi 
No  mortal 

Mysumc 

My  all  tc 
No  change; 

Would  m 
While  bless 

And  prison' 

If;™, 

Dear  Lord, 
If  Thou  s 

Say,  why  di 
And  why 

Oh,  drive  tl 
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He  dwelt  in  Lckn'-s  garden,  sloi'd 
With  bwccts  for  ev'ry  sense  ; 

And  there,  with  his  descending  Lord, 
He  walk'd  in  confidence. 

But  oh  I  by  sin  how  quickly  changed  ! 

His  honour  forfeited  ; 
His  heart  from  God  and  truth  estrang'd, 

His  conscience  Hll'd  with  dread  I 

Now  from  his  Maker's  voice  he  flees. 

Which  was  before  his  joy  ; 
And  thinks  to  hide,  amidst  the  trees, 

From  an  all-seeing  eye. 

Compelled  to  answer  to  his  name, 
With  stubbornness  and  pride 

He  cast  on  God  himself  the  blame. 
Nor  once  for  mercy  cried. 

But  grace,  unask'd,  his  heart  subdued. 

And  all  his  guilt  forgave  ; 
By  faith  the  promised  Seed  he  viewed. 

And  felt  His  pow'r  to  save. 

Thus  we  ourselves  would  justify, 
Though  we  the  law  transgress ; 

Like  him,  unable  to  deny. 
Unwilling  to  confess. 

But  when,  by  faith,  the  sinner  sees 
A  pardon,  bought  with  blood  ; 

Then  he  forsakes  his  foolish  pleas, 
And  gladly  turns  to  God. 
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THE  BELIEVER'S  SAFETY. 

Psalm  xd. 

That  man  no  guard  or  weapons  needs. 
Whose  heart  the  blood  of  Jesus  knows ; 

But  safe  may  pass,  if  duty  leads, 
Through  burning  sands,  or  roountain«snows. 


If  pUc'd  ben 

Though  wi 

His  gracious 

Aad  male 

Or  if  (he  desc 
My  lonely  • 

His  presence 
Whose  smL 


THE  I 

How  sweet 
In  a  belie 

It  soothes  hi 
And  drive 
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Bj  Thee  my  prayers  acceptance  gain, 

Although  with  sin  defil'd  ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  rain. 

And  I  am  own'd  a  child. 

Jesus !  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 

Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 

ril  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  ev'ry  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


"A  FRIEND  THAT  STICKETH  CLOSER  THAN  A 

BROTHER." 

One  there  is,  above  all  others,       '^'  •    .f  O 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  friend;      '    /"^     * 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's,        V 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end ; 

They  who  once  His  kindness  prove, 

Find  it  everlasting  love. 

Which  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us. 
Could  or  would  have  shed  their  blood? 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconcil'd  in  Him  to  God. 

This  was  boundless  love  indeed, 

Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 

Men,  when  raised  to  lofly  stations. 

Often  know  their  friends  no  more ; 
Slight  and  scorn  their  poor  relations. 

Though  they  valued  them  before  ; 
But  our  Saviour  always  owns 
Those  whom  He  redeem'd  with  groans. 
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When  lie  liv'd  on  earth  abasM, 
Friend  of  sinners  was  His  name ; 

Now,  al)ove  all  glory  raised. 
He  rejoices  in  the  same: 

Still  lie  calls  them  brethren,  friends. 

And  to  all  their  wants  attends. 

Could  we  bear  from  one  another 
What  He  daily  bears  from  us? 

Yet  this  glorious  Friend  and  Brother 
Loves  us,  though  we  treat  Him  thus : 

Though  for  good  we  render  ill. 

He  accounts  us  brethren  still. 

Oh  !  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  ; 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love 
Wo,  alas  !  forget  too  often. 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above  ; 
lUit  when  home  our  souls  are  brought. 
We  will  love  Thee  as  we  ought. 


THK    REFUGi:,  RIVER,  AND  ROCK  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

1 1 1 .,  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known. 

And  bore  our  sins  and  pains. 
Now  seated  on  th'  eternal  throne. 

The  Clod  of  glory  reigns. 

IIi•^  banils  the  wheels  of  nature  guide 

With  nn  unerring  skill  ; 
And  countless  worlds,  extended  wide. 

Obey  His  sovereign  will. 

While  har]Ks  unnumlnir'd  sound  His  piaise 

In  yonder  world  above. 
Mis  saints  on  earth  admire  His  ways. 

And  glory  in  His  love. 

His  rJLjlueousness,  to  faith  reveal'd, 

WrouL;bt  out  for  guilty  worms 
Affords  a  hiding-])lace  and  shield 

From  enemies  and  storms. 
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This  land  through  which  His  pilgrims  go 

Is  desolate  and  dry ; 
Bat  streams  of  grace  from  Him  o'erflow, 

Their  thirst  to  satisfy. 

When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun, 

Beat  heavy  on  their  head, 
To  this  almighty  rock  they  run. 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 

How  glorious  He,  how  happy  they. 

In  such  a  glorious  Friend  ! 
Whose  love  secures  them  all  the  way, 

And  crowns  them  at  the  end. 


GERARD  THOMAS  NOEL. 

of  Sir  Gerard  Nod,  baronet,  and  the  Baroness  Barham,  the  Hon.  and  Rer 
KD  THOMAS  Noel  was  bom  on  the  2nd  December,  1782.  He  studied  at  the  unhrersltics 
xHfurgh  and  Cambridge.  Taking  orders,  he  was  ordained  to  the  curacy  of  Radwell, 
wdalUar^  i  be  was  Utterly  Ticar  of  Romsey,  and  a  canon  of  Winchester.  In  zSao  he  pub* 
**  A  Selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns."  A  selection  from  his  "  Sermons  preached  at 
w  •■  ^rms  published  posthumously,  with  a  preface  by  Samuel,  Bishop  of  Oxford.  London 
VQ.    Mr.  Nod  died  at  Komsey,  on  the  24th  February,  1851. 

"THIS  DO  IN  REMEMBRANCE  OF  ME." 

If  human  kindness  meets  return. 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie  ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum, 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh  : 

O  !  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell. 

Our  more  than  orphan's  woe? 

While  yet  His  anguish'd  soul  surveyed 

Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee  ; 
What  love  His  latest  words  displayed — 

**  Meet,  and  remember  Me  I " 
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Remember  Thee !  Thy  death.  Thy  shame, 
Our  sinful  hearts  to  share ! 

O  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  His  recorded  there  I 


HOPE  AND  TROUBLE. 

When  musing  sorrow  weeps  the  past 
And  mourns  the  present  pain. 

How  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last. 
And  feel  that  death  is  gain. 

'Tis  not  that  murm'ring  thoughts  arise. 

And  dread  a  Father's  will ; 
'Tis  not  that  meek  submission  flies. 

And  would  not  suffer  still  ; 

It  is  that  heav'n -taught  faith  surveys 
The  j^ath  that  leads  to  light ; 

And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight. 

It  is  that  hope  with  ardour  glows. 

To  see  Him  face  to  face, 
Wliose  dying  love  no  language  knows 

Sufficient  art  to  trace. 

It  is  that  harassed  conscience  feels 
The  pangs  of  struggling  sin  ; 

Sees,  though  afar,  the  Hand  that  heals 
And  ends  her  war  within. 

O  let  me  wing  my  hallow'd  flight 
From  earth-bom  woe  and  care. 

And  soar  above  these  clouds  of  night. 
My  Saviour's  bliss  to  sliare  ! 
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MARIANNE  NUNN. 

41INB  NUMM  VM  bora  at  Cokbester.  about  tbe  year  1779.  Wboi  her  bradier,  tiie  Rev. 
r«oa.  was  prepariiiir  bis  selection  of  "  Psalms  and  H^nins,**  she  contribntcd  to  hbn  the 
ag  composttioii,  witb  tbe  yriew  of  adapting  to  tbe  Welsb  measure,  jtr  hydy  mm,  die 
of  John  Newton,  beginninfjf  with  tbe  same  line.  We  hare  rqirodiiced  tiie  hymn  aa 
ears  in  tbe  derentb  edition  of  Nunn's  Sdection;  it  differs  considerably  from  die 
H  now  in  tsse.  The  anthoress  lived  in  retirement,  and  died  unmarried  in  zftiy.  We  hare 
adebced  for  theee  particnlars  to  her  sonrhring  brother,  the  Rer.  Preetoa  Nniia,  of 
tl 


THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST. 
"  Behold  how  He  loved  him  !"— John  zi.  36. 

One  there  is  above  all  others  : —  ^ 

Oh  how  He  loves  I       '     * 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's ;       V 

Oh  how  He  loves  I 

Earthly  friends  may  fail  and  leave  ns, 

This  day  kind,  the  next  bereave  us  ; 

But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us. 

Oh  how  He  loves  ! 

BlessM  Jesus  I  would'st  thou  know  Him  ? 
Give  thine  heart,  thine  all  unto  Him  ; 
Is  it  sin  that  pains  and  grieves  thee  ? 
Unbelief  and  trials  tease  thee  ? 
Jesus  can  from  all  release  thee. 

Love  this  Friend,  who  longs  to  save  thee  ! 
Dost  thou  love  ?  He  will  not  leave  thee. 
Think  no  more  then  of  to-morrow. 
Take  His  easy  yoke  and  follow  ; 
Jesus  carries  all  thy  sorrow. 


All  thy  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 
Backward  shall  thy  foes  be  driven  ; 
Best  of  blessings  He'll  provide  thee, 
Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  thee. 
Safe  to  glory  He  will  guide  thee. 

G  G 
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THOMAS  OLIVERS. 

He  by  Himself  hath  sworn; 
I  on  His  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagles'  wings  up-borne 
To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  His  face, 
I  shall  His  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore. 
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PART  SECOND. 

Though  nature's  strength  decay, 
And  earth  and  hell  withstand. 
To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way, 
At  His  command  : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass. 
With  Jesus  in  my  view. 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

The  goodly  land  I  see. 
With  peace  and  plenty  bless'd  ; 
A  land  of  sacred  liberty 
And  endless  rest : 
There  milk  and  honey  flow. 
And  oil  and  wine  abound  ; 
And  trees  of  life  for  ever  grow, 
With  mercy  crown'd. 

There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  righteousness. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  peace  : 
On  Sion's  sacred  height 
His  kingdom  still  maintains, 
And  glorious,  with  His  saints  in  light. 
For  ever  reigns. 

He  keeps  His  own  secure, 
He  guards  them  by  His  side, 
Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 
His  spotless  bride : 


G  G  2 
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Wilh  Mrearai  of  iicred  bliss, 
Wilb  groves  of  liviiig  jojs, 
Wilh  all  ihF  fmlti  of  panuilw, 
He  slitl  supplies. 


Before  the  Three  in  One, 
They  alt  eiuIUng  ^tiuid. 
And  lell  the  wonders  He  halt  done 
Through  all  Iheir  land. 
The  tlstening  spheres  inend. 
And  ivrell  the  growing  faia^ 
And  sing,  in  longs  which  never  end. 
The  wondrous  Niune. 

The  God  who  reigns  on  Ugh. 
The  great  irdiai^di  lli^. 
And  "  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  ay, 
"  Almigbty  King  I 
Who  was,  and  is  the  some. 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
Jehovah — Father — great  I  Am  1 
We  worship  Thee." 

Before  the  Saviour's  lace 
Tile  lansomcd  nations  bow  ; 
O'envhelmed  at  His  almighty  grace; 
For  ever  new  ; 
He  shows  His  prints  of  love  ; 
They  kindle  to  a  flame," 
And  sound,  through  all  the  worlds  wtmrf 
The  slaughler'd  Lamb. 

The  whole  trinmphonl  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  aa  high  : 
Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
They  ever  cry  : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God  and  mine; 

I  join  the  heavenly  lays  j  

All  might  and  majesty  are  Thin^  ^^^^| 
Kni  ei^\eEa  praise.  ^^^^^M 


I 
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RAY  PALMER,  D.D. 


Rav.  RAY  PALMXIt.  D.D..  wms  bocn  at  Uttle  Compton.  Rhode  IdtDd,  U.  S..  In  tht 
iDti  In  z^jOk  be  graduated  at  Yale  College.  New  Haven,  CoBnectknt.  In  iB3%  he  < 
ed  pmttnr  ct  the  Third  Coogregational  Church  in  Bath,  Maine,  firom  which  be 
itied,  in  Z990W  to  his  preMnt  charge— tlie  pastorate  of  the  First  Coogregatiooal  Chnrch, 
y.  State  of  New  Yoric  Dr.  Palmer  published  a  ToUune  of  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
i "  in  xBSs.  The  following  hymn  from  his  pen  was  originaQy  printed  la  x^ ;  it 
bed  with  mnic  by  Or.  Lowdl  Mason  in  1933. 


LORD,  SAVE  ME  I 

My  fJEuth  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvaiy  : 

Saviour  Divine  I 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray  ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
Oh  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire  I 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire  ! 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread. 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day  ; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away  ; 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, — 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love. 
Fear  and  distrust  remove  ; 
Oh  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  souL 


Go  with  lu  whei 
And  to  each  you 
Thy  MTing  gfat^ 
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We  read  Thy  power  wlierc'er  we  turn, 

Around,  beneath,  above. 
But  to  Thy  cross  we  come  to  learn 

The  histoiy  of  Thy  love. 

Thou  Man  of  sorrows,  hearts  like  ours 

Thy  griefs  can  never  know ; 
No  human  tongues,  no  mortal  powers, 

Can  utter  half  Thy  woe. 
Yet  'twas  for  us  Thy  tears  were  shed, 

For  us  they  pierced  Thy  side ; 
To.  bring  us  help  the  Saviour  bled, 

To  give  us  life  He  died. 

Dear  suffering  Saviour,  let  us  stay 

To  gaze  and  think  of  Thee, 
And  never  coldly  turn  away 

From  sacred  Calvary. 
Oft  may  we  gather  round  Thy  feet, 

To  praise  Thy  dying  love, 
*Till  to  behold  Thy  face  we  meet 

In  purer  scenes  above. 


ALEXANDER  S.  PATTERSON,  D.D. 

Rbv.  ALBXAWxmit  Simpson  Pattbrsdn,  D.D.,  was  bom  at  Croft  Hoofe,  Alnwick. 
Mfccr,  Robert  Psttersoo.  was  owner  of  a  small  estate :  his  mother  was  a  daughter  of  the 
Jote  Brown,  of  Haddington.  His  education  was  conducted  at  the  High  School 
■id  Unhrenity  of  Ediabtongh.  Obtaining  licence  as  a  probationer  of  the  Scottish  Church,  he 
WM,  li  s^,  ordniaed  to  the  miniatry  at  Whlteharen.  In  1839.  he  was  translated  to  Hutcbe* 
i  churdi.  dmkgow.  He  adhered  to  the  Free  Church  in  1843.  Dr.  Patterson  has  pub* 
I  oa  a  portion  of  the  New  Testament ;  also  two  small  works,  entitled  "  The 
:  the  Croa  of  Jesos,"  and  *'  Poets  and  Preachers  of  the  Nineteenth  Century."  He 
il  DuD.  of  Ciaagow  Uairenity.  The  two  following  lyrics  have  be«D  kindly  coatributed  by 
ttotbisvarlc. 

MORNING  HYMN. 

Morning  breaks  !  the  kingly  son 
Issneth  forth,  a  glorious  one  ! 
Fount  of  gladness,  nature's  crown. 
Now,  at  noon,  or  going  down  I 
First  and  universal  light, 
Biake  my  shadowy  spirit  bright ! 


Daily  toils 
Soon  l)egu 
For  "  ihe 
Nerve  my 

Morning  sr 
And  the  sh 
Graring  hei 
Welcome  ir 
Gladdeoer  t 
Bidmejoia 


( 
What  ■  bright,  bless 

Their  anthems  at  ci 
And  the  waves  ot  the 

With  the  waters  wh 

Sweet  season  of  partiii 
Albeit  the  herald  of 

With  his  eye  on  the  w 

Or  the  shriek,  or  the 

Yet  the  saint,  th.^  ..ii 
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**  It  is  good  to  be  here,"  and  louk  forth  on  the  llowers, 

The  stars,  and  the  sunset  of  eve  ; 
"  It  is  good  to  be  here,"  and  from  this  world  of  ours 

Glowing  thoughts  of  a  better  receive. 

"Itisgoodtobchere!'*  O  then  " her«  let  us  ndse " 

Memorials  of  the  thanks  to  the  Giver, 
And  then,  fill'd  with  His  love,  and  inspired  with  His  praise, 

Go  to  bask  in  His  brightness  for  ever  1 


SAMUEL  PEARCE. 


Tm  RXV.  SAMUEI.  Pbarcb  «u  bom  at  Plymouth,  00  the  aoth  Juljr.  1766.  He  became  a 
fvaadwr  of  the  Baptist  Church  in  Norember.  1786.  Haying  attended  the  theological  academy 
m  Brialol,  be  was  tBrited  to  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church,  Cannon  Street,  Birmingham, 
1790.  Consequent  00  incessant  literary  and  ministerial  labours,  he  contracted  an 
wfaich  terminated  in  consumption.  He  died  on  the  xoth  October,  1799,  in  his  33rd 
If  cnioJn  of  his  life  were  published  by  the  Rer.  Andrew  Fuller.  The  following  hymn 
Pearce  has  hitherto  appeared  in  the  Collections  in  an  incorrect  form.  The  present 
b  transcribed  from  the  copy  biduded  by  Mr.  Fuller  in  the  author's  memoir.  Another 
I  his  pen,  bcgioniag  "The  &bric  of  nature  b  fiUr,"  was  composed  in  the  Immcdbto 
of 
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HYMN  IN  A  STORM. 

In  the  floods  of  tribulation. 

While  the  billows  o*er  me  roll, 
Jesus  whispers  consolation, 

And  supports  my  fainting  soul: 
Thus  the  lion  yields  me  honey, 

From  the  eater  food  is  given; 
Strengthened  thus,  I  still  press  forward. 

Singing  as  I  wade  to  heaven — 
Sweet  affliction  !  sweet  afiUction, 

That  brings  Jesus  to  my  souL 


'Mid  the  gloom  the  vivid  lightnings 
With  increasing  brightness  play ; 

'Mid  the  thorn-brake  beauteous  flow'rets 
Look  more  beautiful  and  gay : 


Bllluu's  still  aroand  me  roar  ; 
Those  Ibal  know  not  Christ,  ye  fri^li 

lliil  my  soul  defies  your  pow'r  : 
In  the  sacred  page  recorded, 

Thus  His  word  securely  stands — 
*'  Fear  not,  I'm  in  Injuble  neai  thee, 

Nougb-l  shall  pluck  thee  Ironi  my  In 
Sweet  nfflictioD)  sweet  alBiexioa, 

That  lo  such  sweet  words  lay  •"'*'rn 

All  I  meet  T  find  assists  ine 

In  my  path  to  heavenly  joy  j 
Wherv,  though  tiials  now  attend  me, 

Trtals  never  more  uinoy  : 
Wearing  there  a  weight  of  glory. 

Still  the  |)alh  I'll  ne'er  forget  j 
Bat,  reHecting  how  il  led  me 

To  my  blessU  Saviour's  seat. 
Cry,  "affliction,  swert  nfiUctJon  1 

Haste,  bring  more  to  Jesus'  feet  !" 
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EDWARD  PERRONET. 


REV.  EDWARD  PBRRONBT  was  the  son  of  the  Rev.  Vincent  Perronet  vicar  of  Shore* 
Kcat.  For  some  time  an  associate  of  the  Wesleys,  he  subsequently  abandoned  their 
oune.  and  was  employed  by  Lady  Huntin^oo.  at  Canterbury  and  Norwich.  He 
ed  with  her  ladyship  by  his  strong  opposition  to  the  Church  of  England,  and  became 
r  of  a  «1isactiting  coaKrecation.  His  death  took  place  at  Canterbury,  in  1790.  In  1785, 
ibGshed  a  small  Tolume.  entitled  "  Occasional  Verses,  Moral  and  Social**  This  work  is 
stremely  rare;  a  copy  is  preserved  in  the  library  of  the  British  Museum.  ThefoUowing 
frooi  bis  pea  has  been  assigned  to  dUTerent  authors. 


CHRIST  THE  LORD  OF  ALL. 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesu's  name  ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 

To  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Let  high-bom  seraphs  tune  the  lyre, 

And  as  they  time  it,  fall 
Before  His  face,  who  tunes  their  choir, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light. 
Who  fix'd  this  floating  ball ; 

Now,  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 

Ye  ransom'd  of  the  fall. 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 


Hail  Him,  ye  heirs  of  David's  line. 
Whom  David  Lord  did  call ; 

The  God  incarnate,  man  Divine, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
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Sinners !  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

Go—spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Let  every  tribe  and  every  tongue 
That  bound  creation's  call, 

Now  shout  in  universal  song, 
The  crownM  Lord  of  alL 


MRS.  MARY  PETERS. 

Thb  snbject  of  this  notice  was  a  natire  of  Cirencester,  and  daughter  of  Ridwd  Bevl^; 
Esq.,  wlio  long  resided  in  tliat  place.  She  married  the  Rev.  Mc  Wilfiam  Petcn,  recnr  of 
Quenningtoa.  Gloucestenhlre.  She  died  at  Clifton.  Gloucestershire,  on  the  sgth  Jolf .  1B^ 
Mrs.  Pet^v  composed  an  elegant  woric,  in  seren  duodecimo  volumes,  entitled  **  "ne  Woclifk 
History  from  the  Creation  to  the  accession  of  Queen  VKtoriaL.**  In  184161,  d»e  pabiited 
"  Hymns  intended  to  help  the  Conuntmion  at  Saints."  London,  184^  This  Bitk 
contains  58  compositionv 

THE  NAME  OF  JESUS. 

Jesus,  how  much  Thy  name  unfolds 

To  every  open*d  ear  I 
The  pardon'd  sinner's  memory  holds 

None  other  half  so  dear. 

"Jesus," — ^it  speaks  a  life  of  love. 

And  sorrows  meekly  borne ; 
It  tells  of  sympathy  above, 

Whatever  makes  us  mourn. 

It  speaks  of  righteousness  complete. 

Of  holiness  to  God  ; 
And,  to  our  ears,  no  tale  so  sweet 

As  His  atoning  blood. 

Jesus,  the  one  who  knew  no  sin. 

Made  sin  to  make  us  just  ; 
Worthy  art  Thou  our  love  to  win. 

And  worthy  all  our  trust 
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Thy  name  encircles  every  grace 

That  God  as  man  could  show  ; 
There  only  can  the  Spirit  trace 

A  perfect  life  below. 

The  mention  of  Thy  name  shall  bow 

Our  hearts  to  worship  Thee ; 
The  chiefest  of  ten  thousand.  Thou, 

The  chief  of  sinners,  we. 


ALL  IS  WELL. 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  His  favour. 

All,  all  is  well. 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  heal'd  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretch'd  forth  to  shield  us ; 

All  must  be  well. 

Though  we  pass  through  tribulation. 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy  still,  to  God  confiding. 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding. 
Holy  through  the  Spirit*s  guiding, — 

All  must  be  well. 

We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow. 

All  will  be  well  ; 
Faith  can  sing,  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying. 
Or  in  living  or  in  dying. 

All  must  be  well. 
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ALEXANDER  POPK 

Alexander  Pope  vns  bom  in  Loadoa,  on  the  zist  May,  1688.    IQs  pveols  vtre  Itfl 

Catholics.  Of  a  feeble  constitution,  and  somewhat  deformed  in  pertoo.  he  (^oae^lBB 
profession.  His  numerous  poetical  writings,  which  rapidly  attracted  public  BOtioe,  aoqt 
him  the  means  of  independence.  His  poetical  tnwslation  of  Hotncr  has  not  beea  Kuy— 1 
felicity  of  (Ik  tinn.  As  an  Enf^lish  satirist,  he  stands  alone.  His  whole  worts  Iwc  brai  e 
mure  frequently  than  those  of  any  other  British  writer,  wUh  the  *^*-*|n^^m  of 
Pupc  died  at  his  villa,  Twickcnhani,  on  the  30th  May,  1744. 


THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOUL. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flames 
Quit,  oh,  quit  this  mortal  frame ! 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flyitig— 
Oh,  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying  I 

Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 

And  let  me  languish  into  life  I 

Hark  !  they  whisper;  angels  say, 

**  Sister  spirit,  come  away  !  " 

What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite^ 

Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight. 
Drowns  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath? 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death  ? 


The  world  recedes — it  disappears  • 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring  ! 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  !  I  mount  I  I  fly  ! 
O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O  Death  !  where  is  thy  sting  ? 
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ADELAIDE  A.  PROCTER. 

DB  AXIfB  PROCTER  was  bom  in  Bedford  Square.  Lxmdon,  on  tbe  30th  October, 

;cr  fotbcr,   Brian  W.  Procter.  Esq..  is  well  Icnown  by  his  literary  nem  degutrrt  of 

oRiwalL     In  1853.  Miss  Procter  became  a  contributor  to  Mr.  Dickens'  HoustMold 

Ib  z8^  she  pubUshed  the  first  rolume  of  her  "  Legends  and  Lyrics,"  which  at  once 

ber  a  wide  reputation  as  a  poet.  A  second  rolume  was  added  in  z86o.  In  x86i,  she 
•  Tbe  Victoria  Regia,  a  rolume  of  Otif^aal  Contributions  in  Poetry  and  Prose."  istoed 
e  Victoria  Press,  for  the  employment  of  women.  Another  publication  ^>peared  in 
ider  the  title  "  A  Chaplet  of  Verses."    She  died  on  the  and  February,  1864.    Mbs 

ytitA  embraced  tbe  Romish  faith.  Her  remains  are  deposited  in  St  Mary's  Catholic 
,  Kensal  Green.  An  elegantly  illustrated  edition  of  her  "  Legends  and  Lyrics'*  has 
aj^  by  Ben  and  Daldy,  with  an  introduction  by  Mr.  Charles  Dickens.  Land.  x866.  4to. 


EVENING  HYMN. 

The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 

Fall  from  the  darkening  sky  ; 
Upon  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie  : 
Before  Thy  throne,  O  Lord  of  heaven, 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day ; 
Look  on  Thy  children  from  on  high. 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 

The  sorrows  of  Thy  servants,  Lord, 

O  do  not  Thou  despise ; 
But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  Thy  mercy  rise ; 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls  ; 
With  hopes  of  future  glory  chase 

The  shadows  on  our  souls. 

Slowly  the  rays  of  daylight  fade  ; 

So  fade  within  our  heart 
The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy, 

That  one  by  one  depart : 
Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one, 

Within  the  heavens  shine, — 
Give  us,  O  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  heaven. 

And  trust  in  things  Divine. 
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Let  peace,  O  Lord— Thy  peace,  O  God- 

Upon  our  souls  descend ; 
From  midnight  fears  and  perils,  Thoa 

Our  trembling  hearts  defend; 
Give  us  a  respite  from  our  tofl ; 

Calm  and  subdue  our  woes  ; 
Through  the  long  day  we  sofier.  Lord, 

Oh,  give  us  now  repose. 


STRIVE,  WAIT,  AND  PRAY. 

Strive  !  yet  I  do  not  promise 

The  prize  you  dream  of  to-day 
Will  not  fade  when  you  think  to  grasp  it. 

And  melt  in  your  hand  away  ; 
But  another  and  holier  treasure. 

You  would  now  perchance  disdain. 
Will  come  when  your  toil  is  over. 

And  pay  you  for  all  your  pain. 

Wait !  yet  I  do  not  tell  you 

The  hour  you  long  for  now, 
W^ill  not  come  with  its  radiance  yanished. 

And  a  shadow  upon  its  brow; 
Yet  far  through  the  misty  future. 

With  a  crown  of  starry  light. 
An  hour  of  joy  you  know  not 

Is  winging  her  silent  flight. 

Tray  !  though  the  gift  you  ask  for 

May  never  comfort  your  fears. 
May  never  repay  your  pleadings. 

Yet  pray,  and  with  hopeful  tears; 
An  answer,  not  that  you  long  for. 

But  diviner,  will  come  one  day  ; 
Your  eyes  are  too  dim  to  see  it. 

Yet  strive,  and  wait,  and  pray. 
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THANKFULNESS. 

My  God,  I  thank  Thee  who  hast  made 

The  earth  so  bright ; 
So  full  of  splendour  and  of  joy, 

Beauty  and  light ; 
Scf  many  glorious  things  are  here, 

Noble  and  right. 

I  thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thou  hast  made 

Joy  to  abound  ; 
So  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round, 
That  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 

Some  love  is  found. 

I  thank  Thee  more  that  all  our  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain; 
That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours; 

That  thorns  remain ; 
So  that  earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide. 

And  not  our  chain. 

For  Thou  who  knowest,  Lord,  how  soon 

Our  weak  heart  clings. 
Hast  given  us  joys,  tender  and  true, 

Yet  all  with  wings  : 
So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high, 

Diviner  things. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  kept 

The  best  in  store  ; 
We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much 

To  long  for  more — 
A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace, 

Not  known  before. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls, 

Though  amply  blest. 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest — 
Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 

On  Jesus'  breast. 


H  H 
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MARY  PVPER. 

WHAT  HAS  JESUS  DONE?                    ^| 

When  viiih  loads  or  gailt  oppTEcs'd,                 ^^| 

Plunged  in  sin  and  misery  ;                                ^^M 

Ask  thy  «>ul.  or  a>k  thy  breut,                        ^^| 

W-Ut  bus  Jesus  done  for  Uice  T                     ^^M 

He  beheld  ihee  fnim  abave,                           ^^H 
Not  in  danger,  ttor  in  soom;                      ^^^H 

But  in  tenderness  >nd  love,                             ^^^| 
He  thy  deepest  guUt  hu  bomc                 ^^M 

He  has  brmight  thee  to  His  fold,                     ^^M 
Taught  thee  all  His  tniih  to  know,            ^^H 

Treasures  (ar  surpBising  g<M.                          ^^M 
V/bidx  from  liim  aluoc  could  Sow.             ^^| 

He  has  bid  thy  trebling  hean                          ^H 
Look  in  fsilh  to  Him  and  Uve )                     ^H 

He  has  promised  to  impart                                 ^^^| 
Every  blessing  grace  can  g^Yfc                          ^^| 

1 

Weak  and  erring  tbongh  I  ha.                             '^H 
Vet  for  me  the  Saviour  dies  ;                         ^^M 

Help  me,  Lord,  froin  sin  In  See  %                       ,^^^| 
Help  IDE  still  through  gntcc  to  list.            ^^H 

i   1 

Help  me,  too,  to  uk  my  hcan,                      ^^^| 

Whnt  hast  thou  Tor  Jesus  liooeT              ^^^^| 

Then  Thy  heavenly  strength  imiM^^^^^^H 

Every  evil         to  skim.           ^^^^^^^^^| 
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As  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

Bold  and  fearless  lead  me  on ; 
Deeming  all  things  here  but  dross, 

Till  the  glorious  crown  be  won. 

As  I  near  the  golden  prize. 

Brighter,  brighter  let  it  shine  : 
Let  no  mists  obscure  mine  eyes  ; 

Make  and  keep  me  ever  Thine. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  VIEW  OF  DEATH. 

Let  me  go  !   The  day  is  breaking ; 

Morning  bursts  upon  mine  eye  ; 
I>eath  this  mortal  frame  is  shaking. 

But  the  soul  can  never  die  ! 

Let  me  go  !  The  day-star  beaming 
Gilds  the  radiant  realms  above  ; 

Its  full  glory,  on  me  streaming, 
Lights  me  to  that  land  of  love. 

Let  me  go  I    No  more  a  stranger 

Pilgrim  would  I  wander  here  ; 
Now  exposed  to  sin  and  danger. 

Now  a  prey  to  doubt  and  fear. 

Let  me  go  !    May  Heaven's  best  favour 
Rest,  my  dearest  friends,  with  you  I 

Oh,  I  haste  me  to  the  Saviour  : 
Fair  but  fleeting  world,  adieu  I 

Let  me  go  I    My  warfare's  ended  ; 

Night's  dark  shades  have  pass'd  away  ; 
All  in  view  is  glory  splendid. 

Boundless  and  eternal  day  ! 

Let  me  go  !  My  Master's  chariot 
Waits  in  state  to  bear  me  home — 

Purchase  of  His  grace  and  merit ! 
Hallelujah  !   Lord,  I  come  ! 

H  H  2 


I 
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Now  I'm  Thine,  and  Thine  for  ever, 

While  eternal  ages  roll ; 
Sense  and  sin  no  more  can  sever 

Thy  blest  presence  from  my  soul ! 

Now,  amid  the  sacred  splendour 
Of  the  glorious  hosts  above, 

Everlasting  praise  I'll  render 
To  that  God  whose  name  Is  Love  ! 
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TIIK  r.ELTEVER'S  HOPE. 

Thou  nit  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord  ! 

Ill  TIhc  1  put  my  trust; 
Knc«)ui.\^c(l  l)y  Thy  holy  word, 

A  r(.cl>lc  child  of  dust. 
1  have  no  ari;ument  l)eside, 

1  ui;j;i'  no  other  plea  ; 
And  'tis  onou^li  my  Saviour  died 

My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! 


Wlirn  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat. 

And  furious  foes  assail. 
My  reruL;(.'  i^  the  mercy-seat. 
My  h(.»pc  williin  the  veil. 
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From  strife  of  tongues,  and  bitter  words, 

M7  spirit  flies  to  Thee ; 
Joy  to  my  heart  the  thought  affords — 

My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! 


'Mid  trials  heavy  to  be  borne. 

When  mortal  strength  is  vain, 
A  heart  with  grief  and  anguish  torn, 

A  body  rack*d  with  pain : 
Ah  !  what  could  give  the  sufferer  rest, 

Bid  every  murmur  flee. 
Bat  this,  the  witness  in  my  breast 

That  Jesus  died  for  me  ? 

And  when  Thine  awful  voice  commands 

This  body  to  decay  ; 
And  life,  in  its  last  lingering  sands, 

Is  ebbing  fast  away : 
Then,  though  it  be  in  accents  weak. 

And  faint,  and  tremblingly, 
Oh  give  me  strength  in  death  to  speak, 

"My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! " 


THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 

Shall  mortal  man,  a  child  of  earth, 
Who  yesterday  received  his  birth 

From  God's  all-bounteous  hand, — 
Shall  he,  while  sojourning  below, 
Presume  the  Almighty's  plans  to  know, 

His  ways  to  understand  ? 

He  rides  upon  the  stormy  deep  ; 
His  watchfiil  eyes,  that  never  sleep. 

Wide  o*er  creation  roll. 
And  from  His  high,  empyreal  throne 
View  with  one  glance  the  torrid  zone 

And  ice-surrounded  pole. 
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Built  of  pure  and  massy  gold. 

Strong  and  durable  are  they ; 
Decked  with  gems,  of  worth  untold, 

Subjected  to  no  decay. 

Glad,  within  these  blest  abodes, 

Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above, 
Where  no  anxious  care  corrodes, 

Happy  in  Emmanuel's  love. 
Once  indeed  like  us  below. 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears  ; 
Torturing  pain  and  heavy  woe, 

Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears. 

These  alas  !  full  well  they  knew. 

Sad  companions  of  their  way ; 
Oft  on  them  the  tempest  blew. 

Through  the  long,  the  cheerless  day  ! 
Oft  their  vileness  they  deplored. 

Wills  perverse  and  hearts  untrue  ; 
Grieved  they  could  not  love  the  Lord, 

Love  Him  as  they  wish'd  to  do  ! 

Oft  the  big,  unbidden  tear, 

Stealing  down  the  furrow'd  cheek, 
Told,  in  eloquence  sincere. 

Tales  of  woe  they  could  not  speak  ; 
But,  these  days  of  weeping  o'er, 

Pass'd  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain. 
They  shall  feel  distress  no  more, 

Never,  never  weep  again. 

'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

*Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above. 
Hark  I  their  songs  melodious  rise. 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus*  love  I 
Happy  spirits  !  ye  are  fled 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find, 
Lull'd  to  rest  the  aching  head, 

Sooth'd  the  anguish  of  the  mind. 


472 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

All  is  tranquil,  and  serene. 

Calm  and  undisturbed  repose  ; 
There  no  cloud  can  intervene. 

There  no  angry  tempest  blows  : 
Every  tear  is  wiped  away  ; 

Sighs  no  more  shall  heave  the  breast ; 
Night  is  lost  in  endless  day. 

Sorrow  in  eternal  rest. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

My  Father,  the  guide  of  my  youth. 

To  Thee  for  direction  I  fly  ; 
O  grant  me  Thy  light  and  Thy  truth. 

Nor  ever  Thy  presence  deny. 
Mv  pillar  of  cloud  and  of  fire. 

While  destined  to  journey  below — 
What  more  can  a  pilgrim  desire, 

Or  Thou  in  Thy  goodness  bestow  ? 

My  pillar  of  cloud  through  the  day, 

111  follow  where'er  Thou  shalt  lead  ; 
My  heart  shall  not  >'ield  to  dismay. 

Though  nigged  the  path  that  I  tread. 
And  what  though  the  night  fall  in  gloom. 

In  darkness  I'll  not  be  afraid  ; 
Thy  light  shall  the  darkness  illume. 

Thy  presence  the  midnight  pervade. 

My  Father,  Jehovah,  Most  High  I 

Since  Thou  art  my  portion,  my  all. 
No  good  will  Thy  bounty  deny. 

Nor  evil  can  ever  befal : 
The  prize  of  my  calling  in  view. 

And  blest  with  Thy  care  and  Thy  love. 
The  journey  of  life  I'll  pursue. 

And  press  to  the  mansions  above  ! 
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CHRISTIAN  UNITY. 

One  in  Christ  His  people  are, 

All  indissolubly  one ; 
Each  in  his  right  hand  a  star 

Bright  with  glories  not  his  own  ; 
£ach,  withdrawn  from  nature's  mine, 

An  inestimable  gem, 
Destined  evermore  to  shine 

In  Emmanuel's  diadem. 

Mingled  hues  one  bow  compose, 

God's  own  sign  to  mortals  given  ; 
One  vast  ocean  ebbs  and  flows. 

Though  in  countless  billows  driven  ; 
So  one  Church  the  ransom'd  prove, 

Though  from  varied  realms  they  come,- 
One  community  of  love. 

Bound  for  one  eternal  home. 

Then,  while  pilgrims  here  below, 

"Why  should  they  divided  be  ? 
Why  shoilld  sharp  contentions  grow 

To  disturb  their  unity  ? 
Why  apart  should  they  remain. 

Each  within  his  sect  confined  ? 
Nor  their  Master's  law  maintain. 

Nor  display  His  heavenly  mind  ? 

Was  not  this  His  fervent  prayer, — 

"Father,  let  my  people  be 
One  in  us,  as  one  we  are, 

Thou  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee ; 
Then  shall  all  the  world  believe 

My  commission  is  Divine  ; 
All  my  Gospel  shall  receive, 

AU  within  my  fold  recline  I" 

Happy  period  I  joyftil  day  I 

When  shall  thy  bright  morning  rise  ? 
Lo,  before  thy  kindling  ray. 

Every  fiend  of  discord  flies  : 


Rise,  Thoa  -Sud  oI  righleooxncss  I 
Wide  Thf  healiag  wing*  outsprdd  ; 

With  Thy  light  the  natUmi  blcsa, 
O'et  Thy  Church  Thine  Influence  dwd. 

Haliow'd  influence  ^m  ahovc  ! 

Source  of  concord  and  of  ptace, 
Id  Thy  liond  of  perfect  lore 

Lei  ovir  tad  divisions  oeaw  : 
Hcut  to  heart,  and  hand  to  hand. 

Each  shall  then  his  brolhci  owni 
An  iadis&olublE  band, 

Chrblians  be  for  ever  one  ! 
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MARRIAGE. 

Savious,  let  Thy  sanction  rest 
On  the  union  witness'd  now  ; 

Be  it  with  Thy  presence  blest, 
Ratify  the  nuptial  vow ; 

Hallow'd  let  this  union  be 

With  each  othei  and  with  Thte. 

Thou  in  Cam  diiUl  appear 
At  a  murriage-feitst  like  tbts ! 

Deign  to  meet  us,  Saviour,  hen; 
Fountain  of  unmingled  bliss  I 

Crown  nrith  joy  this  festlTC  bou4' — 

Joy  that  earth  ouinot  afford. 

Wc  no  mitade  require. 
Turning  water  into  wine : 

All  our  panting  hearts  desire 
Is  to  taste  Thy  love  Divine  { 

Holy  influence  from  above, 

Consecrating  earthly  love. 

Let  the  path  our  Mends  pDnn^ 
From  this  hour  together  trod, 

Mnny  though  its  days  or  lew. 
Be  a  pilgrimnge  to  Cod  [ 

To  the  land  where  rest  is  giTen, 

Tooui  Father's  house  In  h 
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Happy  they  who  reach  that  place, — 
In  those  regions  find  their  home ; 

Tears  are  wiped  from  every  face ; 
Toil  and  danger  never  come. 

They  no  pain  nor  sorrow  know, 

Ransom'd  from  this  world  of  woe. 

To  that  festival  on  high, 

To  that  banquet  of  the  skies, 

To  that  glorious  company 
May  we  all  at  length  arise  ; 

Mingle  with  the  joyful  throng ; 

Join  the  everlasting  song. 
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HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  Divine 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 
Let  me  see  my  Saviour's  face, 
Let  me  all  His  beauties  trace  : 
Show  those  glorious  truths  to  me. 
Which  are  only  known  by  Thee. 


Till  each 
Till  my  j, 

Holy  Spi] 
Dwell  wii 
Cast  dowr 
Reign  sup 
See,  to  Tl 
Shed  Thy 
■*  pure  ter 
Wholly  de 
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Ah !  Jesus,  let  me  feel  Thy  grace ; 

Now  hear  my  earnest  cry  : 
If  Thou  art  absent,  oh  1  behold 

I  droop,  I  faint,  I  die  I 

•*  I  come,  I  come  I "  the  Saviour  cries, 

**  To  give  you  full  repose  ; 
My  presence  shall  revive  your  joys. 

My  frown  confound  your  foes." 

I  hear  His  voice  I  I  see  His  face  I 

I  feel  His  present  grace  ! 
'Tis  life,  'tis  heaven,  'tis  transport,  thus 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  A  CHURCH. 

I         Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayers, 

And  make  this  house  Thy  home  ;        V 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  : 
O  come.  Great  Spirit,  come  I 

2^^  Come,  as  the  light;  to  us  reveal 
Our  emptiness  and  woe  ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 


} 
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Come,  as  the^r^,  and  purge  our  hearts 

Like  sacrificial  flame : 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 

To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

Come,  as  the  dew,  and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour ; 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 

Thy  fertilizing  power. 

Come,  as  the  i/az'ey  and  spread  Thy  wings. 

The  wings  of  peaceful  love  ; 
And  let  Thy  Church  on  earth  become 

Blest  as  the  Church  above. 


y 


y 


HYM 

"  li  11  DodiiDf  to  yOL 

Ok  saf,  i«  il  notli 

That  the  joy  of  th 
Her  cities  deserted 
And  ill  her  bright 

Is  it  Dolhing  to  yt. 
Was  boiTow'd  fro 
That  the;  from  th 
Uaknown  and  unl 
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Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Gentile  and  Jew, 
For  ages  divided,  no  more  should  be  two, 
But  one  in  the  Saviour,  their  Shepherd  and  King, 
Together  for  ever  His  praises  to  sing  ? 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Lord  has  decreed 
Rich  blessings  to  those  who  for  Israel  plead ; 
That  they  who  the  way  of  His  coming  prepare, 
Shall  say  oithe  city,  "Jehovah  is  there?" 

Oh,  pray  that  the  days  of  their  mourning  may  cease, 
That  God  may  return  to  His  chosen  in  peace. 
That  glory  at  length  may  revisit  their  shore. 
And  all  be  united,  to  wander  no  more  I 


ROBERT   ROBINSON. 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  mine  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace  ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 


L\'RA   BIUTANNICA. 

Teach  me  some  mdodkiBs  toimet, 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  >bovc  t 

Frjlse  the  mount ;  I'm  6x'i  vpoa  i(  I 
Mount  of  God's  onclunging  love 

Here  I  raise  my  Ebencicr  ; 

Hiiher,  by  ThiBe  bclp,  Vm  oome  t 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  plcamtt, 

Safely  to  *nivv  at  home. 

Jesu!  nought  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 

He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger. 
Interposed  n-ilh  prcddus  blood. 

Oh,  to  grace  how  gnat  a  riehlor 
Daily  I'm  eonslrain'd  to  he  I 

Let  ihat  grxct  now,  lite  a  feller. 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 

Prone  to  wandei,  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  Ihc  Cml  I  love  ; 
Here's  mine  heart— oh,  lake  uid  "^1  i 

Sea]  it  from  Thy  courts  above. 


CHRISTMAS  HVM.V. 

MicHTV  God,  while  angcJa  hies*  Thee, 
May  a.n  infnnt  lisp  Thy  name  t 

Lord  of  men,  as  well  oi  an^s. 
Thou  arl  evety  creature's  Uiene. 

HBllduJah  1 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah.     Amen  I 

Lord  of  eveiy  land  and  nUioo, 

Ancient  of  steniitl  days. 
Sounded  thtough  tbe  wide  creatlcm 

Be  Thy  ju9i  and  lawful  pnlto, 
llnllclujah,  etc. 
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For  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature, 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought ; 
For  created  works  of  power, 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

For  Thy  providence  that  governs 
Through  Thine  empire's  wide  domain ; 

Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow  ; 
BlessM  be  Thy  gentle  reign. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

But  Thy  rich.  Thy  free  redemption, 

Dark  through  brightness  all  along ; 
Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 

Who  dare  sing  that  awful  song  ? 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory. 

Shall  Thy  praise  unutter'd  lie  ? 
Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ; 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

Did  archangels  sing  Thy  coming? 

Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lays? 
Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful, 

Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

From  the  highest  throne  in  glory. 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe, 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives ; 

Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

Go,  return,  Immortal  Saviour! 

Leave  Thy  footstool,  take  Thy  throne; 
Thence  return,  and  reign  for  ever  ; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  Thy  own. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

I  I 


Let  Thy 
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So'shall  this  love  our  spirits  raise, 
While  at  the  cross  we  kneel  in  prayer ; 

Dear  Saviour,  Thine  be  all  the  praise 
If  we  have  left  our  burdens  there. 

Spirit  of  holiness  and  power  I 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love  Divine  ! 
Thy  presence  cheers  this  closing  hour; 

Still  dwell  with  us,  for  we  are  Thine. 

For  the  pure  manna  of  Thy  word. 

And  streams  of  life  so  richly  given  ; 
As  pilgrims  here,  we  bless  Thee  Lord, 

But  wait  the  perfect  rest  of  heaven. 

Sweet  hope  !  a  few  more  changing  days 

And  weary  cares  our  faith  shall  try  ; 
Then  for  the  songs  of  nobler  praise, 

The  ceaseless  Sabbath  of  the  sky. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

(Contributed,) 

Isaiah  be.  90. 

When  the  sky  is  overcast,  • 
And  the  cold  rain  driveth  fast ; 
When  the  soul  is  bow'd  with  fear, 
Jesus,  fiill  of  mercy,  hear  I 

Dreary  clouds  are  hurrying  by, 
Moon  nor  star  is  in  the  sky  ; 
Saviour,  in  the  gloom  of  night. 
Give  Thy  waiting  children  light 

See  the  cross,  for  light  is  there  ; 
Kneel,  for  Jesus  answers  prayer  ; 
Is  the  spirit  simk  with  grief? 
Saviour,  Thou  canst  bring  relief. 

I  I  2 
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Retain  it  long,  ye  echoing  rocks, 

The  sacred  sound  retain  ; 
And  from  your  hollow,  winding  caves. 

Return  it  oft  again. 

Bear  it,  ye  winds,  on  all  your  wings 

To  distant  climes  away. 
And  round  the  wide  extended  world 

My  lofty  theme  convey. 

Take  the  glad  burden  of  His  name, 

Ye  clouds,  as  you  arise ; 
Whether  to  deck  the  golden  mom. 

Or  shade  the  ev'ning  skies. 

Let  harmless  thunders  roll  along 
.,  The  smooth  ethereal  plain. 
And  answer  from  the  crystal  vault 
To  eVry  flying  strain. 

Long  let  it  warble  round  the  spheres. 

And  echo  through  the  sky  ; 
Till  angels,  with  immortal  skill. 

Improve  the  harmony. 

I 
While  I,  with  sacred  rapture  fir*d 

The  blest  Creator  sing, 
And  warble  consecrated  lays 

To  heaven's  almighty  King. 


THOU  DIDST,  O  MIGHTY  GOD,  EXIST. 

Thou  didst,  O  mighty  God,  exist 

Ere  time  begun  its  race ; 
Before  the  ample  elements 

Fill'd  up  the  voids  of  space. 

Before  the  pond'rous  earthly  globe 

In  fluid  air  was  stay'd  ; 
Before  the  ocean's  mighty  springs 

Their  liquid  stores  displayed. 


Before  tlie  loud,  melodious  sj 
Their  luneliil  nitmd  begsn  i 
Before  the  shining  roods  oT  Iwbv'h 
iir'd  by  llie  n 

Ere  thiough  ihe  empyieui  ci 

One  hallelujah  rung  ; 
Or  to  ihetr  hups  the  sons  of  Ueht 

EoiUtic  anthems  sung. 

Ere  men  idor'd,  or  angels  knnr, 
Ot  prsLs'd  Thy  wondroui  name  ; 

Thy  blits,  O  sunxl  spring  of  life  1 
And  yloiy  vas  the  same. 

And  when  Ok  pillara  of  (he  worid 

With  sudden  rain  break, 
And  all  Ihia  vast  and  goodtj  CRtnw^ 

Sinks  In  the  mightf  wreck  ; 

When  from  her  orb  the  moon  shall  stan. 
The  ostonixh'd  sun  roll  back  ; 

And  all  Ae  tnmliliiig  sUny  Isiopi 
Thuii  aadeat  counc  fbisake  i 

Forever  permanent  and  &K'd, 

From  ngitation  free, 
Drichanged  in  ei'criaEling  Jtan 
Shall  Thy  existence  be. 


IN  VAIN  THE  DUSKV  NIGHT. 
In  min  the  dusky  night  retins, 

And  sullen  shadows  fly  ; 
la  vnin  the  mora  with  puiple  Ught 
Adonm  the  ewtem  sky. 
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In  Tain  the  gaudy  rising  sim, 

The  wide  horizon  gilds, — 
Comes  glittering  o*er  the  silver  streams, 

And  cheers  the  dewy  fields. 

In  yain,  dispensing  vernal  sweets, 

The  morning  breezes  play  ; 
In  vain  the  birds  with  cheerful  songs 

Salute  the  new-bom  day. 

In  vain,  unless  my  Saviour^s  face 

These  gloomy  clouds  control, 
And  dissipate  the  sullen  shades 

That  press  my  drooping  soul. 

Oh  visit  then  Thy  servant.  Lord, 

With  favour  from  on  high ; 
Arise,  my  bright  immortal  Sun, 

And  all  these  shades  will  die. 

When,  when,  shall  I  behold  Thy  face 

All  radiant  and  serene. 
Without  these  envious,  dusky  clouds 

That  make  a  veil  between  ? 

When  shall  that  long-expected  day 

Of  sacred  vision  be, 
When  my  impatient  soul  shall  make 

A  near  approach  to  Thee? 


HEAVEN. 

Hail,  sacred  Salem,  placed  on  high, 

Seat  of  th'  almighty  King  I 
What  thought  can  grasp  the  boundless  bliss? 

What  tongue  Thy  glories  sing  ? 

Thy  crystal  towers  and  palaces 

Magnificently  rise, 
And  dart  their  beauteous  lustre  round 

All  the  empyrean  skies. 


tVRA  BRITAKKICA. 

Tlic  voice  o{  Iriamph  in  ifcjr  ^Utts, 

And  acdamaliom  sound  ; 
Gaj  bonquels  in  thf  splendid  Oanits, 

And  nuptial  joys  ibonnd. 

Bright  smiles  on  cv'iy  &ce  Rppcor, 

Rapture  in  tv'ty  eye; 
From  ei'ry  moulh  glad  anthems  Bow, 

And  choTTDing  hannooy. 

Illustrious  day  for  ever  there, 
Streoms  from  Ihe  fac*  Diviae  : 

No  palf-fac'd  moon  e'er  (;Uiiinien  forth. 
Nor  stars,  nor  sun  decline. 

No  scorching  htails,  no  (Metcing  colds. 
The  changing  icatoni  bring  ; 

But  o'er  the  ticltis  mild  breues  there 
Breathe  an  eternal  spring. 

The  fiow'rs  vith  lasting  beauty  &hine. 

And  deck  Itic  smiling  ground  ; 
While  flowing  streuns  of  plauoie  all 

The  happy  phuos  surroond. 


JOHN  RYLAND,  D.D. 
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TRUST  IN  GOD. 

SovEKEiGN  Ruler  of  tbe  alde^ 
Ever  gmcious,  ever  vtUb  I 
All  my  times  are  in  Thy  II 
All  events  at  Thy 


J 
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His  decree  that  fonn*d  the  earth, 
Fix'd  my  first  and  second  birth ; 
Parents,  native  place,  and  time, — 
All  appointed  were  by  Him. 

He  that  fonn*d  me  in  the  womb. 
He  shall  guide  me  to  the  tomb  ; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree. 

Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health. 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth  ; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief ; 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief. 

Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove  ; 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love  ; 
All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end. 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fly  ; 
Till  He  bids,  I  cannot  die  ; 
Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit. 
Till  the  God  of  love  sees  fit. 


0  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just, 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust ; 
Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still  ? 

1  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

May  I  always  own  Thy  hand — 
Still  to  the  surrender  stand  ; 
Know  that  Thou  art  God  alone  ; 
I  and  mine  are  all  Thy  own. 

Thee  at  all  times,  will  I  bless  ; 
Having  Thee  I  all  possess  : 
How  can  I  bereaved  be, 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee. 


LVRA  BSTUKNICA. 


IX)RD,  I  WOULD  DELIGHT  IN  THEE. 

O  LoKK,  I  would  tieligtil  in  TIk^ 

And  on  Thy  care  depend  ; 

To  Thee,  in  every  trouble  flee, — 

Mj  besl,  my  oiUy  Friend  1 

When  nil  created  titreojns  aie  dtie^ 

Thy  fulnes  is  the  same  ; 
May  I  with  thit  be  satisRcd, 

And  glory  in  Tlij  nune  I 


Why  should  the  sntil  a  dinp 
Who  has  a  fountain  oeax, — 

A  fountain  which  will  ever  run 
WUh  walen  sweet  and  disu 


No  good  in  creatures  cstt  be  biuad. 
Cut  may  be  found  in  The«i 

I  miibl  have  all  things  and  Bbouiid, 
While  Cod  is  God  to  me. 

Oh,  that  t  had  a  stronger  bllb. 

To  look  within  the  vriJ, — 
To  credit  what  tny  Saviour  «dtb, 

Whose  Word  can  never  EUl  • 

He  ihut  has  tnade  my  heavm  secure, 
WUl  here  all  gtwd  provide  ; 

While  Christ  is  rich,  can  1  be  (kkk! 
What  can  I  want  beside  I 

0  Lord,  I  cast  my  care-  on  Thee, 

I  triumph  and  adore  : 
Henceforth  my  great  concein  &haJ]  be 

To  love  and  please  Thee  nmre. 
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THE  PILGRIM'S  SONG. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings ; 

Thy  better  portion  trace  ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven  thy  native  place. 
Smi  and  moon  and  stars  decay, 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course  ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun  : 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source. 
So  my  soul,  derived  from  God, 

Pants  to  view  His  glorious  fece  ; 
Forward  tends  to  His  abode, 

To  rest  in  His  embrace* 

Fly  me  riches,  fly  me  cares, 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore  ; 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares^ 

Solicit  me  no  more. 
Pilgrims  flx  not  here  their  home  ; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  mom  is  come, 

The/11  rise  to  joyful  light 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn. 
Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 

Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 
Triumphant  in  the  skies. 


AARON   CROSSLEY  HOKART   ! 


lleIl«,JohBC«4v>^ 


■1  EdtrwonkL  Im  t*-^ 


IIVMN  FOR  THE  OKDINATION  OF  Ml 

AwAKr  1  all  conquering  arm,  awil 
And  lift  the  Savionr's  standajd  b 

Oh  cause  Tliy  cheering  face  to  ^lin 
Am!  call  Thy  chosen  people  dI^ 

liaptite  benifihted  nations,  Lord, 
And  !cl  Thy  saving  truth  be  Itnon 

Arise,  Thy  toyal  power  afiufo^ 
And  cLaim  the  ktugdoms  for  Tldl 
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Eternal  God,  their  hearts  inspire ; 

Let  each  Thy  sacred  presence  prove ; 
Bid  them  go  forth  with  holy  zeal. 

And  loud  proclaim  Thy  dying  love. 

Mountains  of  unhelief  and  sin 

Shall  fall  before  Thy  sacred  word ; 
And  millions,  saved  from  death  and  hell. 

Shall  own  the  Saviour  as  their  Lord. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL* 

Jbsus,  immortal  King,  arise  ! 

Assame,  assert  Thy  sway  ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  lands  obey. 

Ride  forth,  victorious  Conqueror,  ride  I 

Till  all  Thy  foes  submit. 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  resign 

Their  trophies  at  Thy  feet. 

Send  forth  Thy  word,  and  let  it  fly 

This  spacious  earth  aroimd, 
Till  every  soul  beneath  the  sun 

Shall  hear  the  "joyful  sound." 

Oh  may  the  dear  Redeemer's  name 

Through  every  clime  be  known. 
And  heathen  gods,  like  Dagon,  fall, 

And  Jesus  reign  alone. 

Oh  hasten.  Lord,  that  happy  time, 

That  long  expected  day  ; 
When  every  kingdom,  tribe,  and  tongue 

Shall  own  Thy  gentle  sway. 

When  all  th*  untutor'd  heathen  tribes 

Shall  the  Redeemer  own. 
And  crowds  of  willing  converts  come 

To  worship  at  Thy  throne. 

In  the  Kew  Congregatioiial  Hymn-book  this  hymn  is  ascribed  to  "  Burden" 


LYRA  BRITAXSICA, 

From  era  to  ten,  from  shore  to  ihoK, 

May  Jesus  be  adored  ; 
AbA  earth,  with  nil  her  mlUioos,  ahaal 

Hosannas  W  the  Lord, 


MISSIONARY  HYMN." 
(CmlriiulBi.) 

Great  Captain  of  mlvMioii,  rine 
Tci  Thy  resiilless,  saving  mlgfal ; 

Send  Thine  anointed  swvxnis  Ibrth, 
To  spread  abroad  Tb;  gluriota  UgbL 

llcnlds  of  God  I  pTodaim  Itic  erosi^ 
Display  the  elorious  banner  high ; 

Go,  spread  the  joyful  news  abroad. 
And  bid  a  guilty  world  dmw  ttj£^ 

On  Afric's  shores,  to  India's  sonc 

Youi  sacred  embassy  declftre  ; 
And  may  onlntoi'd  heelhen  UIInk, 

And  eailh,  the  tnighly  blemioes  dune. 

"  Zion's  King  shall  reign  vlctarions," 
In  heaven  and  earth  the  Lon!  of  all ; 

Nstioob  shall  bow  before  His  thiuo*^ 
And  low  "before  His  footalool  aH." 

Roll  swiftly  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  long-expected  day, 

When  realms  that  now  In  darkness  lie. 
Shall  own  and  blcis  Thy  sovereign  swajr. 

*  C'DiniKiKd  'm  iSds,  but  hiihcrto  uopnblulwd. 
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MRS.  ANNE  SHEPHERD. 

B  HOtJU>lTCR  wu  born  at  Cowes,  Isle  of  Wight.  Her  fkther.  the  Rer.  Edwvd  Houl- 
I,  held,  for  waaij  years,  the  Bring  of  Speen,  Berkshire  By  marriage  she  became  Mrs. 
liiiiil  She  died  at  Blackheath,  Kent,  in  1857.  Mrs.  Shepherd  was  poaKSied  of  a  vigonws 
led,  which  had  been  much  improved  by  culture.  Two  religions  novels,  from  her  pen, 
led  "  Ellen  Seymoar**  and  "  Reality."  attracted  considerate  attention.  But  her  repnta- 
wfll  chiefly  rest  on  her  hymn^xmk,  entitled  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  Comprehension  of 
ig  ICiads.'*  These  compositions,  sixty-four  in  number,  are  admirably  adapted  for  interest- 
rnrt**^**  leadcri  in  the  precious  truths  of  salvation. 


FOR  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
Thousands  of  children  stand ; 

Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band, 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white. 

See  every  one  arra/d  : 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light. 

And  joys  that  never  fade. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

Once  they  were  little  things  like  you, 

And  lived  on  earth  below. 
And  could  not  praise  as  now  they  do 

The  Lord  who  loved  them  so. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

What  brought  them  to  that  world  above. 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair. 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  : 
How  came  those  children  there. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory  ? 

Because  the  Saviour  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin, 
Bathed  in  that  precious  purple  flood. 

Behold  them  white  and  clean, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 


T  has  B  garden  hpre  below, 
e  plca^itnt  fruits  and  spU;es  graiv; 
Tces  and  flowers  therein  that  oi 
Are  ploDled  by  His  gentle  1 
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This  may,  perhaps,  sound  stxange  to  you; 
But  yet  the  Bible  says  \\s  true  : 
God's  children  in  His  holy  word 
Are  called  the  garden  of  the  Lord. 

By  nature,  rude  and  wild  they're  bom. 
Just  like  the  brier  or  the  thorn  %' 
But  when  they're  in  this  garden  put. 
They  turn  to  trees  producing  fruit. 

Jesus  upon  His  garden  shines, 
And  props,  and  rears  His  tender  vines  ; 
His  grace  like  gentle  rain  is  shed 
On  every  little  drooping  head. 

Do  any  children  long  to  be 
Planted  and  water'd,  Lord,  by  Thee  ? 
O  let  them  hear  Thy  loving  calls. 
And  come  within  Thy  garden  walls. 

Such  children  are  the  tender  plants 
Of  whom  the  Lord  supplies  the  wants  ; 
The  little,  thirsty,  drooping  flowers. 
On  whom  He  pours  His  choicest  showers. 


THE  FAMILY  OF  GOD. 

God  has  a  family  on  earth 

Of  daughters  and  of  sons ; 
His  Holy  Spirit  gave  them  birth. 

They  are  His  little  ones. 

He  watches  over  them  for  good. 

And  hears  their  smallest  cries  ; 
He  gives  them  house,  and  clothes,  and  food. 

And  all  their  wants  supplies. 

He  knows  their  weak  and  tender  frame, 

Pities  their  griefs  and  fears ; 
And  calls  them  every  one  by  name, 

And  wipes  away  their  tears. 

K  K 
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And  why  does  God  such  kindness  show 

To  things  so  mean  and  base  ? 
Why  does  He  more  on  them  bestow 

Than  others  of  their  race. 

*Tis  all  because  that  Jesus  bled 

For  them  upon  the  tree  ; 
And  dwelt  awhile  among  the  dead 

*      * 

To  set  His  children  free. 

To  what  the  Lamb  of  God  has  done 

They  all  their  blessings  owe ; 
*Tis  for  the  sake  of  His  dear  Son, 

The  Father  loves  them  so. 

Let  children,  then,  redeemed  and  bought 

With  Jesus'  precious  blood. 
Sing  the  sweet  praise  of  Him  who  brought 

Such  little  ones  to  God. 


WALTER  SHIRLEY. 

Thb  Hon.  and  Rev.  Walter  Shirley  wms  born  in  1735.    He  was  fbarth  son  of  the 
Hon.  Laurence  Shiriey,  who  was  foarth  son  of  Robert,  first  Eari  Ferrers.    Hii  three 
brothers  were  successively  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth  Earls.     Having  taken  orders,  he 
the  living  of  Loughrea,  co.  Galway,  Ireland.    He  was  much  interested  io  the  eraagtSal  t 
of  the  celebrated  Countess  of  Huntingdon,  who  was  the  second  dau{j^ter  and  co-beiress  of  hk 
father's  elder  brother,  Washington,  second  Earl  Ferrers.      He  published  a  rolaaae  of  dk^ 
courses,  and  two  poems,  entitled,  "  Liberty:  an  Ode."  and  "The  JudgmeaL*    Lady  Ha>> 
tingdon's    hymn-book,  published  in  1764.  was  revised  by  him.    la  that  work,  in  1774  fink 
appeared  his  hymn,  bqs^nning,  "  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessiiii^.*'  being  a  popaiw 
rendering  of  a  sbnilar  hymn,  previously  published  by  the  Rev.  James  ABen.  the  tot  mi 
some  account  of  which  are  presented  in  a  note  appended  to  the  present  vohimc^    Afts  • 
period  of  feeble  health,  Mr.  Shirley  died  in  1786.  in  his  sixty-first  year.    The  hvoiate  de- 
mission hymn,  beginning,  "  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  bles.%lng,**  which  has  been  ■itribtrf 
to  the  Rev.  George  Burdrr  and  other  writers,  may,  we  think.  <airly  be  ascribed  to  Mr.  SUricr. 
His  son.  the  late  Rev.  Walter  Shirley,  asserted  that  his  father  was  the  anthor.  and  dris  bcieff 
is  uidversal  among  his  descendants.    So  far  as  can  be  ascertained,  the  '**t"**H*^  hjaia  irt 
appeared  in  "  A  Collection  of  Hymns  for  Public  Worship,"  edited  by  die  Rev.  Joha  Hanii; 
of  Hull,  Yorlc,  X774,  and  next  in  Dr.  Conyers'  Collection,  published  in  London  dariag  the 
same  year.    The  hymn  did  not  appear  in  Lady  Huntingdon's  CoUectkio  till  aevcral 
after. 

THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 
Life  and  health  and  peace  possessing 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 
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Here  1*11  sit,  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams  in  streams  of  blood : 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

Truly  blessed  is  this  station. 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie  ; 
While  I  see  Divine  compassion 

Floating  in  His  languid  eye. 
Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze  ; 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  much  forgiven, 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe  ; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding, 

Life  deriving  from  His  death. 
May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling. 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go ; 
Prove  His  wounds  each  day  more  healing, 

And  Himself  most  deeply  know  ! 


DISMISSION. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  f  hy  blessing  ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  us  each.  Thy  love  possessing. 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 
Oh  refresh  us, 

Travlling  through  this  wilderness. 

Thanks  we  give  and  adoration 

For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  : 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 

In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ! 
'  Ever  faithful 

To  the  truth  may  we  be  found  1 
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Go  !  deilmcd  vessel,  heavenly  Trdgfated,  go  I 
For  lo  i  the  LorJ's  ambjissadots  are  ihere  ; 

Faith  sits  at  heim,  and  Itope  attends  the  pntu 
While  thouianiis  swell  the  uiils  with  balmy 

Jesus,  thy  Guarrlim,  walks  the  briny  wave. 
Or  OD  the  nhirlwind  rides  and  rules  the  stor 

His  eye  r^Urds  ihee,  vigil»nl  to  savt, 
Thoagh  danger  varies  its  teirific  form. 

Black  gathering  tempests,  awed  by  Mis  comni: 
Their  hideous  ro.-ir  in  lowly  murmun  cease  ; 

Whilst  o'er  tlie  monstrous  surge  He  waves  Ha 
Or  spreads  the  silky  mantle  of  Hie  peace. 

The  Lord  of  clcmenls  is  Lord  of  men. 

He  stJb  the  menace  of  the  hoslile  mind  ; 

His  servants,  moo  us  the  glad  \yon  they  gtia. 
In  hearts  fiiepared  shall  IHendly  welcome  6i 

Lo  1  India's  taifny  sons  incline  the  ear. 

And  pBust,  allenlive  lo  Ihc  tocred 
Heralds  of  God,  your  emba       '    ' 
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Gleams  the  glad  mom !  arise,  O  King  of  kings ! 

Assume,  exert  Thine  universal  sway  ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  willing  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  regions  cheerfully  obey. 

Then,  big  with  conquest,  bring  Thy  glories  down ; 

Let  those  that  love  Thy  name  Thy  person  view ; 
Friends  of  Thy  cross,  they  soon  shall  share  Thy  crown 

In  peaceful  rest,  with  bliss  for  ever  new. 


EASTER  HYMN.* 

From  heaven  the  loud,  th*  angelic  song  began, 
Ft  shook  the  skies,  and  reached  astonished  man  ; 
By  man  re-echoed,  it  shall  mount  again. 
While  fragrant  odours  fill  the  blissful  plain. 

Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway. 
In  heaven  or  earth  the  Lord  of  all ; 

Yc  princes,  rulers,  powers,  obey. 
And  low  before  His  footstool  fall. 

ft 

The  deed  was  done ;  the  Lamb  was  slain  ; 

The  groaning  earth,  the  burden  bore  : 
He  rose.  He  lives.  He  lives  to  reign. 

Nor  time  shall  shake  His  endless  power. 

Riches,  and  all  that  deck  the  great. 
From  worlds  unnumbered  hither  bring  ; 

The  tribute  pour  before  His  seat. 
And  hail  the  triumphs  of  our  King. 

Wisdom  and  strength  are  His  alone  ; 

He  raised  the  top-stone,  shouting  Grace  ; 
Honour  has  built  His  lofty  throne, 

And  glory  shines  upon  His  face. 

From  heaven,  from  earth,  loud  bursts  of  praise 
The  mighty  blessings  shall  proclaim ! 

Blessings  that  earth  to  glory  raise  ; 
The  purchase  of  the  wounded  Lamb. 

*  The  music  of  this  piece  is  by  Millgrove. 
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MISSIONARY   HVMN. 

Arm  of  Ihe  Ijxd  I  awake  I  onnlce  ! 
Tut  un  'Thy  strength,  the  natians  shake 
AnJ  let  the  world,  idoiing,  £ce 
Trianiphs  of  mercy  wiought  by  Thee. 

Say  to  the  heathen  from  Thy  ihTonc, 
"  I  SIT  Jehovah,  God  aloae  !" 
Thy  voice  Iheir  idols  i^hall  Ci 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  g 
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Let  Zion's  time  of  favour  come  : 
Oh  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home  : 
And  let  our  wondering  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesus*  fold. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  grace  proclaim 
In  every  clime  of  every  name  ; 
Let  adverse  powers  before  Thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 


WILLIAM   SHRUBSOLE,  Jun. 

UJIJ^M  SHRUBSOLE,  Jun.,  son  of  the  precedini;,  was  born  at  Sheerncss,  on  the  tzst 
•wKtnber,  1759^  He  was  originally  employed  as  a  shipwright.  In  1785,  he  proceeded  to 
mf<yT»^  aiKl  becainf  a  cleric  in  the  accountants'  division  of  the  Bank  of  England.  In  the 
nV,  lus  position  padually  improved ;  he  latterly  held  the  responsible  post  of  secretary  of  the 
^mrtitttsA  of  treasury.  He  connected  himself  with  the  principal  religious  and  charitable 
nyctatV^*^  io  the  ■metropolis,  and  occasionally  contributed,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  to  the 
IjBcsticMis  of  the  Re^ous  Tract  Society.  His  death  took  place  on  the  ayrd  August.  1899. 
ae  foOowint^  compositions  of  Mr.  Shnibsole  have  been  kindly  supplied  by  a  member  of 
I  fMnily.     In  the  collections,  the  two  latter  are  attributed  to  others. 

•LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

In  all  the  paths  my  feet  pursue 
While  travelling  to  my  heavenly  rest. 

My  wearied  powers  their  strength  renew, 
My  spirit  feels  Divinely  blest, 

When,  Saviour,  to  Thy  cross  I  flee. 

And  my  whole  soul  commit  to  Thee. 

When  with  a  weight  of  care  I  bend. 
Oppressed  beneath  the  heavy  load, 

And  troubles  every  step  attend. 
In  life's  perplex'd  and  rugged  road. 

Then,  O  my  Saviour,  be  Thou  near. 

My  cares  to  take,  my  heart  to  cheer. 

When  numerous  snares  beset  my  feet. 
Spread  by  the  world,  by  sense  and  sin  ; 

When  bold  temptation's  front  I  meet. 
Or  feel  a  treacherous  heart  within, 

Jesus,  my  guide  and  helper  be. 

And  let  me  stay  my  soul  on  Thee. 
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Then  shall  the  Jew  and  Gentile  meet 
In  pure  devotion  at  Thy  feet ; 
And  earth  shall  yield  Thee,  as  Thy  due, 
Her  fulness  and  her  glory  too. 

Oh  that  from  Britain  now  might  shine 
This  heavenly  light  and  truth  Divine, 
Till  the  whole  universe  abroad 
Flame  with  the  glory  of  our  God. 


DAILY  DUTIES. 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  my  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  Divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine  ; 
Chase  the  dark  clouds  of  guilt  away, 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

When  to  heaven's  great  and  glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring, 
And,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame, 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name , 
Then,  Jesus,  sprinkle  with  Thy  blood, 
And  be  my  advocate  with  God. 

As  everyday  Thy  mercy  spares 
Will  bring  its  trials  and  its  cares, 
O  Saviour,  till  my  life  shall  end. 
Be  Thou  my  Counsellor  and  Friend  ; 
Teach  me  Thy  precepts,  all  Divine, 
And  be  Thy  great  example  mine. 

When  pain  transfixes  every  part. 
And  languor  settles  at  the  heart ; 
When  on  my  bed,  diseased,  opprest, 
I  turn,  and  sigh,  and  long  for  rest, 
O  Great  Physician,  see  my  grief. 
And  grant  Thy  servant  sweet  relief ! 


LYRA   BRITANNICA. 

Should  paveily's  consuming  blow 
I  jy  all  my  worldly  comforts  low. 
And  ncilher  help  nor  hope  appear. 
My  itepi  to  guide,  my  heart  to  cheor; 
I.onl,  |>ity  and  supply  my  need. 
Fur  Thou  on  earth  wasi  poor  indeed. 

Should  Providence  profusely  pour 
lis  various  blessings  on  my  slore. 
Oh,  kci'p  me  from  the  ills  IhU  wait 
(*n  such  a  seeming' prosperous  state  ; 
From  hurtful  passions  set  roe  free'. 
Ami  liuuibly  may  I  walk  with  Thee  ! 

\Vlieii  i-ach  day's  scenes  and  labours  close, 
Ami  uwried  nature  seeks  repose. 
With  pardon in{<  mercy  richly  blest, 
Cu-inl  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest  ; 
And  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
i  )h.  lead  mc  onward  to  the  skies. 

And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  cimflicls  o'er,  my  labours  done, 
Je^us  Thine  heavenly  radiance  sheil, 
T.I  cheer  and  bless  my  <lying  bed  ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  ntise. 
To  sec'  Thy  face  and  sing  Thy  praise. 


MRS.   SIMPSON.  507 


MRS.  SIMPSON. 

JANB  Cross  Bell,  is  the  dautrhter  of  James  Bell.  Esq.,  advocate,  and 

At  an  eariy  period  she  contributed  verses  to  The  Edinburgh  Literary 

edited  by  her  brother.  Henry  Glassford  Bell,  Esq.    She  assumed  the  literary  ni»m 

af  Gertrude ;  -and,  under  this  designation,  she  reproduced  her  poetical  contributions 

Houra,"  a  small  lamo,  which  app^ured  b  1838.    She  had  previously  published,  in 

of  tales  and  sketches,  entitled  "  The  Piety  of  Daily  Life."    In  1848,  she 

*«  VToman's  History."  Her  latest  work,  "  Linda ;  or,  Beauty  and  Genius ; "  appeared 

fanowinif  bjrmn  has  been  ascribed  to  different  authors.    The  firat,  second,  and 

of  the  hymn  appeared  in  "  April  Hours,"  in  1838.    The  entire  composition  is 

firom  a  copy  kindly  supplied  by  the  accomplished  authoress.    "  Gertrude  "  has 

yean  married  to  her  cousin,  Mr.  J.  B.  Simpson,  of  Glasj^ow. 


PRAYER. 

Go  when  the  morning  shineth, 
Go  when  the  noon  is  bright  ; 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 
Go  in  the  hush  of  night  ; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 
•  Fling  earthly  thought  away, 

\  And,  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 

[  Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

Remember  all  who  love  thee, 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  that  hate  thee. 

If  any  such  there  be. 
Then  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim  ; 
And  link,  with  each  petition. 

The  great  Redeemer's  name. 

O^  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray. 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee, 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way  ; 
Even  then  the  silent  breathing 

Of  thy  spirit  raised  above. 
May  reach  His  throne  of  glory. 

Who  is  mercy,  truth,  and  love  ! 


LVRA   BRlTANMtCA. 

O  !  noi  a  jqy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare. 
The  power  that  He  hath  given  m 

To  pour  our  hearts  in  prayer  I 
\Vhcni:'er  ihou  pin'st  in  sadnesi. 

Before  His  footstool  ^I, 
Anil  remember,  in  thy  gladness. 

Ills  grace  who  gave  thee  all. 


THE  LESSON. 
(Contributed. ) 

I  HAii  a  lesson  to  leach  them. 
The  cliildren  that  God  had  given, 

Kroni  a  Hook  most  high  and  holy. 
Whose  ihemc  is  the  love  of  Heann. 


l!\il  some  of  these  baby-b! 

Were  laid  by  the  reaper  low, 
l'>e  yel  they  could  spell  the  letters 

I  wish'd  Ihem  so  much  to  know. 

Auri  one,  on  whose  soul  hiul  (alien 
The  lesson  with  deepest  power. 

Went  lioine  to  the  sainted  glory 
In  the  dawn  of  his  manhood's  hour. 

Ah  \  then,  as  the  waves  of  sorrow 
Went  oi*er  my  drooping  head, 

-My  ]iupils  Iiecame  my  teachers. 

The  living  was  Uughl  by  the  dead  ! 

And  the  more  their  memory  held  mr. 
The  children  I  ne'er  could  see  ; 

TIk  niore  we  rehearsed  that  lesion 
The  cliildren  yet  left  with  me. 

And  still,  when  the  Book  is  opened 
Wlierc  wisdom  and  peace  are  toiUKi, 

We  fancy  our  loved  ones  bending 
To  meet  us  on  holy  ground. 
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And  the  lesson  so  pure  and  tender. 

We  study  with  silent  prayer, 
Sinks  down  to  our  inmost  spirits, 

With  these  angels  hovering  there  ! 

And  we  long  to  fold  our  pinions, 

By  sin  and  by  sorrow  press'd, 
'Neath  the  tree  by  the  crystal  river. 

The  city  of  endless  rest ! 

Till  then,  with  a  zeal  untiring, 
We'll  con  the  lesson  of  love  ; 
The  children  on  earth  yet  dwelling. 
And  the  children  moored  above. 


JAMES  G.  SMALL. 


TMB  RBV.  JaACBS  C.  SMAU.  b  a  native  of  Edioburg:h.  HsTing  attended  the  unhrcnity  of 
Mi  BBtiv*  tbtf,  be  there  attained  distinction  as  a  successful  competitor  for  Tarioos  prixe  poems. 
be  pnWhhird  a  volume  of  poems,  entitled  "  The  Highlands,  etc**  This  work  has 
ttafoogh  aerend  editions.  Two  small  poetical  works  from  his  pen  have  likewise  been 
In  t8«7,  Mr.  Small  was  ordained  pastor  of  the  Free  Church.  Bervie.  Kbicardine- 


VOICES  FROM  HEAVEN. 

What  strains  of  compassion  are  heard  from  above, 
Calling  sinners  to  flee  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
'Tis  the  voice  of  the  Saviour  who  speaks  from  on  high — 
**  Turn,  turn,  ye  poor  wanderers,  O  why  will  ye  die  ? 
Tom,  turn,  ere  ye  perish  ;  for  judgment  is  nigh." 

What  a  sweet  invitation  is  heard  from  above  ! 

Calling  children  to  fly  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 

*TU  the  voice  of  the  Shepherd  !  how  kind  is  its  tone— 

*•  Come,  ye  young  ones,  to  me,  ere  life's  spring-time  be  flown ; 

I  will  take  you,  and  bless  you,  and  make  you  mine  own." 


'Tis  the  voice  of 
"Glorj',  lilessirn 
For  lit  suffered 
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From  the/ 
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Let  thy  hra 

To  the  (itnii 
Ne'er  doe 
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CHARITIE  LEES  SMITH. 

txTIB  L.BBS  Smith  is  the  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Sidney  Smith.  D.D.,  rector  of  Agha- 
X.  cowaCy  Fermaiiach,  Ireland ;  she  was  born  at  Bloomfield.  Merrioo,  in  the  county  of 
a.  Miss  Smith  has  composed  a  number  of  sacred  lyrics ;  she  has  contributed  to  several 
Her   hymn  entitled  "  Heavenly  Anticipations "  is  a  favourite  in  Sunday- 


HEAVENLY  ANTICIPATIONS. 

Oh  for  the  robes  of  whiteness  ! 

Oh  for  the  tearless  eyes  ! 
Oh  for  the  glorious  brightness 

Of  the  unclouded  skies  ! 

Oh  for  the  no  more  weeping 

Within  the  land  of  love, 
The  endless  joy  of  keeping 

The  bridal  feast  above  I 

Oh  for  the  bliss  of  dying, 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet ! 
Oh  for  the  rest  of  lying 

For  ever  at  His  feet ! 

Oh  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Saviour  face  to  face, 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place ! 

Jesus,  Thou  King  of  glory, 
I' soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee  ; 

I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 
Of  Thy  great  love  to  me. 

Meanwhile  my  thoughts  shall  enter, 
E*en  now,  before  Thy  throne, 

That  all  my  love  may  centre 
On  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 
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Or,  in  the  gathering  darkness, 

With  wounded  feet  and  sore, 
The  suppliant  Saviour  standeth 

And  knocketh  at  the  door  : 
The  bleak  winds  howl  around  Him, 

The  unbelief  and  sin ; 
Yet  Jesus  waits,  entreating 

That  He  may  enter  in. 

He  whispers  through  the  portal ; 

He  woos  them  with  His  love ; 
He  calls  them  to  the  kingdom 

That  waits  for  them  above  : 
He  speaks  of  all  the  gladness 

His  yearning  heart  would  give, 
TeUs  of  the  cleansing  fountain. 

And  bids  them  *'wash,  and  live.*' 

Oh  Christ,  His  love  is  mighty  I 

Long-suffering  is  His  grace  ! 
And  glorious  is  the  splendour 

That  beameth  from  His  face  ! 
Our  hearts  up-leap  in  gladness. 

When  we  behold  that  love. 
As  we  go  singing  onward 

To  dwell  with  Him  above ! 


MRS.  CAROLINE  SOUTHEY. 

CAKOUNB  ANNB  BOWLBS  was  daughter  of  Charles  Bowles.  Esq..  of  Buckland,  North 
LynrfqgtocL  She  was  born  in  1786.  In  i8ao,  she  first  appeared  as  an  author,  by  the  puMica* 
Mm  at  **  EOea  FItzartimr.  a  Metrical  Tale."  She  subsequently  published  "  Chapters  on  Church. 
fBdi  ;*  •*  Moraines  with  Manuna ;"  "  Robin  Hood ;"  and  "  The  Birthday ;  a  Poem."  She 
''•'ifM',  io  t8g9,  the  second  wife  ol  the  poet  Southey.    Her  death  took  place  in  1854. 

THE  MARINER'S  HYMN. 

Launch  thy  bark,  mariner  ; 

Christian,  God  speed  thee  ; 
Let  loose  the  rudder-bands, 

Good  angels  lead  thee. 

L  L 


LYRA  BRITANSICA. 

Set  thy  sails  warily. 
Tempests  will  come  ; 

Slc^t  thy  couiM  steadily : 
Chrttian,  steer  hoioe. 


Look  to  the  weather-bow, 

Kroakers  are  round  thee  ; 
Let  fall  the  plummet  now. 

Shallows  may  giou'"'  *!>*• 
Ectfin  llie  foresail,  there, — 

Hold  the  helm  fasts 
So— k't  the  vessel  wear  ; 

There  swept  the  blast. 

' '  What  of  the  night,  watdtroan ' 

What  of  the  night!" 
"  Cloudy,  all  quiet. 

No  land  yet— all 's  right" 
Be  wakeful,  be  vigilant  ; 

Danger  may  be 
At  all  hour  when  oil  seemeth 

Seturesi  to  thee. 

How!  gains  the  leak  so  fest  I 

Clear  out  the  hold  ; 
Ho[,l  up  thy  merchandise. 

Heave  out  thy  gold. 
There— let  the  ingots  go  ; 

Now  the  ship  rights: 
Hurrah  I  the  harbour's  tiear ; 

Lo!  the  red  lights. 

Sbcken  not  sail  yet. 

At  inlet  or  island  ; 
Slraight  for  Ihe  beacon  steer, 

Slraighi  for  the  high  land. 
Crowd  all  thy  canvas  on. 

Cut  through  the  foam  ; 
Chrisliau,  cast  anchor  now. 

Heaven  is  thy  home. 
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JOSEPH  STAMMERS. 


ISEPH  Stammers  was  bom  at  Bury  St  Edmonds,  in  i8ox.  Educated  for  the  legal  pro- 
■lon.  he  practised  foraome  jrears  as  a  solicitor  in  the  dty  of  London.  In  2833,  he  was  called 
tke  bar,  and  joiMUsd  the  Northern  Circuit.  Mr.  Stammers  continues  to  practise  as  a  barrister. 
NT  of  the  ioDoming  hymns  have  been  kindly  contributed  to  this  work  by  Mr.  Stammers. 
Braast  the  wave.  Christian,'*  was  written  by  him  many  years  ago  for  a  small  serial  edited  by 
e  Rer.  John  Buckworth,  late  vicar  of  Dewhbury.  From  this  source  it  had  got  into  the  hymn* 
It  has  been  aasisiied  to  St  least  five  different  writers.  We  r^oice  to  establish  the  true 


BREAST  THE  WAVE,  CHRISTIAN. 

Breast  the  wave,  Christian, 

When  it  is  strongest  ; 
Watch  for  day,  Christian, 

When  the  night 's  longest ; 
Onward  and  onward  stUl 

Be  thine  endeavour ; 
The  rest  that  remaineth 

Will  be  for  ever. 


Fight  the  fight,  Christian, 

Jesus  is  o'er  thee  ; 
Run  the  race.  Christian, 

Heaven  is  before  thee. 
He  who  hath  promised 

Fdtereth  never ; 
The  love  of  eternity 

Flows  on  for  ever. 


Lift  the  eye,  Christian, 

Just  as  it  closeth  ; 
Raise  the  heart.  Christian, 

Ere  it  ref>oseth ; 
Thee  firom  the  love  of  Christ 

Nothing  shall  sever ; 
Mount  when  thy  work  is  done. 

Praise  Hitn  for  ever. 

L  L  2 


Ho  In 
WeM7  ind  worn  |  "" 

Hoi  to  lie  objects 
Of  fit}  and  Kam  ! 

Hocodcfc  nnd  desolate, 
Land-lxini,  ot  sea. 

Come  to  ibc  waters, 
Tlw  river  is  free  I 

Huk  how  <i  spricgeth 
Fiom  mercy  alone  ! 

The  IcMBtib  oui-gaihelh 
From  God's  boly  throne  t 

It  cbeerah.  It  deanseth 


HIND  OF  THE  MORNING. 

{CBHtiifuial.) 
Hind  of  the  mondOE,  come  lunmng,  come  leapo 

Spring  from  the  tbitltets,  and  quickly  appear  ; 
The  souJi  of  Thy  people  me  wcaty  vriih  weej^ug, 

And  w«lt  tor  Thjr  presen«  to  dry  np  the  te*t. 
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Far  have  they  travelled  in  darkness  and  sorrow, 

Wasted  and  weaiy,  afflicted,  forlorn ; 
Looking  for  joy  on  each  coming  to-morrow, 

Hoping  as  those  that  long  watch  for  the  dawn. 

When  shall  they  drink,  at  the  source  of  Thy  fountains, 
The  stream  of  those  pleasures  that  flow  from  above  ? 

O  Hind  of  the  morning,  make  haste  o'er  the  mountains. 
And  feed  them  with  freshness,  and  fill  them  with  love ! 


THE  CRUCIFIXION. 
{C<mtrilmUd,) 

O  Head,  so  full  of  bruises ! 
Brow,  that  its  life-blood  loses  1 

Oh  I  great  humility  ! 
Across  His  face  are  flying 
The  shadows  of  the  dying  : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  ! 

O  Back,  by  scourges  ploughM  ! 
O  Sotd,  by  sorrow  bowM 

Upon  the  accursM  tree  I 
He  hears  the  bitter  scorning  ; 
*Tis  night,  without  a  dawning  : 

'Twas  suffer'd  all  for  me ! 

Eye,  that  in  darkness  sinketh  ! 
Lip,  that  the  red  cup  drinketh  ! 

Hands,  bound  to  misery ! 
See,  from  His  feet  forth  streameth 
The  fountain  that  redeemeth  I 

'Twas  suffer'd  all  for  me ! 

And  now  He  speaks,  oh  hearken, 
While  clouds  all  nature  darken  ! 

**  Lama  sabachthani  ?  " 
His  head  is  bent,  and  droopeth ! 
To  such  a  death  He  stoopeth  I 

'Twas  suffer'd  all  for  me ! 


Sweet  and  frngmo!  as  Ihe  rvae. 

Lei  Ihe  incense  prayer  Atiae 

To  Ihe  Maker  of  Ihe  skies, 

^\'ho  i\yti  ihe  East  with  purple  dfcs 

And  loves  the  moroing  sacrifice. 

"Soranm  cdrIa!" 

"Sursom  eordal"  l«t  fonr lieaits 
Mount  lo  heaven,  u  da;  d«pails; 
Lift  the  voice,  with  pJI  yonr  power. 
At  the  lingering  tunsel  hoTir, 
While  the  light  iis  gforj  Bings 
On  hallow'd  men  and  uigeU'  «rtD|^ 
And  gilds  the  cirth's  remotest  thli^ 
Sing,  as  tlic  cherub  uigel  tingi, 

'•SorHim  oatim  I" 

"Sarsum  cordal"  !cl  yaur  heart* 
Mcitmt  in  praise,  us  life  tteporU  ; 
Ere  with  garb  immorlal  ilock'il, 
Take  the  gloricioi  rctrcupect ; 
Though  n  spirit  bom  in  sin. 
Yet  lo  heiivenly  liosis  akin. 
Destined  a  golden  crowd  to  win. 
At  God's  own  gate  lo  enter  to. 

"Snrsum  oonl*  I** 
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ANNE  STEELK 

SIS  ST1BHI.B  was  bom  at  Broughton,  Hampshire,  in  1717.  Her  father,  WiHiam  Steele,  a 
ber-machant,  officiated  for  sixty  years  as  the  unsalaried  pastor  of  the  Baptist  congreji^ion 
Brott^titon.  Anne  was  delicate  from  childhood,  and  of  retirinff  habits.  Under  the  name  of 
roflirrda,  ste  pobUsbed,  in  1760,  two  volumes  of  "  Poems  and  Hymns."  A  third  volume  of 
Ted  lyrics,  firom  her  pen,  was  published  after  her  decease.  She  died  at  Broughton,  in 
yv«Biftl>er,  1778,  at  the  age  of  sixty-one.  Her  life  was  spent  in  works  of  benevolence.  '  For 
ay  years  Ac  suflered  from  severe  bodily  pain,  which  she  bore  with  exemplary  patience. 


THE  EXCELLENCY  OF  HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  ador'd 

For  these  celestial  lines. 

Here  mines  of  heavenly  wealth  disclose 
Their  bright  unbounded  store  ; 

The  glittering  gem  no  longer  glows, 
And  India  boasts  no  more. 

Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find  ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant. 

And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  yields  a  free  repast ; 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 

Invite  the  longing  taste. 

Here  may  the  blind  and  hungry  come, 

And  light  and  food  receive  ; 
Here  shall  the  meanest  guest  have  room, 

And  taste  and  see  and  live. 

Amidst  these  gloomy  wilds  below, 
When  dark  and  sad  we  stray, 

Here  beams  of  heaven  relieve  our  woe. 
And  guide  to  endless  day. 


Sprcaili  liL-avciily  jii^atL-  around 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 


But  wben  Hti  paiiiful  n 
Delightful,  dreadfiil  Kcne  I 

Angels  may  read  with  wDodering 
That  Jesos  died  foT  men. 

Ob,  may  these  heavenly  psges  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  nuy  I  tee, 

And  still  iocrcfising  light  t 

Divine  Instnidor,  gradoni  Loud, 

Be  Thou  for  ever  near; 
Teach  me  to  love  Thy  *acred  wop 

And  Tiew  my  Saviour  there. 


CHRIST  EXALTED. 

Now  let  \a  raise  our  cheeribl  ttn 

And  join  the  blissfal  diotr  •boi 

There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigiu. 
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Jesus,  who  once  upon  the  tree 

In  agonizing  pains  expired, — 
Who  died  for  rebels — yes,  'tis  He  ! 

How  bright  I  how  lovely  !  how  admired ! 

Jesus,  who  died  that  we  might  live, — 
Died  in  the  wretched  traitor's  place ; 

Oh,  what  returns  can  mortals  give 
For  such  immeasurable  grace ! 

Were  universal  nature  ours. 
And  art,  with  all  her  boasted  store, — 

Nature  and  art,  with  all  their  powers. 
Would  still  confess  the  offerer  poor. 

Yet,  though  for  bounty  so  Divine 

We  ne'er  can  equal  honours  raise, 
Jesus,  may  all  our  hearts  be  Thine, 

And  all  our  tongues  proclaim  Thy  praise. 


MORNING. 

Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  Thy  praise 

Employ  my  noblest  powers ; 
Whose  goodness  lengthens  out  my  days, 

And  fills  the  circling  hours. 

Preserved  by  Thy  almighty  arm, 

I  pass'd  the  shades  of  night. 
Serene  and  safe  from  every  harm. 

And  see  returning  light. 

While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs. 

And  restless  pains  and  woes, 
In  gentle  sleep  I  closed  my  eyes. 

And  undisturbed  repose. 

When  sleep,  death's  semblance,  o'er  me  spread. 

And  I  unconscious  lay. 
Thy  watchful  care  was  round  my  bed, 

To  guard  my  feeble  clay. 


THE  VOIC 

There  is  a 
Through 

See,  from  0 
When  tlH 

The  rising  SI 
O'er  Ihe  v 

Inscribes,  in 
HU  might 

DilTusing  life 
Andhealt) 

The  (hiilful  f 
Are  with  a 

Almighty  got 

The  fields  a 

And  bless  the 

With  varioi 

For  man  and  1 
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The  flowery  tribes  all  blooming  rise 

Above  the  faint  attempts  of  art ; 
Their  bright,  inimitable  dyes 

Speak  sweet  conviction  to  the  heart. 

Ye  carious  minds,  who  roam  abroad 

And  trace  creation's  wonders  o*er, 
Confess  the  footsteps  of  the  God, 

And  bow  before  Him,  and  adore. 

WEARY  SOULS  INVITED  TO  REST. 

Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressM, 
The  Saviour  offers  heavenly  rest ; 
The  kind,  the  gracious  call  obey. 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

Oppressed  with  guilt,  a  painful  load, 
Oh  come  and  spread  yoUr  woes  abroad  ; 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love. 
Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows, 
To  cleanse  your  guilt,  and  heal  your  woes  ; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace  I 

Lord,  we  accept,  with  thankful  heart. 
The  hope  Thy  gracious  words  impart ; 
We  come  with  trembling,  yet  rejoice 
And  bless  the  kind  inviting  voice* 

Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove. 
And  sweetly  influence  every  breast. 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest 

THE  CONTRITE  HEART. 

O  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh. 
Whose  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 

From  sorrow's  weeping  eye  ! 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

See,  low  before  Thy  throne  ofgraoe, 

A  wretched  wnndeier  niQum  ! 
Hut  Thtiu  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  ftee  T 

Hast  Thou  not  Said,  Return  T 

And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prcrall, 

To  drive  OTC  Ironi  Thy  teet  t 
Oh  let  not  this  de&r  refuge  fall. 

This  only  safe  retreat 

Absent  from  Thee,  my  Cnidc,  my  Ught, 

Without  one  cheering  ray. 
Through  dongen,  fears,  and  glooiay  ni^l. 

How  desolate  my  wiy  I 

O  shine  on  this  bcoiglited  heiuti. 

With  beams  of  mercy  dune ; 
And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impAJt 

A  taste  of  joys  Divine. 

Thy  presence  only  can  bestow 

Delights  which  never  cloy  j 
Be  this  my  solace  here  below. 

And  my  elemal  joy. 


f. 


THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

Far  from  these  natniw  scenes  ot  bight 

Unbounded  glories  rise. 
And  realms  of  iolinile  Jcligbt, 

Unknown  lo  mortal  eyes- 
Fair,  distant  land  !  could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  joys  ciplore. 
How  would  OUT  spirits  long  to  rise 

And  dwell  oa  earth  no  more. 


There  pain  and  sickness  never  go 
And  grief  no  more  complains  ; 

Health  triumphs  in  immort^  hl< 
And  endless  pleasure  retj 
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From  discord  firee,  and  war's  alarms, 

And  want,  and  pining  care, 
Plenty  and  peace  unite  their  charms, 

And  smile  unchanging  there. 


There  rich  varieties  of  joy 
Continual  feast  the  mind  ; 

Pleasures  which  fill  but  never  doy. 
Immortal  and  refin'd. 


No  factious  strife,  no  envy  there 
The  sons  of  peace  molest ; 

But  harmony  and  love  sincere 
Fill  every  happy  breast 

No  cloud  those  blissfiil  r^ons  know. 

For  ever  bright  and  fair; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 

Can  never  enter  there. 

There  no  alternate  night  is  known. 
Nor  8un*s  £unt,  sickly  ray ; 

But  glory  firom  the  sacred  throne 
Spreads  everlasting  day. 

The  glorious  Monarch  there  displays 
His  beams  of  wondrous  grace  : 

His  happy  subjects  sing  His  praise. 
And  bow  before  His  face. 

O  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 
Our  hearts  with  ardent  love. 

Till  wings  of  faith  and  strong  desire 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  Divine, 
For  Thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 

Then  bid  our  spirits  rise  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 


EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  SCRIPTUR 

Let  avarice  fiom  tborc  to  shore 
Her  fav'rile  god  purtuc  ; 

Thy  word,  O  Lord,  we  ?alue  more 
Than  India  or  Peru. 

Here  mineaotknowledgc,  love,aiKlj 
Are  open'd  to  OUT  view  ; 

Tlic  purcil  gold  wilhoul  altojr. 
And  geins  of  brightest  hae. 

The  counsels  of  redeeniiiig  gnwe 
These  sacred  lenTe  miftdd  j 

And  here  the  Saviour's  lovdf  bee 
Our  ntptui'd  eyes  behold. 

lleK  llghi,  descending  &om  above. 
Directs  our  doublfui  feet ; 

Jlae  promiKS  of  beaveol]'  love 
Our  ardent  triihes  meet. 

cti^  ILK  hne  ndisM. 
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THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand. 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land. 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields,  array*d  in  living  green. 

And  rivers  of  delight. 

There  generous  fruits,  that  never  fail,    . 

On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
There  rocks  and  hills,  and  brooks  and  vales 

With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

All  o'er  those  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  God  the  Son  for  ever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away. 

No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath 
Can  reach  that  healthfid  shore  ; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death 
Are  felt  and  fear'd  no  more. 

When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  for  ever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 

And  in  His  bosom  rest  ? 

Fill'd  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 


Bui  throu| 
And  HeO 


Thy  mercy 
'Which  won 
Dlssolv'd  bj 
And  weep  t 

Thy  mercy  i 
No  sinner  w 
No  merit  wil 
fjood  woAa 

The  doors  of 

To  the  poor  i 
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Thy  mercy,  in  Jesus,  exempts  me  from  hell ; 
Of  Thy  mercy  Til  sing,  of  Thy  mercy  I'll  tell  ; 
'Twas  Jesus,  my  Friend,  when  He  hung  on  the  tree, 
That  open*d  the  channel  of  mercy  for  me. 

Great  Father  of  mercies.  Thy  goodness  I  ovm, 
And  the  covenant -love  of  Thy  crucified  Son  ; 
All  praise  to  the  Spirit,  whose  whisper  Divine 
Seals  mercy,  and  pardon,  and  righteousness  mine. 


HUGH  STOWELL. 

TTBM  RCV.  HUCH  STOWBLL  was  born  on  3rd  of  December,  1799,  at  Dou(;las,  Isle  of  Man. 
Bto  fiitbcr  was  Rector  of  Ballaui;h,  near  Ramsey.  In  i8t8,  he  entered  St  Edmund's  HaU, 
Oxford,  where  be  graduated  in  1833.  In  1873,  he  took  orders.  After  labouring  as  curate  of 
y>f  |ia.  nmbr.  Glooceatershire.  and  of  Trinity  Church,  Huddersfield,  for  two  years,  he  accepted 
t^  charge  of  St.  Stephea'&  Church*  Salford.  The  large  and  ele»;ant  structure  of  Christchurch. 
f^lQiftl,  waa  subsequently  reared  by  subscription  for  his  constantly  increasing  congregation. 
|m  sa4S  ^  ^'**  aominated  to  an  honorary  canonry  of  Chester ;  subscquendy  he  was  appointed 
Itwal  Dean  of  SaUbrd. 

Mr.  SfeoweO  published  " Tnictarianism  Tested."  2  vols..  8ro ;  "A  Model  for  Men  of  Busi- 
/•  8vo  ;  and  **  Pleasures  of  Rel^^ion,  and  other  Poems."    In  1831  he  issued  "  A  Collection 
I  and  Hymns  sotted  to  the  serrices  of  the  Church  of  England."    He  contributed  to 
,  re  iKkittS  aerials.    His  pulpit  prelections  were  of  a  high  order.    He  died  at  Salford,  on 
I  October,  1865.    The  Bible  Soc  ety's  Jubilee  Hymn  was  contributed  by  the  reverend 
for  Insertion  in  this  work  some  time  before  his  death. 

THE  DAY  OF  REST. 

Hail  I  hallow'd  day  of  heavenly  rest. 

To  man  in  Eden  given; 
The  day  which  the  Creator  blessM, 

A  type  and  pledge  of  heaven. 

When  fallen  man,  forlorn  and  reft, 
Was  wrapp'd  in  sorrow's  shroud, 

This  sign  of  mercy  still  was  left, — 
A  rainbow  in  the  cloud. 

Memorial  of  blessings  fled. 

It  bade  the  banish'd  mourn  ; 
Prophet  of  good,  it  likewise  said. 

Ye  banish'd  ones,  return. 

M  M 
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And  now  a  richer  light  is  dial 
On  ihee,  sweet  daj  orgnce  ; 

Creation  hides  her  lowly  ittaO, 
Before  redemptioD's  faot^ 

We  litOe  chilttren  hail  the  day 

Which  breathes  of  pea«c  and  lo*^ 

Which  liids  our  loils  uid  circB  aws^. 
And  tetls  of  test  above. 

Wc  love  Ihe  toothing  Sabbath  beU; 

We  love  Ihe  house  of  prayer  ; 
Svfcel  though  IS  and  hopes  within  us  sw«! 

Whilst  we  ate  gathered  there. 

Lord,  for  Thy  diy  we  ble^s  TTiy  name ; 

Thy  law  has  mode  it  sure  ; 
It  stands  from  age  to  age  Ihe  same. 

The  birthrigbl  of  the  poor. 

Oh.  tnay  these  dnt-fruits  of  oui  lime. 

These  Sabbalh  seasotu,  be 
Bright  steps  up  which  oui  souls  may  din 

Till  Ihey  are  safe  in  Thee. 


HVMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 
Jesus  is  our  Shephenl, 

Wiping  every  tear; 
Folded  in  His  bownn. 

What  have  we  lo  fear  t 
Only  let  ui  follow 

Whiiher  He  doth  lead. 
To  the  ihirtty  descit. 

Or  the  dewy  mead. 


■.sui  is  out  Shepherd  t 

Welt  we  luiow  Hlx  wta  i   ] 

ow  its  gentlest  whisper 
Makes  our  heart  lejuice ; 


HUGH    STOW  ELL. 

Even  when  He  chidcth, 

Tender  is  its  tone  ; 
None  but  He  shall  guide  us, 

We  are  His  alone. 


."I.) 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd : 

For  the  sheep  He  bled  ; 
Every  lamb  is  sprinkled 

With  the  blood  He  shed  ; 
Then  on  each  He  setteth 

His  own  secret  sign, — 
"  They  that  have  my  Spirit, 

"  These,"  saith  He,  "  are  mine. 


f» 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  : 

Guarded  by  His  arm, 
Though  the  wolves  may  raven. 

None  can  do  us  harm  ; 
When  we  tread  death's  valley. 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  evil — 

Victors  o'er  the  tomb. 


THE  MERCY-SEAT. 

From  ev'ry  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  ev'ry  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 


There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
**  The  oil  of  gladness  "  on  our  heads, 
A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-stained  mercy-seat 

There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend. 
Though  sundered  far ;  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  the  common  mercy-seat 

M  M  2 
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Ah  !  whilher  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  Icmpted,  desolate,  dismay'd — 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat— 
Ila^l  ^ulTering  saints  no  mercy-seal  ? 


Thor 


!  there  o 


.1  gloiy  CI 


eagle  wings  we  soar, 

les  down,  our  souls  to  enet, 
m  the  mercy -seaL 


n  miy  my  hand  forget  het  skill. 
My  lim^e  tie  silent,  cold,  and  still. 
This  Ixjunding  heart  forget  to  bent. 
If  1  forget  the  mercy-seal ! 


lilUI.E  SOCIETY'S  JUBILEE  HYMN. 

I.I  iRii  of  all  power  and  might, 
Falhor  of  Ixive  and  l.i^t, 

S]ieai  on  Thy  Word  I 
(),  k'l  [he  C!os]>cl  sound 
All  ilic  wide  world  arounH, 
Wherever  tnnn  is  found  : 

God  speed  His  Word. 

On  this  high  Jubilee, 
Tliiiie  let  the  glory  be: 

Hallelujah  ! 
Thine  was  the  mighty  plan. 
From  Thep  the  work  begao; 
Away  with  praise  of  nuui. 

Glory  to  God. 

I,o!  what  cniballled  foes 
.•slfm  in  Iheir  hate  oppose 

God's  holy  Word  ; 
One  for  His  tnilh  we  stand, 
Sirong  in  His  own  right  hand. 
Firm  as  a  martyr  band. 

God  shield  His  Word  1 
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Onward  shall  be  our  course, 
Despite  of  fraud  or  force; 

God  is  before: 
His  Word  ere  long  shall  run. 
Free  as  the  noonday  sun; 
His  purpose  must  be  done: 

God  bless  His  Word. 


RESIGNATION. 

Meek  Lamb  of  God,  on  Thee 
In  sorrow  I  repose  ; 
But  for  Thy  tenderness  and  grace. 
How  hopeless  were  our  woes ! 

Though  bitter  is  my  cup, 
Yet  how  can  I  repine  ? 
It  stills  my  every  restless  thought 
To  think  that  cup  was  Thine. 

Since  Thou  hast  hallowed  woe, 
I  would  not  shun  the  rod. 
But  bless  the  chastening  hand  that  seeks 
To  bring  me  to  my  God. 

Distress  and  pain  I  hail. 
If  these  conform  to  Thee ; 
Be  but  Thy  peace,  Thy  patience  mine, 
And  'tis  enough  for  me. 


THI 

There 

Inevi 
Tochee 

Of  bI 
A  frienc 

Wher 
StUlsoi 

That 


Whose 

Wba 
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THERE  IS  A  WREATH. 
{Contributed.) 

There  is  a  wreath  for  him  whose  hand 

The  crimson  tide  of  battle  leads  ; 
The  triumph  of  the  victor's  brand, 

Death  with  its  slaughter'd  thousands  feeds  : 
Is  there  no  wreath  for  Christian  worth, 
For  him  that  fights  for  Truth  on  earth  ? 

The  monarch  dons  his  robe  of  state, 

The  jewell'd  symbol  of  his  power  : 
Is  there  no  robe  for  those  that  wait 

Christ's  coming  at  the  promised  hour  ; 
No  robe  of  state  that  shall  endure  ; 
No  garb  of  light  to  clothe  the  poor  ? 

Is  time  the  treasury  of  life, 

And  nothing  to  be  won  beyond  ? 
Is  earth  alone  with  riches  rife, 

And  heavenly  wealth  a  broken  bond  ? 
No:  hearts  that  have  with  Jesus  trod 
Shall  find  robe,  crown,  and  wealth  Mdth  God  ! 


JOSEPH  SWAIN. 


JOSSPH  SWAIN  wu  born  at  Btnning^ham,  in  1761.  Dcprired  of  his  parents  eariy  in  life,  he 
wtm  apprenticed  to  an  engrarer.  He  proceeded  to  London,  and  there  united  Idmself  with  gay 
MTHJafri  He  became  suddenly  awakened  to  a  sense  of  his  spiritual  danger,  procured  a  BiUe. 
aad.  Oder  the  influences  of  Divine  grace,  found  peace.  He  studied  for  the  ministry,  and.  in 
if9i^  became  pastor  of  the  Baptist  congregation  in  East  Street,  Walworth.  In  the  same  year, 
ha  pobBaherl  his  "Walworth  Hymns," samo.  His  other  publications  are  "  Redemptloa,"  a 
poem  fai  eight  books ;  and  "  Experimental  Essays  on  Divine  Subjects."  He  died  00  the  14th 
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CHRISTIAN  LOVE. 

How  sweet,  how  heav'nly  is  the  sight. 

When  those  that  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  peace  delight. 

And  so  fulfil  His  word  ! 


Raksoi 

Joint 

Wewbo 

Glory: 

Perfect  pi 
On  the 

When,  in 
Webdi 
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While  the  great  and  wise  reject  Him, 

Fond  of  outward  pomp  and  show  ; 
Oh,  let  none  of  us  neglect  Him 

In  His  members  mean  and  low, 
But  as  princes 

Treat  the  poorest  saints  we  know. 

Think  (at  the  last  trumpet's  sounding, 

When  the  creatures  all  appear, 
Christ  on  His  white  throne  surrounding). 

What  delight  'twill  be  to  hear 
Him  confessing 

Us  as  those  that  served  Him  here  ! 

**  Come,  ye  bless'd,  whom  tribulation, 

Sin,  and  Satan  could  not  move 
From  embracing  my  salvation  ; 

Come,  enjoy  my  perfect  love : 
Live  for  ever 

With  me  on  my  throne  above." 

This  to  hear,  before  the  Father 

And  the  bright,  angelic  train. 
When  all  worlds  are  met  together. 

Is  the  glory  we  would  gain  : 
This  is  honour  ; 

Crowns,  compared  with  this,  are  vain. 


CHRISrS  UNPARALLELED  LOVE.' 

A  FRIEND  there  is — your  voices  join, 
Ye  saints,  to  praise  His  name, — 

Whose  truth  and  kindness  are  Divine, 
Whose  love 's  a  constant  flame. 

When  most  we  need  His  helping  hand, 

This  friend  is  always  near ; 
With  heav'n  and  earth  at  His  command, 

He  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

Written  on  the  occasion  of  the  death  of  the  author's  only  son. 


\ 


Silent  be  all  my  anxious  tan  [ 

My  hear!,  no  more  re[rine. 
Since  Jesus  in  His  bosom  w 

The  llow'r 

I'll  love  the  Lord,  and  lm£t  His  trord. 

Though  He  thinks  fit  to  Frmni, 
And  kiss  the  hand  Chat  h  "     " 

Vi-fetcub 
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MERCY  IN  JESUS. 

Come,  ye  souls  by  sin  afflicted, 
Bowed  with  fruitless  sorrow  down; 

By  the  broken  law  convicted, 

Through  the  cross  behold  the  crown  ! 

Look  to  Jesus, 
Mercy  flows  through  Him  alone. 

Take  His  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it ; 

Love  will  make  obedience  sweet ; 
Christ  will  give  you  strength  to  bear  it. 

While  His  wisdom  guides  your  feet 
Safe  to  glory. 

Where  His  ransomed  captives  meet. 

Sweet  as  home  to  pilgrims  weary. 

Light  to  newly  opened  eyes. 
Or  full  springs  in  deserts  dreary, 

Is  the  rest  the  cross  supplies  ; 
All  who  taste  it 

Shall  to  rest  immortal  rise. 

Blessed  are  the  eyes  that  see  Him, 
Blest  the  ears  that  hear  His  voice  ; 

Bless^  are  the  souls  that  trust  Him, 
And  in  Him  alone  rejoice  ; 

His  commandments 
Then  become  their  happy  choice. 

But  to  sing  the  rest  of  glory 
Mortal  tongues  far  short  must  fall ; 

Tongues  celestial  strive  to  reach  it; 
But  it  soars  beyond  them  all: 
Faith  believes  it — Hope  expects  it — Love  desires  it; 
But  it  overwhelms  them  all. 


THE  HEAVENLY  PATH. 

These  \s  a  path  that  Itadi  to  God ; 

All  (ilheis  go  astrey  : 
Jfarrow,  bul  pteuant,  is  (he  load. 

And  Christian  love  Ihe  waj. 

li  leads  airoight  througb  tills  world  of  sin, 

And  dangers  must  be  pois'd; 
Bui  thoK  who  boldl}>  wiik  ihcldn 

Will  get  lo  heaven  W  UsL 

How  shall  an  inlanE  pitgrin  due 

Thii:  dangerous  path  to  treftd  ! 
For  on  the  way  is  many  a  sniLft^ 

For  youthful  Iiavellen  spread ; 

While  the  broad  road,  where  tfaoasandt  go,   J 

Lies  near  and  openi  GUr, 

And  many  tum  aside,  1  know. 

To  walk  with  sinners  tfaeie. 

But,  lest  my  feeble  steps  ibould  &Iid« 

Or  wander  from  the  way, 
Lord,  condescend  to  be  my  guide. 

And  I  shall  never  sliay. 


L 


fold: 


HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Jesus,  out  gentle  Shepherd, 
These  tender  lambs  of  Zioi 

Lo  !  we  are  come  lo  follow  Thee  ( 
Gather  and  guard  us  ai  of  old  [ 

While  through  the  desert  irorM 

Picune  u(  In  the  narrow  w^. 
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Where  Thy  refreshing  pastures  grow, 

Where  all  Thy  chosen  flock  is  fed. 
Where  living  waters  gently  flow, 

There  may  our  wandering  feet  be  led  : 
Direct  us  towards  the  heavenly  hill. 
And  bear  us  in  Thy  bosom  still. 

Much  do  we  need  Thy  watchful  care, 

Through  every  day  and  every  hour  ; 
For  life  is  set  with  many  a  snare, 

And  Satan  wanders  to  devour  : 
But  we  are  safe  from  all  alarms. 
Within  our  heavenly  Shepherd's  arms. 

Here  in  the  gospel  we  are  told 

What  great  compassion  was  in  Thee, 
When  mothers  brought  their  babes  of  old — 

Poor  helpless  children,  such  as  we — 
E*en  to  Thy  tender  bosom  brought, 
And  Thou  didst  say  "  Forbid  them  not." 

And  thus,  encouraged  by  Thy  grace, 

To  those  still  open  arms  we  fly ; 
And,  though  we  cannot  see  Thy  face. 

Yet  Thou  canst  bless  us  from  on  high  ; 
For  still  Thy  gracious  word,  we  see. 
Says,  **  Suffer  them  to  come  to  me.'* 
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There,  at  my  Saviour's  side, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
I  shall  be  glorified, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest. 
Those  I  love  most  and  best; 
And  there  I  too  shall  rest — 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

Therefore  I  murmur  not. 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Whatever  my  earthly  lot. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand  ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


FOR  A  SABBATH-SCHOOL. 

Yes  !  it  is  good  to  worship  Thee, 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  O  Lord  ! 

To  raise  the  voice,  to  bend  the  knee, 
To  hear  Thy  holy  word  ; 

We  praise  Thee  that  another  year 

Has  brought  this  blest  assembly  here. 

^Tis  sweet,  O  God,  to  smg  Thy  praise, 

Till  all  our  spirits  glow, 
And  we  could  almost  seem  to  raise 

The  notes  of  heaven  below  ; 
Hearts  all  on  fire,  and  feelings  strong, 
And  our  souls  melting  in  our  song. 

*Tis  sweet  when  every  voice  is  heard. 

The  aged  and  the  young ; 
Sweeter  when  every  soul  is  stirred 

To  feel  what  we  have  sung, 
And  thoughts  of  heaven  the  hearts  engage 
Of  smiling  youth  and  hoary  age. 
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But  oh  I  if  songs  like  ours  be  sweet. 
How  sweet  that  song  most  be. 

Where  all  the  ransom*d  ones  shall  meet. 
From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

Where  nought  of  sorrow  can  intrude 

To  mar  that  mighty  multitude. 

How  vast  that  heavenly  temple  is. 

How  ravishing  the  song  ! 
Oh  how  unspeakable  the  bliss 

Of  that  exulting  throng, 
Waking  for  evermore  the  strain 
Of  praise  to  Him  who  once  was  slain ! 

Ours,  Saviour,  may  these  raptures  be, 

When  other  joys  are  past ; 
And,  having  lived  on  earth  to  Thee, 

May  we  exchange  at  last 
This  house,  these  hours,  of  praise  and  prayer 
For  holier,  happier  worship  there. 


GODFREY  THRING. 

THE  Rev.  Godfrey  THRING  Is  son  of  the  Rer.  John  Gale  Daltoa  Thriafr.  fbnaerly  Rector 
of  Alford.  He  was  born  at  Alford.  and  was  educated  at  Shrewsbory  kcbooL  In  st^a,  ke 
entered  Baliol  College.  Oxford,  and  fpTiduated  in  1846.  He  was  ordained,  in  X&17.  as  canteof 
Strmtfield  Turgis.  He  now  holds  the  living  of  Alford  with  HomMottoo.  Mr.  Thrill  is  s 
contributor  of  sacred  lyrics  to  Morrell  and  How's  Collections,  and  to  Chape's  HynaaL 

AFTERNOON  HYMN. 
(ConMlnita/.) 

The  radiant  mom  hath  died  away. 

And  spent  too  soon  her  golden  store ; 
The  shadows  of  departing  day 
Creep  on  once  more. 

Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn. 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past  5 
Lead  us,  O  Christ,  when  all  is  gone. 
Safe  home  at  last 
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Oh,  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace, 

Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high ; 
Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky, 

Where  light,  and  life,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

In  undivided  empire  reign. 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
Their  deathless  strain, — 

Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white, 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall, 
Where  Thou,  eternal  Light  of  light. 
Art  Lord  of  alL 

A  HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Lord  of  power.  Lord  of  might, 

God  and  Father  of  us  all. 
Lord  of  day  and  Lord  of  night, 

Listen  to  our  solemn  call ; 
Listen,  whilst  to  Thee  we  raise 
Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

Light,  and  love,  and  life  are  Thine, 

Great  Creator  of  all  good  ; 
Fill  our  souls  with  light  Divine  ; 

Give  us,  with  our  daily  food. 
Blessings  from  Thy  heavenly  store. 
Blessings  rich  for  evermore. 

Graft  within  our  heart  of  hearts 

Love  undying  for  Thy  name  ; 
Bid  us,  ere  the  day  departs. 

Spread  afar  our  Maker's  fame. 
Young  and  old  together  bless  ; 
Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

Full  of  years,  and  full  of  peace. 

May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 
When  our  trials  here  shall  cease. 

And  at  last  we  sink  to  rest. 
Fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Call  us  to  our  home  above. 

N   N 
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PATRICK  HUNTER  THOMS. 


PaTIUCK  HUMTBR  THOMS  b  a  lutthre  of  Dimdee.    He  b  ecBtor  of  Pktitenr  MoMS  SMTi*! 
Letters  to  Dr.  Chinning  on  the  Dirinhy  of  Christ,  to  whkJi  he  has  prefixed  aa  i 
Several  fuglthre  pieces,  both  in  prose  and  Terse,  haT«  proceeded 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAYER. 
(ContrilmUd.) 

When  Adam  dwelt  in  Elden's  bowers. 
And  viewed  creation  young  and  £ur. 

His  footsteps  pressed  the  stainless  flowen. 
As  still  he  sought  the  house  of  prayer. 

When  Abel  drew  the  firstling's  blood. 
And  drained  it  on  the  altar  bare. 

The  spot  which  drank  the  crimson  flood 
Was  owned  of  God  a  house  of  prayer. 

When  Jacob  lay  at  dead  of  night. 
And  angels  scaled  the  mystic  stair. 

Its  top  was  lost  in  glory  bright. 
The  base  a  pilWd  house  of  prayer. 

When  Hebrew  captives  named  the  name 
Of  Him  who  made  them  aye  His  caie. 

They  walk'd  unscathM  amidst  the  flame 
That  glow'd  around  their  house  of  prayer. 

So  when  the  loving  Saviour  knelt 

On  Olivet,  mid  evening  air, 
And  told  His  God  the  woes  He  felt. 

That  mountain  brow  His  house  of  prayer,- 

Or  in  Gethsemane's  dark  shade. 
When  tears  of  blood  His  form  did 

By  foes  beset,  by  friends  betrayed. 
His  solace  was  the  house  of  prayer. 
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When  contrite  souls  to  God  draw  nigh, 
And  at  His  feet  disburden  care, 

Or  tell  their  grief  in  bursting  sigh, 
Their  refuge  is  the  house  of  prayer. 

In  lonely  cot  or  silent  glen, 

The  spirit  of  devotion  there, 
Unknown,  unseen  by  eye  of  men, 

God  dwells  within  that  house  of  prayer. 
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THB  son  of  Richard  Tophdy,  a  nu^or  in  the  anny,  who  died  at  the  idcge  at  Cartha^ena,  the 
■il^lect  of  this  sketch  was  bom  at  Farnham,  Surrey,  on  the  4th  November,  1740.  He  was 
,  at  Westminster  scbooL  After  a  further  period  of  desultory  study,  he  took  orders  in 
1760.  Soon  after  he  was  instituted  in  the  living  of  Bla^don,  Somersetshire.  In  1768,  he 
Ticar  of  Broadhembury,  Devonshire,  an  office  which  he  retained  till  his  death.  He 
oa  the  xith  August,  1778,  in  his  3Sth  year.  His  writings,  which  are  chiefly  theological, 
been  collected  and  published  in  six  volumes  8vo.  His  "  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects," 
pnbliahed  anonymously  at  DuUin  in  1759.  The  whole  of  his  hymns  and  poems,  233  ht 
reprinted  by  Mr.  Daniel  Sedgwick,  in  z86o. 


A  PRAYER,  LIVING  AND  DYING.* 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  I 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 
Cleanse  me  irom  its  guilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law*s  demands  : 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow. 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone, — 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

This  hymn  has  been  erroneously  assigned  to  Charles  Wesley.  It  originally 
tmred  in  TAg  Gos/el  Magaginty  signed  "  A.  T./'  in  March,  2776,  when  Toplady 
editor. 

N  N  2 
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Notliing  in  roy  hind  I  brin^ 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  t  ding  j 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress  ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  p^ce 
Foul,  1  to  the  Fountain  fly, 
Woih  me,  Savioat,  or  I  die. 


Whilst  1  draw  this  fieetine  biealh  ; 
When  mjr  eye-suings  break  in  deaih  j 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknuwj^ 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  tbrone^ — 
Rock  o(  age^  clef)  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  ! 


1 


FOR  THE  DIVINE  GUIDANC 

O  THAT  my  wiys  w 

And  tliit  the  Imp  of  &idi 
Would,  as  a.  star,  direct  my  feel 

To  lind  the  nurow  path. 

0  that  Thy  strength  might  enter  now,  J 
And  in  my  heiut  abide. 

To  make  me  as  ft  CUthfuI  bow- 
That  never  starts  aaide. 

0  thai  I  all  lo  Christ  were  fflvcn. 
From  sin  and  eaith  set  fin*  i 

Who  kindly  laid  aside  His  heaven 
And  gave  Hiraself  for  me  1 

No  more  the  panting  hut  desires 
Tlie  cool,  refreshing  stream. 

Than  my  dry,  lliirsly  soul  aspires 
At  being  one  with  Him. 

Set  up  Thine  image  in  n 

Then  let  Thy  kingdon 
Bid  every  idol  now  depart. 

Thy  temple  and  Tl^  b      ' 
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Still  keq>  me  in  the  heavenly  path  ; 

Bestow  the  inward  light ; 
And  lead  me  by  the  hand  tillYaith 

Is  ripened  into  sight. 


TO  THE  SOUL.' 

Deathless  principle,  arise ! 
Soar,  thou  native  of  the  skies  ! 
Pearl  of  price,  by  Jesus  bought. 
To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought, 
Go,  to  shine  before  His  throne. 
Deck  His  mediatorial  crown  ; 
Go,  His  triumphs  to  adorn  ; 
Made  for  God,  to  God  return. 

Lo,  He  beckons  from  on  high  I 
Fearless,  to  His  presence  fly  ; 
Thine  the  merit  of  His  blood. 
Thine  the  righteousness  of  God  ! 
Angels,  joyful  to  attend. 
Hovering,  round  thy  pillow  bend ; 
Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given. 
And  escort  thee  quick  to  heayen. 

Is  thy  earthly  house  distrest. 
Willing  to  retain  her  guest  ? 
*Tis  not  thou,  but  she  must  die — 
Fly,  celestial  tenant,  fly  I 
Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay  ; 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away. 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  remove. 
Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love. 

Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream  ; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  Him, — 
Him,  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Still'd  its  tossing,  hush'd  its  roar  ; 

•  This  hymn  was  written  by  the  author  when  he  was  under  aflliction  ;  it  was 
tent  by  him  to  Lady  Huntin£don. 
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Safe  U  Uie  Ktpajided  ware. 
Gentle  as  a  aummet'b  eve  ; 
Noi  one  'olyecl  of  His  care 
Ever  suffered  shipvrredc  there. 

See  Ihe  Imvav  fii!I  in  view, 

Love  Divine  sliall  bear  thee  Ifanmgb  ; 

Trust  to  thai  propitious  gale. 

Weigh  thy  itncbor,  sprtad  tbjr  saul ! 

Sninls  in  gloiy,  perfect  inad«^ 

Wait  (hy  pajssagc  through  the  shale  ! 

Atdent  for  thy  comlnfi  o'a, 

See  they  tbroag  the  blis&Ciil  shore ! 

Mount,  their  transports  to  l)Di>rafe  ; 
Join  the  loneing  choir  above  ; 
Swiftly  to  their  wish  be  {^«en, 
Kindle  higher  joy  in  heave*  t 
Such  the  prospects  that  aiiae 
To  the  dying  Christian'*  cfea  ! 
Such  the  glorions  vljl«  foitli 
Opens  tbroogh  th«  shades  of  death  1 

FULL  ASSURANCE." 
A  DEBTOR  to  mercy  done. 

Of  covenant  mercy  I  sing : 
Nor  fear,  with  Thy  righteousness  on. 

My  periion  and  oHeiiDg  to  brinj. 
The  terrors  of  law  and  of  God 

With  me  can  have  nothing  to  do ; 
My  Siviour's  obedience  and  bliKxl 

Hide  nil  my  transgressions  from  vien 

The  work  which  HU  goodnesa  began 

The  arm  of  His  strength  wHl  complete  [ 
His  promise  is  Ves  and  .^men. 

And  never  was  foriettcd  yet. 
Things  future,  nor  things  that  an;  now 

Not  all  things  below  nor  above, 
Can  maVe  Him  His  purpote  forego, 

Or  sever  my  sou)  from  His  lm«.M 
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My  name  from  the  palms  of  His  hands 

Eternity  will  not  erase  ; 
Impress'd  on  His  heart  it  remains, 

In  marks  of  indelible  grace. 
Yes,  I  to  the  end  shall  endure. 

As  sure  as  the  earnest  is  given : 
More  happy,  but  not  more  secure, 

The  glorified  spirits  in  heaven. 


PRAISE  FOR  CONVERSION.* 

Not  to  myself  I  owe. 

That  I,  O  Lord,  am  Thine  ; 
Free  grace  hath  all  the  shades  broke  through, 

And  caused  the  light  to  shine. 

Me  Thou  hast  willing  made 

Thy  offers  to  receive ; 
Called  by  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 

I  come  to  Thee  and  live. 

Why  am  I  made  to  see, 

Who  am  by  nature  blind  ? 
Why  am  I  taken  home  to  Thee, 

And  others  left  behind  ? 

Because  Thy  so v' reign  lote 

Was  bent  the  worst  to  save  ; 
Jesus,  who  reigns  enthroned  above. 

The  free  salvation  gave. 

Though  once  far  off  I  stood, 

Nor  knew  myself  Thy  foe. 
Brought  nigh  by  the  Redeemer's  blood. 

Myself  and  Thee  I  know : 

No  more  a  child  of  wrath, 

Thy  graciousness  I  see  : 
And  praise  Thee  for  the  work  of  faith 

Which  Thou  hast  wrought  in  me. 

*  From  "  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,"  X759' 
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But,  oh  !  how  full  of  truth  and  grace 

Through  all  Thou  dost  appear  ; 
And  thus  with  wonder  we  retrace 

Thy  path  of  sorrow  here. 

Thou  on  the  cross  didst  suffer  too 

More  than  man's  eye  could  see  ; 
For  then  the  wrath  that  was  our  due 

Was  poured,  O  Lord,  on  Thee. 

But  Thou  art  risen ;  and  now  we  know 

That  Thou,  in  heaven  above. 
For  all  God*s  children  here  below 

Dost  feel  a  brother's  love. 

Oh  may  we  ever  look  to  Thee, 

For  needed  grace  and  strength, 
Till  we  Thy  face  in  glory  see. 

And  reign  with  Thee  at  length. 

Till  then  may  we,  who  bear  Thy  name. 

Thy  blest  example  take. 
And  count  the  world's  reproach  and  shame 

As  glory,  for  Thy  sake. 

Since  Thou  the  cup  of  wrath  didst  drain. 

None  now  for  us  is  there  ; 
The  drops  of  sorrow  that  remain, 

Shall  we  refuse  to  share  ? 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Holy  Saviour,  we  adore  Thee  I 
Seated  on  the  throne  of  God  ; 

All  heaven's  host  bow  down  before  Thee, 
And  we  sing  Thy  praise  aloud. 

Thou  art  worthy ! 
We  were  ransomed  by  Thy  blood. 
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Saviour,  thougli  the  world  despised  Tbee,' 
Though  Thou  here  wast  cnidlied. 

Yet  the  Father's  glory  raised  Thee, 
Lord  of  all  creation  wide  ; 

Thou  art  worthy  t 
We  shall  live,  far  Thou  hast  died. 

And  though  here  on  earth  rejected, 
'Tis  but  fellowshLp  with  Thee  ; 

What  besides  could  be  expected. 
Than  like  Thee,  our  Lord,  to  be  ? 

Thou  art  worthy  ! 
Thou  from  earth  hast  set  us  free. 

Hasle  the  day  of  Thy  returning. 

With  Thy  ransomed  Church  to  reign  ; 

Then  shall  end  our  days  of  mourning  ; 
We  sbatl  sing  with  raptnre  then, 

"Thou  ait  worthy  !" 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come.     Amen. 


PEACE  IN  BELIEVING. 

Lord  Jesus  1  we  believing. 

In  Thee  have  peace  with  God  ; 
Eternal  life  receiving, 

As  given  us  through  Thy  blood  ; 
Our  curse  and  condemnation 

Thou  barest  in  our  stead  ; 
Secure  is  our  salvation. 

In  Thee,  our  risen  Head. 

The  Holy  Ghost,  revealing 

Thy  work,  has  made  us  blest  ; 
Thy  stripes  have  given  us  healing  ; 

Upon  Thy  love  we  rest. 
In  Thee  the  Father  sees  us 

Accepted  and  complete  ; 
Thy  blood,  from  sin  which  frees  us. 

For  glory  makes  us  meet. 
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We  know  that  nought  can  sever 

Our  souls,  O  Lord,  from  Thee  ; 
And  thus  united  ever 

To  all  Thy  saints  are  we. 
We  know  Thy  word  declaring 

The  Father's  wondrous  love, 
In  which  we  all  are  sharing 

With  Thee  our  Head  above. 

May  we  this  love  be  showing 

To  all  Thy  members  here, 
For  Thy  sake  freely  flowing, 

Until  Thou  shalt  appear  ; 
Till  all  the  Church,  in  union 

Around  the  Father's  throne. 
Shall  stand  in  blest  commimion. 

For  ever  joined  in  one. 
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THE  DAY  OF  DEATH. 


Thou  inevitable  day. 

When  a  voice  to  me  shall  say — 

*•  Thou  must  rise  and  come  away  ; 


"All  thine  other  journeys  past. 
Gird  thee,  and  make  ready  fast 
For  thy  longest  and  thy  last." 


k 
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Day,  deep-hidden  from  our  sight 

In  impenetrable  night, 

Who  may  guess  of  thee  aright  ? 

Art  thou  distant,  art  thou  near  ? 
Wilt  thou  seem  more  dark  or  dear. 
Day  with  more  of  hope  or  fear  ? 

Wilt  thou  come,  not  seen  before 
Thou  art  standing  at  the  door. 
Saying  light  and  life  are  o*er  ? 

Or  with  such  a  gradual  pace 
As  shall  leave  me  largest  space 
To  regard  thee  face  to  face  ? 

Shall  I  lay  my  drooping  head 

On  some  loved  lap  ?  roimd  my  bed 

Prayer  be  made,  and  tears  be  shed  ? 

Or,  at  distance  from  mine  own. 
Name  and  kin  alike  unknown. 
Make  my  solitary  moan  ? 

Will  there  yet  be  things  to  leave^ 
Hearts  to  which  this  heart  must  cleave, 
From  which  parting,  it  must  grieve  ? 

Or  shall  life's  best  ties  be  o'er. 
And  all  loved  things  gone  before 
To  that  other  happier  shore  ? 

Shall  I  gently  fall  on  sleep. 

Death,  like  slumber,  o'er  me  creep. 

Like  a  slumber  sweet  and  deep  ? 

Or  the  soul  long  strive  in  vain 
To  get  free  with  toil  and  pain. 
From  its  half-divided  chain  ? 

Little  skills  it  when  or  how. 
If  thou  comest  then  or  now. 
With  a  smooth  or  angry  brow  ; 
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Come  thou  must,  and  we  must  die  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  stand  Thou  by, 
When  that  last  sleep  seals  our  eye. 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Oh  that  day,  that  day  of  ire, 
Told  of  prophet,  when  in  fire 
Shall  a  world  dissolved  expire  ! 

Oh  what  terror  shall  be  then. 
When  the  Judge  shall  come  again, 
Strictly  searching  deeds  of  men  ! 

When  a  trump,  of  awful  tone. 
Through  the  cave  sepulchral  blown. 
Summons  all  before  the  throne. 

Wliat  amazement  shall  overtake 
Nature,  when  the  dead  shall  wake. 
Answer  to  the  Judge  to  make ! 

Open  then  the  book  shall  lie. 
All  o'erwrit  for  every  eye 
With  a  world's  iniquity. 

When  the  Judge  His  place  has  ta*en, 
All  things  hid  shall  be  made  plain. 
Nothing  unavenged  remain. 

What  then,  wretched  I  shall  I  speak  ? 

Or  what  intercessor  seek. 

When  the  just  man's  cause  is  weak  ? 

Jesus,  Lord,  remember  pray, 
I  the  cause  was  of  Thy  way : 
Do  not  lose  me  on  that  day. 

King  of  awful  majesty. 

Who  the  saved  dost  freely  free. 

Fount  of  mercy,  pity  me. 


And* 
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A  HYMN  FOR  ALL  NATIONS/ 

Glorious  God  !  on  Thee  we  call, 
Father,  Friend,  and  Judge  of  all ; 
Holy  Saviour,  heavenly  King, 
Homage  to  Thy  throne  we  bring. 

In  the  wonders  all  around, 
Ever  is  Thy  Spirit  found ; 
And  of  each  good  thing  we  see, 
All  the  good  is  bom  of  Thee. 

Thine  the  beauteous  skill  that  lurks 
Everywhere  in  nature's  works  ; 
Thine  is  art,  with  all  its  worth, 
Thine  each  master-piece  on  earth. 

Yea,  and  foremost  in  the  van 
Springs  from  Thee  the  mind  of  man ; 
On  its  light,  for  this  is  Thine, 
Shed  abroad  the  love  Divine ! 

Lo,  our  God  I  Thy  children  here 

From  all  realms  are  gather'd  near ; 

Wisely  gather'd — gathering  stUl — 

For  peace  on  earth,  towards  men  good-will. 

May  we,  with  fraternal  mind, 
Bless  our  brothers  of  mankind ; 
May  we,  through  redeeming  love. 
Be  the  blest  of  God  above. 

Written  for  the  Great  Exhibition,  1851,  and  translated  into  thirty  languages. 
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TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Psalm  XX. 

God,  in  time  of  trouble,  hear  thee. 

And  the  name  of  Jacob's  Lord, 
From  His  sanctuary  near  thee. 

Out  of  Zion  help  afford  ! 
Crown  thy  sacrifice  with  fire. 

All  thy  gifts  remember  still. 
Grant  thee  all  thy  heart's  desire. 

And  thy  choicest  wish  fulfil  I 

We  will  joy  in  Thy  salvation. 

And  will  set  our  banners  high. 
In  our  God  ! — thy  supplication 

Be  accomplished  at  thy  cry. 
Now  I  know  the  Lord  of  heaven 

Saveth  still  His  Christ  firom  harm ; 
N^w  to  Him  will  strength  be  given. 

By  the  might  of  His  right  arm. 

Some  in  chariots,  some  in  horses. 

We  in  God  Jehovah  trust ; 
And  while  He  our  sure  resource  is. 

They  are  fallen  in  the  dust. 
Save,  Jehovah  I  save,  and  hear  us. 

King  of  glory,  King  of  might  ! 
When  we  call,  be  ever  near  us  ; 

Ever  for  Thy  servants  fight. 

THANKSGIVING  HYMN. 

O  Father  of  mercies  !  O  Spirit  of  love  ! 

O  Son  of  the  Blessed,  who  reignest  above. 

Thou  good  one  and  great  One,  in  homage  to  Thee, 

We  bring  the  glad  heart,  and  we  bend  the  tme  knee. 

Thy  people  would  praise  Thee,  O  Thou  beyond  praise 
For  wondrous  in  love  are  Thy  works  and  Thy  ways  ; 
Thy  children  would  pour,  fi-om  the  heart  and  the  voice. 
Their  psalm  of  thanksgiving,  in  God  to  rejoice  ; 
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Because  Thou  hast  heard  us,  and  answered  the  prayer 
We  made  in  the  season  of  death  and  despair ; 
Because  over  judgment  and  terror  and  pain. 
Thy  mercy  hath  triumph'd  and  saved  us  again. 

♦ 

Ah,  "well  we  remember  how  dark  and  how  dread 

The  pestilence  brooded  o'er  living  and  dead  I 

And  can  we  forget  with  what  mercy  and  might 

The  prayer  which  Thou  blessest  hath  scattered  the  blight  ? 

Yet  more  I  for  the  fulness  of  plenty  and  peace 
Hath  made  us  in  wealth  as  in  health  to  increase ; 
And  so  li^ould  we  thank  Thee,  because  Thou  hast  given 
Th«  &tness  of  earth  and  the  favour  of  heaven. 

Then,  Father  of  mercies,  accept  what  we  bring — 
Our  incense  of  praise  to  the  Saviour  and  King  ! 
Hosanna  !  to  Thee  let  us  gratefully  live  I 
Hallelujah  I  O  Lord,  when  Thou  hearest,  forgive  ! 


ELLIN  ISABELLE,  MARY  FRANCES,  AND 
MARGARET  ELENORE  TUPPER. 

THBSB  three  daaghters  of  Martin  F.  Tupper.  Esq.,  the  preceding  writer,  hare  publlAed  • 
volnmc  of  origfnal  poems  with  some  translations  from  the  Swedish,  entitled  "  Poems  by  Three 
Sisters,"  IjoiuVm,  1864.    They  have  each  kindly  contributed  to  the  present  work. 

« 

ELLIN  ISABELLE  TUPPER. 

THANKFULNESS, 
z  Thessalonians  v.  1. 

(C(mtribuUd.) 

For  all  that  God  in  mercy  sends, 
For  health  and  children,  home  and  friends. 
For  comfort  in  the  time  of  need. 
For  every  kindly  word  or  deed. 
For  happy  thoughts  and  holy  talk, 
For  guidance  in  our  daily  walk, — 
In  everything  give  thanks  I 

o  o 
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Spent  He  for  His  murderers,  praying 

To  His  Father  to  forgive  ; 
To  the  tliief  repentant  saying 

"  Thou  in  Paradise  shalt  live  !" 

Oh !  what  love  in  God  the  Father 

To  bestow  His  only  Son  ; 
Oh  !  what  love  in  Christ,  who  rather 

Than  the  world  should  be  undone, 
Came  Himself  to  seek  and  save  us, 

Came  to  claim  us  for  His  own  ; 
Freely  all  our  sins  forgave  us. 

Raised  us  to  His  glorious  throne  ! 


MARY  FRANCES  TUPPER. 

CHARITY. 
(Contributed.) 

Charity  never  faUeth  !  O  thought  beyond  compare. 
That  He  whose  very  name  is  Love,  is  with  us  everywhere  ; 
That,  though  the  troubled  waves  of  life  around  us  toss  and  foam. 
With  Jesus  in  the  vessel,  we  are  safely  steering  home. 

Charity  never  faileth  !  all  earth-bom  things  must  die. 
But  this  sweet  well,  refreshing  earth,  flows  ever  from  on  high  ; 
The  brightest  worldly  gifts  may  cease,  the  fairest  flower  decay, 
Bat  charity  which  springs  from  love  can  never  pass  away. 

Charity  never  faileth !  yea,  and  they  shall  be  blest. 
Who  undismayed  by  frowns  or  sneers,  for  heaven  essay  their  best ; 
Who,  working  in  their  daily  rounds,  scorn  every  thought  of  ill, 
And,  bearing  sunshine  in  their  hearts,  reflect  its  gladness  stilL 

Charity  never  faileth  I  ah,  life  were  little  worth. 
If  the  petty  strifes  and  jealousies  which  vex  our  lovely  earth 
Had  not  their  gracious  antidote  sent  down  from  God  above 
Healing  the  hidden  poisons  in  a  stream  of  "perfect  love." 

o  o  3 
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MARGARET  ELENORE  TUPPER. 

CHRISTMAS-DAV. 

[CealnhilaL] 

Son  of  Cod  !  all-glorions  Savloiir, 

Coming  to  ns  from  «bo»e  ) 
Whal  were  wc  lo  find  such  &»oui?   • 

Whal  were  we  to  gain  sucb  lo»e  T 

We  had  sinned, ^Thy  law*  forsilten. 

All  Thy  just  commands  nltlistMid ! 
Evil  for  out  choite  had  taken 
When  Thou  fredy  ea^tsl  £00(1, 

In  oui  duriiness  we  were  lying 

From  Thy  glorious  presence  hurled  j 

Alien  from  Thy  lighl.  a  dyinfi 
Guilty,  cursed,  nnd  ruined  world  I 

When  the  voice  came  down  frrun  hcoTen, 
Woke  once  more  a  hiJy  mom, — 

"  Unio  you  1  Son  is  given. 
Unto  you  a  Child  is  bom. 

"  All  alone,  with  love  fiir-spreadljij^ 
He  shall  bear  tlie  wrath  of  Cod. 

Ail  .-done  the  wfoepiess  tremllng. 
Clothed  In  gann«nts  dyed  with  blood  [ 

"  All  alone  In  mortal  angui^ 
Wrestle  down  and  conquer  lin. 

Death  and  hell  shall  taste  nnd  ranqnish. 
And  eternal  life  shall  win." 

By  Plis  grace  and  love  victorioui. 
Up  thai  path  the  Saviour  trod. 

We  are  brought  again  all-gioricms  .^^^^ 
To  the  presence  of  our  Cod,      ^^^^H 
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What  ai3s  we,  that  Thou  shouldst  love  us 

With  such  wondrous  love  as  this  ? 
Leaving  all  Thy  heavens  above  us, 

Worlds  .of  purity  and  bliss  ! 

For  this  blot  upon  creation, 

For  this  wandering  sinful  one. 
Freely  giving  us  salvation 

For  the  evil  we  had  done ! 

Shield  us,  Lord  !  as  Thou  hast  pardoned. 

Help  us  through  this  daily  strife. 
Keep  us  from  the  world  unhardened. 

Living  Thy  true  life  in  life. 

Till  from  earth  in  light  and  glory, 

Dangers,  death,  and  shadows  past. 
Purified  we  stand  before  Thee, 

Unto  Thee  made  like  at  last. 


STARS. 
(Contributed.) 

O  Lord  !  we  look  upon  Thy  night, 
And  watch  Thy  wondrous  worlds  arise. 
To  roll  in  glory  through  the  skies. 

And  shine  in  sofl,  mysterious  light. 

Then  back  upon  ourselves  we  turn, 
.    How  sinful,  poor,  and  weak  we  seem. 
How  far  from  Thee  our  fairest  dream. 
How  small  the  wisdom  we  can  learn. 

We  strive  to  gain  those  worlds  afar, 
.Yet  all  the  knowledge  man  can  teadi 
Climbs  not  a  mountain's  height  to  reach 
The  silence  of  the  nearest  star. 

We  class  them  by  hard  words,  and  claim 
To  count  them, — ^yet  we  fail  before 
Thee,  who  canst  tell  their  numbers  o*er. 

And  dJl'st  each  one  by  its  own  name ! 
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Cmtor  of  the  boundless  space  I 
Creator  of  each  grain  of  dost  I 
We  cannot  know,  we  only  trust 

Until  we  see  Thee  face  to  Ikce. 

• 

We  cannot  comprehend  the  loTe 
That  guides  each  wandering  thought  of  ourSi 
That  guards  the  sparrows  and  the  flowers, 

As  surely  as  vast  worlds  above. 

Lord  !  by  Thy  grace  so  freely  given. 
Lord  I  Thou  hast  shown  that  in  Thy  plan 
More  precious  is  one  soul  of  man 

Than  all  these  mighty  orbs  of  heaven. 

O  help  our  frail  and  darkened  sig|ht» 
Let  Thy  day-star  of  love  Divine 
Along  our  earthly  pathway  shine. 

And  guide  us  to  Thy  perfect  light  I 


LAURENCE  TUTTIETT. 


THB  RBV.  Laurbncb  TxrmBTT  is  ton  of  John  Tuttiett.  Esq^  sargeoa  ILN.  Be  «■>  1 

at  Colytoo,  Devooihire.  in  the  year  i8es ;  and  was  educated  at  Cfariat*s  Hoq;iltal  wmi  Kla0 

CoUege,  London.    Intending  to  follow  his  father's  profevioa,  lie  aome  tk 

but  subsequently  resolved  to  enter  tlie  Church.    He  was  ordained  by  dke  ntibny  ef 

in  1848.    In  1854.  he  was  presented  to  the  perpetual  curacy  of  Ijem.  Manttm.  Wi 

Mr.  Tuttiett  has  published  "  Germs  of  Thought  on  the  Sunday  Services;*  **CoaMcb  eft 

God&ther;**  "Plain  Forms  of  Housdiold  Prayers;"  and  several  other 

religion.   The  following  hymns  from  his  pen  are  printed  aider  his  11  iliif. 

"  GRANT  US  LIGHT." 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  know 
The  wisdom  Thou  alone  canst  give  ; 

That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  go, 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  we  live  ! 

• 

O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  see 

Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore. 
And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  Tliee, 

And  love  Thy  simple  Word  the  more. 
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O  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  learn 

How  dead  is  life,  from  Thee  apart ; 
How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 

To  Thee  an  undivided  heart 

O  grant  us  light,  in  grief  and  pain. 

To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above. 
And  count  the  very  cross  a  gain. 

And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

0  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  trace 

A  pledge  of  life  in  seeming  death  ; 
And  own  the  grave  a  resting-place. 

Nor  dread  at  last  to  sleep  beneath, 

O  grant  us  light,  when,  soon  or  late. 

All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away, 
In  Thee  to  find  the  open  gate 

To  deathless  home  and  endless  day. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIER. 

Go  forward.  Christian  soldier, 

Beneath  His  banner  true  ! 
The  Lord  Himself,  thy  Leader, 

Shall  all  thy  foes  subdue. 
His  love  foretells  thy  trials  ; 

He  knows  thine  hourly  need  ; 
He  can  with  bread  of  heaven 

Thy  fainting  spirit  feed. 

Go  forward,  Christian  soldier  J 

Fear  not  the  secret  foe  ; 
Far  more  o'er  thee  are  watching 

Than  human  eyes  can  know : 
Trust  (Aly  Christ,  thy  Captain ; 

Cease  not  to  watch  and  pray; 
Heed  not  the  treacherous  voices 

That  lure  thy  soul  astray. 
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Go  fonmrd,  Christinn  soldier  I 

Not  dream  of  peaceful  TT«t, 
Till  Satan's  bosl  is  nnquiillod 

And  heaven  is  idl  possest  ; 
Till  ChrisI  Himself  shall  olII  thee 

To  lay  thine  amuxu  by. 
And  wear  JD  eodlos  gforj 

The  crown  of  ricioiy. 

Go  fonroni,  Chrislian  soldier  ! 

Feat  not  Ihc  galhcring  night ; 
The  Lord  has  been  Ihy  shelter. 

The  Cord  will  be  thy  liglil  : 
When  mom  his  (ace  rerenlcth. 

Thy  dangers  all  aie  pajl  : 
Oh,  praythat  fiiilh  and  vinuc 

May  keep  thee  lo  the  last. 


I 


EAMILY  MORNING  HYMN. 

Come,  let  us  sing  together 

Our  Father's  worthy  pnUs^ 
Who  guards  our  nightly  iluwlwn,  i 

Who  guides  our  daily  ways. 
Tell  forth  His  love  unlaiUn£ 

Tell  forth  Mil  wondrotu  mi^iti 
Whose  presence  more  than  nXHOlng 

Should  futhfnl  souls  delight. 

Come,  let  us  tiand  tt^ether 

Before  thai  hidden  thmne^ 
Where  every  heart  it  open. 

And  every  heart  is  known. 
Be  all  our  tins  dissolved. 

Like  thadows  of  the  night  i 
Rise  up,  each  sweet  aflection. 

Like  llowen  to  greet  the  llgbu 

Come,  let  us  seek  together  * 
The  woric  our  Master  sads. 

The  priie  He  holds  before  m. 
The  strength  His  Spitil  U 
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One  hope  in  Him  we  cherish, 

One  aim  in  Him  pursue. 
Each  mind  to  plan  the  wisest. 

Each  hand  the  best  to  do. 

Come,  let  us  learn  together 

The  foes  we  all  must  meet,— 
The  fall  for  souls  presuming, 

The  snare  for  careless  feet. 
Oh  weak  is  mortal  virtue ! 

Oh  mad  is  mortal  pride ! 
The  Lord  is  our  salvation. 

The  Lord  shall  be  our  guide. 

Come,  let  us  know  together 

What  trials  soon  may  come. 
What  shadows  ere  the  noon-day 

May  fall  on  heart  and  home. 
But  best  the  lot,  though  bitter, 

A  Father's  love  provides  ; 
And  best  the  way,  though  darksome. 

Wherein  a  Saviour  guides. 


MRS.  WALKER. 

MaRV  JANB  DBCK  is  daafjfitter  of  the  late  John  Deck.  Esq.,  of  Bury  St  Edmunds,  and  sister 
oi  James  George  Deck,  whose  name  occurs  in  an  earlier  portion  of  this  worlc.  In  1848,  she 
narvled  the  Rer.  Edward  Walker,  rector  of  Cheltenham.  To  an  interesting  collection  of 
**  Paeloas  and  Hjnnns  for  Public  and  Social  Worship,"  edited  by  her  husband.  Mrs.  Walker  has 
cootriboted  several  coanpositions.  The  foUowinf;  hymn,  from  her  pen,  is  e^>ecially  esteemed. 

THE  PRODIGAL'S  RETURN. 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam. 
The  lost  one  to  the  fold  hath  come. 
The  prodigal  is  welcom'd  home, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

Though  cloth'd  with  shame,  by  sin  defil'd. 
The  Father  hath  embrac'd  His  child, 
And  I  am  pardon'd,  reconcil'd, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 


Hi.: 


And* 
The  el 
Thue 
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BENJAMIN  WALLIN. 


WAlxm  was  born  at  Londoo,  in  Z7X1.    His  father  was  Edward  WaDia,  pastor  of 
ccngregatioaat  Maze  Pond,  London.  He  was  educated  under  the  superintendence 
Tlotnlham  and  Dr.  Stennett.  In  October,  1741,  he  became  pastor  of  the  Bi^ftist  Quirch, 
mud  he  continued  to  minister  in  the  same  place  till  his  death,  which  took  place 
February,  iTte.    In  1750,  he  published  an  8vo  volume  of  "  Evangdlcal  Hymns  and 
wfakb  the  following  hymn  has  been  transcribed.     Mr.  Wallin  is  the  author  of 
on  practical  religion. 


JESUS  A  CONQUEROR. 

Hail,  mighty  Jesus,  how  Divine 

Is  Thy  victorious  sword ! 
The  stoutest  rebel  must  resign 

At  Thy  commanding  word. 

The  strongest  holds  of  Satan  yield 
To  Thine  all-conquering  hand  ; 

When  once  Thy  glorious  arm's  reveal'd, 
No  creature  can  withstand. 


Deep  are  the  wounds  Thine  arrows  give. 
They  pierce,  they  kill  the  heart ; 

Thy  living  words  Thy  slain  revive, 
And  love  unknown  impart. 

Gird  now  Thy  sword  upon  Thy  thigh. 
Most  mighty  Prince  of  peace  ; 

Ride  forth  in  full  prosperity, 
Nor  let  Thy  conquests  cease. 
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RALPH  WARDLAW,  D.D. 


An  eminent  thcotogical  writer.  Ralph  Wardlaw,  wms  born  at  Dalkekk,  Mid-Leiiite.  m 

the  send  December,  1779.    In  his  twelfth  year  be  entered  the  University  of  rianna  .  hi  tA- 

•eqoendy  became  a  student  of  the  Secession  Church.  He  Joined  the  Coiq 

the  Brothers  Haldane,  and  was,  in  1803.  ordained  to  the  pastorate  of  a  chapel  in  Albioa  I 

Gla^{Ow.  ^  In  x8iz,  he  was  appointed  Professor  of  Diviniijr  in  tlie  daagam  Thtatatfai 

Academy  of  the  Congreffationalist  Church.    He  died  at  Glasgow,  on  the  tTth  i 

Dr.  Wardlaw  edited  a  collection  <rf'  hymns  for  the  ose  o<  the  Scotdih 

Menx^rs  of  his  life  and  writings  hare  been  published  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  LindaBy , 

Edinburgh,  1856.    From  this  work  the  following  hymns,  composed  by  Dr.  Wardlaw,  have  1 

transcribed. 


PRAISE  FOR  DIVINE  GOODNESS. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired  ; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthem  raise, 
With  grateful  ardour  fired. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

Whose  tender  care  siistains 
Our  feeble  frame,  encompass'd  round 

With  death's  unnumbered  pains. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  goodness,  passing  thought. 

Loads  every  minute  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

From  whom  salvation  flows ; 
Who  sent  His  Son  our  souls  to  save 

From  everlasting  woes. 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 

For  hope's  transportii^  ray. 
Which  lights  through  darkest  shades  of  deadi 

To  realms  of  endless  day. 
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"  BEHOLD  THE  LAMB  OF  GOD." 

Contemplate,  saints,  the  Source  Divine 
Whence  all  your  joys  have  flow*d  : 

With  wondMng  minds,  and  praising  hearts, 
"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

Redeem*d  from  wrath,  and  from  the  stroke 

Of  Heaven's  avenging  rod. 
Pouring  His  precious  blood  for  yon, 

••Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  1" 

Freed  from  the  pangs  of  conscious  guilt, 
•  And  sin's  afflicting  load. 
To  Jesus'  blood  you  owe  your  peace : 
"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  !" 

With  holy  mind,  and  heart  renew*d, 
Run  ye  the  narrow  road  ?  '  ~ 

His  sprinkled  blood  has  cleansed  your  souls, 
"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  ! " 

Each  heavenly  blessing  ye  receive 

Through  Jesus  is  bestow'd  ; 
In  every  good  your  souls  possess 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  !" 

Hope  ye  in  heaven  with  God  at  last  - 

To  find  your  bless'd  abode  ? 
Still,  as  the  ground  of  all  your  hopes,  . 

"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  !" 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  CHRIST. 

Remember  Thee  !  remember  Christ ! 

While  memory  holds  her  place, 
Can  we  forget  the  Lord  of  life, 

Who  saves  us  by  His  grace  ? 


Up  (rom  the  grave  to  (Jod's  right  I 


His  glory  now  no  longue  of  mao 
Or  seraph  bright  can  lell ; 

Yet  itill  the  chicTof  all  His  jofs 
That  souls  are  sived  frxna  hell. 

For  this  He  came  and  4wcfl  08  M 
For  this  HU  life  was  given; 

For  this  He  Touglit  and  vanqnish'd 
For  this  He  pleads  in  heaven. 

Join,  all  ye  saints  bcnuth  the  ikf. 
Your  grateful  praise  lo  gi»e  j 

Sing  loud  hosannas  to  the  Lord 
Who  died  that  you  ml(^  ft 
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I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love. 

Through  constant  watching  wise,         • 

To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 
And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes  ; 

And  a  heart  at  leisure  from  itself. 
To  soothe  and  sympathise. 

I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do^ 

Or  secret  thing  to  know  ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

Wherever  in  the  world  I  am. 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 

So  I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength. 

To  none  that  ask  denied  ; 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space. 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  would  have  my  spirit  filPd  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  Thee ; 
More  careful — not  to  serve  Thee  much. 

But  to  please  Thee  perfectly. 

There  are  briars  besetting  every  path. 

That  call  for  patient  care  ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot. 

And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer  ; 
But  a  lowly  heart  that  leans  on  Thee 

Is  happy  anywhere. 


Ah,, 

PI 

Ah,  pi. 
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Plead,  when  the  tempter's  art 
To  each  fond  hope  of  mine 
Denies  this  faithless  heart 

Can  e*er  be  Thine. 
If  slander  whisper,  too, 
The  sin  I  never  knew, 
Thou  who  wouldst  urge  the  true. 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

Oh  plead  my  cause  above  ; 

Plead  Thine  within  my  breast,         • 
Till  there  Thy  peaceful  Dove 

'  Shall  build  her  nest 
Thou  know'st  this  will — how  frail ; 
Thou  know*st,  though  language  fail. 
My  soul's  mysterious  tale  : 
Plead  Thou  my  cause. 
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THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
[  With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues. 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

p  p 


Lcl  all  that  dwell  above  ihe  sky. 
And  air  and  earlh  uid  seas. 

Conspire  to  lift  Thy  gloilei  UJ^ 
And  speak  Thine  cndkisE  pnlse. 

The  whole  cnaiion  piln  tn  one 
To  bleu  the  stcrcd  lunne 

Of  Him  ihu  ilti  upon  the  tbraw; 
And  to  adort  tiie  Lamb. 


FOR  SABBATH  EVENING. 

(ClIrLUREN'S  IIVMK.) 
Loud,  how  delightful  Mi  tu  «e 
A  whole  OBsewW/  worship  Tbce  I 
At  once  Ihcy  sing,  al  once  tiuej  pn 
Thfy  hear  of  heaven,  wiil  Ickm  tb 

I  have  tieen  there,  and  ftiO  woold 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  Mow  t 
Not  all  my  pleasure  and  my  ptfty 
Shall  tempi  me  lo  forgM  lldi  da^ 

Oh  write  upon  my  mcmury,  lonl. 
The  texts  atid  doctrin**  of  ^SklUA 
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THE  HEAVENLY  CANAAN. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night. 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressM  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

While  Jordan  roll'd  between. 

But  timVous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  shiv'ring  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

Oh  !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove. 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love. 

With  imbeclouded  eyes  I 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood. 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

OUR  SAVIOUR'S  RESURRECTION. 

Blest  morning,  whose  young  dawning  rays  * 

Beheld  our  rising  God, 
That  saw  Him  triumph  o'er  the  dust. 

And  leave  His  dark  abode  I 

In  the  cold  prison  of  a  tomb 
The  dead  Redeemer  lay, 
.  Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 
The  third,  th'  appointed  day. 
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Hdl  and  the  grue  unite  their  font 

To  hold  our  G«i,  in  v»in  ; 
The  sleeping  Conqnaor  aiosiv 

And  burst  their  feeble  cb^. 

To  Thy  great  aamt,  almiehty  Lord, 

These  sacred  honre  we  piyi 
And  loud  hosannas  shall  praclalm 

The  triumph  of  the  day. 

Silvitior  and  immoital  praise 

To  our  viclorloui  King  ; 
Let  heaven,  and  earth,  and  rodo,  asA  M 

With  glad  hosonnas  ting. 


THE  GLORY  OF  THE  LAMB. 
Behold  the  glories  pf  the  IiKrab 

Amidst  His  Father's  throne ; 
Prepare  new  honours  for  His  mtinc. 

And  songs  before  unknown. 

Let  elders  worship  at  His  feet, 
The  Church  adore  around. 

With  vials  full  of  odours  sweel 
And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

Those  are  the  pmyers  of  the  salata 
And  these  the  hymns  they  t«Ue ; 

Jesus  is  kind  to  our  comply W, 
He  loves  to  hear  our  piaist 

Eternal  Father,  who  shall  look 

Into  Thy  sacred  will  ' 
Who  but  the  Son  should  tftke  *« 

And  open  e»eiy  seal  I 

He  shall  fulfil  Thy  great  dec 
The  Son  deserves  it  wdl  ; 

I^,  in  His  hand  the  sov'reign  kejn 
Of  heaven  and  death  and  hell  I 
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Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain. 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain 
,  For  ever  on  Thy  head. 

Thou  hast  redeem'd  our  souls  with  blood, 

Hast  set  the  prisoners  free. 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  we  shall  reign  with  Thee. 

The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 
Are  put  beneath  Thy  power  ; 

Then  shorten  these  delaying  days. 
And  bring  the  promised  hour. 
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THE  PROTECTION  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

How  honourable  is  the  place 
Where  we  adoring  stand, — 

Zion,  the  glory  of  the  earth. 
And  beauty  of  the  land  ! 

Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dwell ; 

The  walls,  of  strong  salvation  made, 
Defy  th'  assaults  of  hell. 

Lift  up  the  everlasting  gates ; 

The  doors  wide  open  fling ; 
Enter,  ye  nations,  that  obey 

The  statutes  of  our  King. 

Here  shall  you  taste  unmingled  joys. 
And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 

You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name, 
And  ventured  on  His  grace. 

Trust  in  the  Lord,  for  ever  truit. 
And  banish  all  your  fears  ; 

Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells, 
Eternal  as  His  years. 
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What  though  the  rebels  dwell  on  high. 
His  arm  shall  bring  them  low  ; 

Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave 
Their  lofty  heads  shall  bow. 

On  Babylon  our  feet  shall  tread 

In  that  rejoicing  hour  ; 
The  ruins  of  her  walls  shall  spread 

A  pavement  for  the  poor. 


THE  KINGDOM  OF  CHRIST. 

Lo,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  our  believing  eyes  ! 
The  earth  and  sea  are  pass*d  away. 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

From  the  third  heaven,  where  God  reudes. 

That  holy  happy  place, 
The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down, 

Adom'd  with  shining  grace. 

Attending  angels  shout  for  joy, 

And  the  bright  armies  sing, 
"  Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 

Of  your  descending  King. 

The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 

Removes  His  blest  abode ; 
Men  the  dear  objects  of  His  graoe» 

And  He  the  loving  God. 

His  own  «ofl  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye. 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefe,  and  fears. 

And  death  itself  shall  die." 

H©w  long,  dear  Saviour  !  oh,  how  long 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time. 

And  bring  the  welcome  day. 


ISAAC  WATTS,   D.D.  583 

ADOPTION. 

Behold  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  hath  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God ! 

*Tis  no  surprising  thing 
That  we  should  be  unknown  ; 
The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 
God's  everlasting  Son. 

Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  must  be  made ; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here. 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

A  hope  so  much  Divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  Thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  rest  upon  my  heart 

We  would  no  longer  He 
Like  slaves  beneath  Thy  throne ; 
My  faith  shall  "Abba,  Father,"  cry. 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 


LIFE,  THE  DAY  OF  GRACE. 

Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t' insure  the  great  reward  ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  bum, 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given, 
To  *scape  from  hell,  and  fly  to  heaven, - 
The  day  of  grace, — and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 
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SALVATION  BY  GRACE. 

Lord,  we  confess  our  numerous  faults, 
How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ! 

Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts. 
And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 

But,  O  my  soul,  for  ever  praise, 

For  ever  love  His  name, 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dang'rous  ways 

Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness 
Which  our  own  hands  have  done. 

But  we  are  sav'd  by  sovereign  grace 
Abounding  through  His  Son. 

'Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God 

That  all  our  hopes  begin  ; 
*Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood 

Our  souls  are  wash'd  from  sin. 

*Tis  thro*  the  purchase  of  His  death, 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree. 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 

On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 

Raised  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew  ; 

And,  justified  by  grace, 
We  shall  appear  in  glory  too. 

And  see  our  Father's  face. 


THE  REPENTING  PRODIGAL. 

Behold  the  wretch  whose  lust  and  wine 

Had  wasted  his  estate  ; 
He  begs  a  share  amongst  the  swine, 

To  taste  the  husks  they  eat ! 

"  I  die  with  hunger  here,"  he  cries  ; 

**  I  starve  in  foreign  lands  ; 
My  father's  house  has  large  supplies. 

And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 
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He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 
Pour'd  out  His  cries  land  tears, 

And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruised  reed  He  never  breaks, 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 
His  mercy  and  His  power, 

We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 
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THE  EXAMPLE  OF  CHRIST. 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will. 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  Divine, 
I  would  transcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witness'd  the  fervour  of  Thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflict,  and  Thy  victory  too. 

« 

Be  Thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


FAITH  IN  CHRIST  OUR  SACRIFICE. 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 
On  Jewish  altars  slain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace. 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 


Mir  rid 

Forbid  ] 
AUthei 
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Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  Divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


GREAT  GOD,  WITH  WONDER  AND  WITH  PRAISE. 

Great  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praise, 

On  all  Thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  still  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

Shine  brighter  in  Thy  book. 

The  stars  that  in  their  courses  roll, 

Have  much  instruction  given  ; 
But  Thy  good  word  informs  my  soul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  show 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord  ; 
But  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  Thy  most  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choicest  treasures  hid  ; 

Here  my  best  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  desires  are  satisfied. 

And  hence  my  hopes  arise. 

Lord,  make  me  understand  Thy  law, 

Show  what  my  faults  have  been. 
And  from  Thy  gospel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  sin. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Christ  has  died 

To  save  my  soul  from  hell ; 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  beside 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more, 

Ahd  take  a  fresh  delight. 
By  day  to  read  these  wonders  o*er, 

And  meditate  by  night. 


Behold  the  UUnd*  *lfll1I 
And  Europe  her  best  tribulc  brings  ; 
From  north  to  wiuih  the  princes  med 
To  pay  their  homiige  at  Ilia  feet. 

Th«e  Persia,  glorious  to  beboli]. 
There  India  sUnes  ia  ea^em  gold; 
And  batt)'ti>ui  nations  at  His  word, 
Submit,  nnd  bow,  and  own  Iher  Lon 

For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  mad 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  HU  hem 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  iluU  da 
With  eveiy  morning  sscrifice. 

People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  MOg 
And  infant  voices  shall  procluiBl 
Thar  early  blessings  on  Hli  nJUlM. 

Blessings  abound  where'er  He  r^t-"-- 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  hU  ck 
The  weary  find  etemai  rest. 
And  all  the  sons  frfwint«ff 
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THE  SPIRIT  IMPLORED. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick' ning  powers  ; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below. 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys ; 
Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 

To  reach  eternal  joys. 

In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise  ; 
Hosannahs  languish  on  our  tongues. 

And  our  devotion  dies. 

Dear  Lord  I  and  shall  we  ever  lie 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 

And  Thine  to  us  so  great ! 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick'ning  powers  ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 

And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

THE  GOSPEL  INVITATION. 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend. 

And  every  heart  rejoice  ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds 

With  an  inviting  voice. 

Ho  I  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls. 

That  feed  upon  the  wind. 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 

To  fill  an  empty  mind. 

Eternal  Wisdom  has  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast. 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 


Like  Saoii  of  milk  utd  «ifll^' 

To  perishing  and  naked  poor 
Who  work  with  mighly  pain. 

To  weave  a  Barment  ri  your  own 
Thai  will  not  hide  your  ud. 

Come  naked,  and  adorn  irooisoali 
In  robes  prepared  by  God, 

Wroughlhy  the  labauis  of  Uls  Si« 
And  dyed  in  His  owa  blood. 


ofTbrle 


Dear  God  I  the 

Are  EYcrlasling 
Deep  as  our  helpless  miseriei  are. 
And  boundless  as  onr  sins. 

The  happy  gate*  of  gospel  gnu 
Stand  open  night  and  day  : 

Lord,  we  are  come  lo  seek  SDpp&a 
And  diive  our  wants  away. 


cHRisTiAs  Assumuitas.! 
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Firm  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands ; 

And  He  can  well  secure 
What  I've  committed  to  His  hands, 

Till  the  decisive  hour. 

Then  will  He  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  His  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  HOPE. 

1  Peter  L  3—5. 

Blest  be  the  everlasting  God, 

The  Father  of  our  Lord ! 
Be  His  abounding  mercy  prais'd, 

His  majesty  ador'd  I 

When  from  the  dead  He  rais'd  His  Son, 

And  caird  Him  to  the  sky, 
He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope 

That  they  should  never  die. 

What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  ^esh  to  see  the  dust, 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rose, 

So  all  His  followers  must. 

There's  an  inheritance  Divine, 

Reserved  against  that  day, 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undefil'd. 

And  cannot  waste  away. 

Saints,  by  the'  power  of  God,  are  kept 

Till  the  salvation  come ; 
We  walk  by  faith,  as  strangers  here. 

Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 


Q  Q 
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MORNING  HYMN.» 

See  the  day-spring  from  afar. 
Ushered  by  the  morning  star ! 
Haste  to  Him  who  sends  the  light. 
Hallow  the  remains  of  night 

Souls»  put  on  your  glorious  dress. 
Waking  into  righteousness ; 
Clothed  with  Christ,  aspire  to  shine. 
Radiance  He  of  light  Divine; 

Beam  of  the  eternal  Beam, 
He  in  God,  and  God  in  Him ! 
Strive  we  Him  in  us  to  see, 
Transcript  of  the  Deity. 

Burst  we  then  the  bands  of  death. 
Raised  by  His  all-quickening  breath ; 
Long  we  to  be  loosed  from  earth. 
Struggle  into  second  birth. 

Spent  at  leng^  is  nature^s  night : 
Christ  attends  to  give  us  light, 
Christ  attends  Himself  to  give; 
God  we  now  may  see,  and  live. 

•  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    1739. 
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Though  the  outward  man  decay, 
Form'd  within  us  day  by  day 
Still  the  inner  man  we  view, 
Christ  creating  all  things  new. 

Turn,  O  turn  us.  Lord,  again. 
Raiser  Thou  of  fallen  man ; 
Sin  destroy,  and  nature's  boast, 
Saviour  Thou  of  spirits  lost. 

Thy  great  will  in  us  be  done. 
Crucified  and  dead  our  own ; 
Ours  no  longer  let  us  be, 
Hide  us  from  ourselves  in  Thee. 

Thou  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way. 
Suffer  us  no  more  to  stray : 
Give  us.  Lord,  and  ever  give. 
Thee  to  know,  in  Thee  to  live. 


EVENING  HYMN.* 

Omnipresent  God,  whose  aid 

No  one  ever  ask'd  in  vain, 
Be  this  night  about  my  bed, 

Every  evil  thought  restrain ; 
Lay  Thy  hand  upon  my  soul, 

God  of  my  unguarded  hours. 
All  mine  enemies  control. 

Hell,  and  earth,  and  nature's  powers. 

Frail,  alas !  my  nature  is, 

Ever  sinking  into  sin ; 
I  cannot  from  sinning  cease. 

All  unholy,  all  unclean ; 
Yet  to  Thee  for  help  I  seek, 

Perfect,  Lord,  Thy  strength  in  me  ; 
I  am  strong,  when  I  am  weak — 

Weak  myseH  but  strong  in  Thee. 

From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.'*   1749* 

Q  Q  2 


O  Thou  JHiIous  God,  come  down, 

Goil  of  sjwlJess  purity ; 
Claim,  and  seize  me  for  Tldnc  gwi 

Consecrate  my  hear!  to  Thee. 
Under  Thy  protection  take, 

•Songs  in  the  nighl-soiMin  give; 
Lei  mi;  sleep  to  Thee,  and  xnke. 

Let  me  die  to  Tbec,  and  lire, 

Only  tell  me  I  am  Thine, 

And  Thou  wilt  not  tutfi  Thy  rigl 
Answer  me  in  dreami  Divlnt — 

Dreams  and  virions  of  the  Dig^L 
Biii  my  soul  in  sleep  gn  on, 

Restlessly  its  Goii  doire  i 
Mourn  for  God  in  cv«y  erocn, 

God  in  everjf  thought  require. 

Loose  me  from  tlie  chajns  of  seme^ 
Set  me  from  my  body  6«e, 

Draw  wilh  stronger  ioflucnec 

My  unfetter'd  h)u1  to  TlMB^^H 
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Oh  that  I  might  know  Thee  mine ! 

Oh  that  1  might  Thee  receive ! 
Only  live  the  life  Divine, 

Only  to  Thy  glory  live  1 

Or,  if  Thou  my  soul  require 

E'er  I  see  the  morning  light, 
Grant  me,  Lord,  my  heart's  desire, 

Perfect  me  in  love  to-night ; 
Finish  Thy  great  work  of  love, 

Cut  it  short  in  righteousness; 
Fit  me  for  the  realms  above, 

Change,  and  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

HYMN  FOR  THE  NATIVITY  OF  OUR  LORD/ 

All  glory  to  God  in  the  sky, 

And  peace  upon  earth  be  restored ; 
O  Jesus,  exalted  on  high. 

Appear  our  omnipotent  Lord  ! 
Who,  meanly  in  Bethlehem  bom, 

Didst  stoop  to  redeem  a  lost  race. 
Once  more  to  Thy  creature  return. 

And  reign  in  Thy  kingdom  of  grace. 

When  Thou  in  our  flesh  didst  appear, 

All  nature  acknowledged  Thy  birth  ; 
Arose  the  acceptable  year, 

And  heaven  was  open'd  on  earth : 
Receiving  its  Lord  from  above. 

The  world  was  imited  to  bless 
The  Giver  of  concord  and  love. 

The  Prince  and  the  Author  of  peace. 

O  wouldst  Thou  again  be  made  known. 

Again  in  Thy  Spirit  descend, 
And  set  up  in  each  of  Thine  own 

A  kingdom  that  never  shall  end. 
Thou  only  art  able  to  bless. 

And  make  the  glad  nations  obey. 
And  bid  the  dire  enmity  cease, 

And  bow  the  whole  world  to  Thy  sway. 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  the  Nativity  of  our  Lord."   Z744* 
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Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led. 
Following  our  exalted  Head  : 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise  ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies  ! 

What  though  once  we  perish'd  all. 
Partners  in  our  parents'  fall  ? 
Second  life  we  all  receive. 
In  our  heavenly  Adam  live. 

Risen  with  Him,  we  upward  move ; 
Still  we  seek  the  things  above ; 
Still  pursue  and  kiss  the  Son, 
Seated  on  His  Father's  throne ; 

Scarce  on  earth  a  thought  bestow. 
Dead  to  all  we  leave  below  ; 
Heaven  our  aim  and  loved  abode. 
Hid  our  life  with  Christ  in  God  I 

Hid,  till  Christ  our  life  appear. 
Glorious  in  His  members  here  ; 
Join'd  to  Him,  we  then  shall  shine, 
All  immortal,  all  Divine  I 

Hail  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  I 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given  ; 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now  ! 
Hail,  the  resurrection  Thou  ! 

^^^g  of  glory,  Soul  of  bliss  ! 
Everlasting  life  is  this. 
Thee  to  know.  Thy  power  to  prove, 
Thus  to  sing,  and  thus  to  love  ! 


FOR  ASCENSION  DAY.* 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise, 
Ravish'd  from  our  wishful  eyes  ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Re-ascends  His  native  heaven. 

^  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."   1739. 
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There  we  shall  with  Thee  remain, 
Partners  of  Thy  endless  reign  ; 
There  Thy  face  unclouded  see, 
Find  our  heaven  of  heavens  in  Thee. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE.^ 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  : 

Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth*s  remotest  boimd. 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

Jesus,  our  great  High-priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made  : 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 

The  year,  etc 

Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  through  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive  ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live  : 

The  year,  etc 

Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above. 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesu*s  love  : 

The  year,  etc 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  New  Year's  Day.**   1750. 
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E'en  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before. 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 

On  the  eternal  shore. 

Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join. 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crown*d, 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign, 

To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 
O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide  ! 

O  that  the  word  were  given  I 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide, 

And  land  us  all  in  heaven  ! 


DIVINE  LOVE.* 

Love  Divine,  all  loves  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down  ; 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  ; 
Jesu,  Thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation. 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest : 
Take  away  our  power  of  sinning. 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver  I 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive  ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave. 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the 
Blood  of  Jesus  Chzist."   1746. 
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Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  Him  His  right. 
All  glory,  and  power,  and  wisdom,  and  might, 
All  honour,  and  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 


HYMN  ON  CONVERSION.* 

• 

O  FOR  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise  ! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

• 

My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim. 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 

The  honours  of  Thy  name. 

Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears. 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 

'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace  ! 

He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelled  sin  ; 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, — 

His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  His  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 

The  humble  poor  believe. 

Hear  Him,  ye  deaf !  His  praise,  ye  dumb, 

Your  loosen'd  tongues  employ ! 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come, 

And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy  I 

»  This  hymn,  as  published  by  Charles  Wesley  in  his  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems"  X740,  extends  to  eighteen  verses.  The  first  six  and  last  foiir  verses 
have  not  been  reproduced,  and  are  here  omitted. 
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'Tis  all  in  vain  to  hold  Thy  tongue, 

Or  touch  the  hollow  of  my  thigh : 
Though  every  sinew  be  unstrung, 

Out  of  my  arms  Thou  shalt  not  fly ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain, 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long  I 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 

When  I  am  weak  then  I  am  strong. 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  foil, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 

My  strength  is  gone,  my  nature  dies, 

I  sink  beneath  Thy  weighty  hand. 
Faint  to  revive,  and  fall  to  rise  ; 

I  fall,  and  yet  by  faith  I  stand. 
I  stand,  and  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak. 

But  confident  in  self-despair; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak ; 

Be  conquer'd  by  my  instant  prayer ; 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move, 
And  tell  me  if  Thy  name  is  Love. 

'Tis  Love,  'tis  Love  !  Thou  diedst  for  me ; 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart ; 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee ; 

Pure,  universal  Love  Thou  art. 
To  me,  to  all  Thy  bowels  move. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

My  prayer  hath  power  with  God ;  the  grace 

Unspeakable  I  now  receive. 
Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  face; 

I  see  Thee  face  to  face,  and  live. 
In  -vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 


Hath  lose  with  lieiling  in  His  wi 
Wither'd  my  nature's  ttfength  ;  froi 

My  soul  its  life  and  succour  bring 
My  help  is  all  laid  up  ibove. 
Thy  Diiure  and  Thy  Mine  Is  Lo»e. 

Contented  now,  upon  roy  thigti 
I  halt,  till  life's  short  journey  aid 

All  helplessnesi,  all  n-eakntsl  I 
On  Thee  alone  for  stienglit  depa 

Nor  have  I  power,  from  The^  to  Ql 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  n»me  is  Love. 

Lame  nx  I  am,  I  tike  the  prey. 
Hell,  earth,  and  sin.  with  «a«e  «'( 

I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way. 
And  as  1  bounding  hart  fly  iMm^ 

Through  all  eternity  to  prore 

Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 


AFTER  A  RELAPSE  INTO  SI 
Depth  ofn 
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I  mj  Master  have  denied, 
I  aJiresh  have  crndlied. 

Oft  profiuied  His  hiUoVd  name, 
Put  Him  to  an  open  shame. 


I  have  spilt  His  precious  blood. 
Trampled  on  the  Sod  of  God  ; 
FiU'd  with  pangs  unspeakable, 


Lo,  I  cumber  still  the  ground  I 
Lo,  an  Advocate  is  found, — 
"  Hasten  not  to  cut  him  down, 
Let  this  barren  soul  atone." 


Jesus  speaks,  and  pleads  His  blood. 
He  disarms  the  wratb  of  God  ; 
Now  my  Father's  bowels  move, 
Justice  lingers  into  love. 

Kindled  His  relentings  are ; 
Me  He  now  delights  to  spare; 
Cries,  "  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?" 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

Whence  to  me  this  waste  of  love! 
Ask  roy  Advocate  above; 
See  the  cause  in  Jesu's  lace. 
Now  before  the  throne  of  grace- 


There  foi'me  the  Saviour  stands; 
Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands  ; 
God  is  love  I  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  but  loves  me  still- 
Jesus,  answer  from  above, — 
Is  not  all  Thy  nature  love  ! 
Wilt  Thou  not  the  wrong  forget? 
Suffer  me  to  kiss  Thy  feet? 
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If  I  rightly  read  Thy  heart. 
If  Thou  all  compassion  art. 
Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Pardon  and  accept  me  now. 

Pity  from  Thine  eye  let  fall ; 
By  a  look  my  soul  recall ; 
Now  the  stone  to  flesh  convert ; 
Cast  a  look,  and  break  my  heart. 

Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore ; 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  WATCH-NIGHT.* 

Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 

Before  whose  bar  severe. 
With  holy  joy  or  guilty  dread. 

We  all  shall  soon  api>ear  ; 
Our  cautionM  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day. 
And  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care. 

And  stir  us  up  to  pray. 

To  pray  and  wait  the  hour. 

The  awfiil  hour  unkno^m, 
WTien,  robed  in  majesty  and  pK>wcr, 

Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down. 
The  immortal  Son  of  man. 

To  judge  the  human  race. 
With  all  Thy  Father's  dazzling  train. 

With  all  His  glorious  grace. 

To  damp  our  earthly  joys. 
To  increase  our  gracious  fears. 

For  ever  let  the  archangel's  voice 
Be  sounding  in  our  ears : 

"  From  *'  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,"  vol.  Ei.  1749. 
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The  solemn  midnight  cry — 
"Ve  dead,  the  Judge  is  come; 

Arise,  and  meet  Him  in  the  skj, 
And  meet  your  instant  doom. " 

Oh  may  we  thus  be  found, 
Obedient  to  His  word  ! 

Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound. 
And  looking  for  our  Lord  I 


Ohm 


ethus 


Our  lot  among  the  blest  I 
And  watch  a  moment,  to  seen 
Ad  everlasting  rest. 

IN  TEMPTATION.* 
Jeso,  lover  of  my  soul, 

le  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 


Whi 


■  the  n, 


■sroll. 


\Vhile  the  tempest  still  b  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  slorm  of  life  is  pa£t ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hang5  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee  ; 
Leave,  nh  '.  leave  me  not  itone, 

Stiil  supporl  and  comfort  me  : 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stay'd  ; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadoiv  of  Thy  wing. 

Wilt  Thou  not  regard  my  caU  ! 

Wilt  Thou  not  accept  my  prayer  ? 
Lo  1  I  sink,  I  faint,  1  fall : 

Lo  !  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care. 
Reach  me  out  Thy  gracious  hand  ; 

While  I  of  Thy  strength  receive, 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand. 

Dying,  and  behold  I  live  ! 
*  Fiom  "  HyiDiis  and  Sacnd  Poann."    1740- 


0  LovB  Divine,  how  sw«t  Thnn  an  ! 
Wheu  shall  1  find  my  witUng  heart 
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1  ihirst,  and  fninl,  and  die  lo  jirove 
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TheloveofChrisltoinel 

Sirongcr  HLs  love  than  death  m  bell ; 
Il«  riches  are  nnseaixhahle  : 

The  fireibom  sons  af  light 
Desire  in  vain  iB  depth  to  See  ; 
Tliey  cannot  reach  the  mjrsterTr, 

The  length,  and  breadth,  and  heighr. 

God  only  knows  the  love  of  CoA  : 
O  that  it  now  were  ihed  abroad 

In  tliis  poor  stony  heart  I 
For  love  1  sigh,  for  love  1  pine : 
Tins  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine, 

Be  mine  thi^  bcller  part  1 
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• 

O  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet ! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice  : 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  I 

O  that,  with  humbled  Peter,  I 
Could  weep,  believe,  and  thrice  reply, 

My  faithfulness  to  prove ; 
Thou  know'st  (for  all  to  Thee  is  known), 
Thou  know'st,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone. 

Thou  know'st  that  Thee  I  love. 

O  that  I  could,  with  fcivour'd  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ; 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  Thcc 

My  everlasting  rest 

Thy  only  love  do  I  require. 
Nothing  in  earth  beneath  desire, 

Nothing  in  heaven  above  ; 
Let  earth,  and  heaven,  and  all  things  go ; 
Give  me  Thy  only  love  to  know. 

Give  me  Thy  only  love. 


IN  A  STORM.* 

Glory  to  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 
Bids  the  tempestuous  wind  arise : 

Glory  to  Thee,  the  sovereign  Lord 
Of  air,  and  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies. 

Let  air,  and  earth,  and  skies  obey, 
And  seas  Thy  awiiil  will  perform  : 

From  them  we  learn  to  own  Thy  sway, 
And  shout  to  meet  the  gathering  storm. 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.**   1740. 


Joyful  flU  yt  ni 

Join  the  Uinnipb  of  the  skits  ; 

Universal  nsture,  sty, 

"  Christ,  Ihe  Lord,  is  bom  U-day  I* 

Chrisl,  by  highest  heave 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord  1 
l^ie,  In  time,  behold  Htm  com^ 
Uffspring  of  II  virgin's  womb. 

Vcil'd  En  flesh,  Ihe  Godhead  see  f 

Hiil,  Ihe  incamate  Deity; 
Pleased  as  man  with  men  to  l 
Jesus,  our  /mmatiut/htrt ! 

I  Sacred  Paenu,'* 
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Hail,  the  heavenly  Prince  of  peace.' 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  righteousness  t 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings. 
Risen  with  heaJing  In  His  wings. 

Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by ; 
Bom,  that  man  no  more  may  die  ; 
Bom,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth  ; 
Bom,  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Come,  Desireof  nations,  come, 
Fin  in  us  Thy  humble  home  ; 
Rise,  the  woman's  cont)uering  Se«d, 
Bruise  in  us  the  serpent's  head. 

Now  display  Thy  saving  power, 

Now  in  myilic  union  join. 
Thine  to  ours,  and  ours  to  Thine. 

Adam's  likeness.  Lord,  efTace, 
Stamp  Thy  image  in  its  place  ; 
Second  Adam  from  above. 
Reinstate  us  in  Thy  love. 

Let  OS  Thee,  though  lost,  regain. 
Thee,  the  life,  the  heavenly  man ; 
Oh  to  all  Thyself  impart, 
Form'd  In  each  believing  heart  I 


GLORY  TO  GOD.' 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
God  whose  glory  fills  the  sky ; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, 
Man  the  well-beloved  of  Heaven. 

Sovereign  Father,  heavenly  King, 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing  ; 
Glad  Thine  allribules  confess. 
Glorious  all  and  numberless. 
•Fnm"HymiuuidSicrEdF«Dij.*    inf. 
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HlU!  brallTli7« 

H«U  I  the  r     "     " 

Thee  with  t) 

Lord  of  powa  and  God  of  lotib 

Christ  OUT  Lord  ud  God  «•  vmm- 
Christ,  the  Fadm'*  onlr  So^ 
Lamb  of  God  fot  riaasi  diH 

Saviour  of  of 

Bow  TMne  ew,  la 
Hear,  the  woild'* 
Jesu,  in  Thj'  nuM  we  p 
Take,  oh,  take  oar  ilM  mnj  I 

Powerfiil  Advooile  wlA  CM^ 
Justify  ns  by  Tlijr  bkwd  i 
Bow  Thine  ear,  hi 
Heai,  the  worid'i 


Hear ;  for  Thoo,  O  C 
Art  vith  Thy  gical  Fuller  «aB  J 
One  the  Holy  Gbott  wflk  Th^ 
One  supreme,  etcnal  Thnb 


HYMN  FOR  CHIUIHXK.* 

Gentle  Jenu,  tatA  nd  bO^ 
Look  upon  ■  little  dill^ 
Pily  my  rimpUdty, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  nae. 


Fain  I  would  to  Thee  lie  tni| 
Dearest  God,  fbrtrid  It  mt  t 
Give  me,  deareit  Gvi^  a  place 
In  the  kii^rdoiii  of  71^  gnkce. 

Put  Thy  hands  upon  my  head. 
Let  me  in  Thine  Mm  be  stay'd ; 
Let  me  lean  upon  Tlij  breast. 
Lull  me,  lull  me,  Lord,  to  resi 
*  From  "  Hymiu  ud  Sment  Potiw.' 


1 
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Holdm 


fast  in  Thy  embrace, 
Let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face  ; 
Give  me.  Lord,  Thy  blessing  give, 
Pray  for  me,  and  I  shall  lire. 


I  shall  live  the  ^mple  life. 
Free  from  sin's  uneasy  strife, 
Sweetly  ignorant  of  ill. 
Innocent,  md  happy  still. 

Oh  that  I  may  never  know 
What  the  widied  people  do ; 
Sin  is  contrary  to  Thee, 
Sin  is  the  forbidden  tree. 

Keep  me  from  the  great  offence. 
Guard  my  helpless  innocence; 
Hide  me  fiom  all  evil,  hide 
Self,  aofl  stubbornness,  and  pride. 

Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee, 

Thou  shalt  my  example  be  ; 
Thou  art  £eni!e,  meek,  and  mild ; 
Thoo  wast  once  a  little  child. 

Fain  I  would  be  as  Thou  art  j 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind. 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind. 


Meek  and  lowly  may  I  be. 
Thou  art  all  humility  ; 
Let  me  to  my  betters  bow. 
Subject  to  Thy  parents  Thoo. 

Let  me  above  all  fullil 
God  my  heavenly  Father's  will, 
Never  His  good  Spirit  grieve. 
Only  to  His  glory  live. 
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Thou  didst  live  to  God  alone. 
Thou  didst  never  seek  Thine  own. 
Thou  Thyself  didst  never  please, 
God  was  all  Thy  happiness. 
Loving  Jesu,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  gracious  hands  I  am  ; 
Make  me.  Saviour,  what  Thou  ait. 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 
I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy  pniise, 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days  ; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Christ,  the  Holy  Child,  in  me. 

THE  JUDGMENT  HYMN.* 
Lo  !  He  comes  with  clouds  descending. 

Once  for  favour'd  sinners  slain  ! 

Thousand,  thousand  sainis  attending. 

Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 

Hallelujah !  * 

God  appears  on  earth  to  reign  ! 
Every  eye  shall  now  beho[d  Him 

Robed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 
Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Htm, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing, 

Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

The  dear  tokens  of  His  passion 

Still  His  da2zling  body  bears. 

Cause  of  endless  exultation 

To  His  ransom'd  worshippers; 

With  vfhat  raplure 
Gaze  we  on  ihase  glorious  sous  ! 
Yea,  amen,  let  all  adore  Thee, 

High  on  Thine  eternal  throne  t 
Saviour,  lake  the  power  and  glory, 
Chdm  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own  ; 

Jah, Jehovah  ! 
Everlasting  God,  come  dowiu 
•  S«  Noli. 
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JOHN  WESLEY. 

John  Wesley,  second  son  of  the  Rev.  Samuel  Wesley,  and  brother  of  the  preceding  writer. 
was  bom  at  Epworth,  on  the  17th  June,  1703.  When  a  child,  he  narrowly  escaped  bein^r 
bamcd  to  death,  when  his  father's  rectory  was  set  on  fire  by  some  hostile  parishioners.  He 
was  educated  at  the  Charterhouse,  and  in  his  seventeenth  year  became  a  student  of  Christ 
Church,  Oxford.  When  at  the  university,  he  joined  some  other  earnest  youni^  men  in  forming  « 
a  rdigiotts  society.  The  members  met  for  social  prayer,  visited  the  poor,  relieved  the  desti- 
tote,  and  fasted  twice  a  week.  He  declined  beini;  nominated  as  assistant  and  successor  to  his 
father,  but  accepted  an  invitation  to  proceeil  to  the  new  colony  of  Georgia  as  a  misionary. 
Be  was  acctnnpanied  by  his  brother  Charles  and  others  of  his  Oxford  associates.  He  settled 
at  Savannah,  but  the  strictness  of  his  discipline  led  to  a  popular  outburst  and  to  his  return  to 
England.  On  his  way  to  Georgia  he  had  met  with  several  pious  Moravians,  and  on  his  return 
in  1758,  he  became  acquainted  with  Peter  Boehlcr,  the  Moravian,  whose  converse  led  to  an 
entire  change  in  his  religious  news.  Wesley  attached  himself  to  Mr.  Whitefield ;  but  their 
ministerial  union  was  speedily  broken  up  by  the  adherence  of  the  former  to  Arminian  tenets, 
and  the  strong  espousal  of  Calvinistic  doctrines  by  the  latter.  By  a  course  of  indefatigable 
itiniaancy,  with  the  aid  of  lay  preaching,  he  effected  a  renuu-kable  revival  of  evangelical  re> 
figion,  and  founded  the  religious  community  which  bears  his  name.  He  died  on  the  and 
March,  179X.  in  his  eighty-uiiUh  year. 

••  The  Rev.  John  Wesley,"  says  one  of  his  biographers,  "  had  a  pure  taste  for  poetry,  and 
himself  wrote  many  of  our  hymns,  but  he  told  me  that  he  and  his  brother  agreed  not  to  dls- 
tingu»h  their  hymns  from  each  other's."  On  this  account  it  is  impossible  to  determine  what 
hymns  were  written  by  him.  Tradition  assigns  to  him  six  or  seven  original  hymr.s,  and  it  is 
known  that  he  translated  twenty-nine  hymns  from  the  German,  two  from  the  French,  and  one 
from  the  Spanish. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SUPPORT.* 

O  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light, 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  Thee ; 
Oh,  burst  these  bonds  and  set  it  free  ! 

Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross. 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross  ; 
Hallow  each  thought,  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  Thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray. 

Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  way ; 

No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear, 

No  fraud,  while  Thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

When  rising  Hoods  my  soul  o*erflow, 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  Thy  timely  aid  impart, 
And  raise  my  head  and  cheer  my  heart. 

*  Translated  from  the  German  of  Gerhard  Terste^^. 
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Saviour,  where'er  Thy  steps  I  sec, 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  Thee  ; 
Oh,  let  Thy  hand  support  me  still. 
And  lead  me  to  Thy  holy  hiU  ! 

If  rough  and  thorny  be  the  way. 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day ; 
Till  toil  and  grief  and  pain  shall  cease. 
Where  all  is  calm  and  joy  and  peace. 


A  PARAPHRASE  ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.^ 

Father  of  all,  whose  powerful  voice 

Call'd  forth  this  universal  frame. 
Whose  mercies  over  all  rejoice, 

Through  endless  ages  still  the  same. 
Thou,  by  thy  word,  upholdest  all ; 

Thy  bounteous  love  to  all  is  show'd ; 
Thou  hear'st  Thy  every  creature's  call. 

And  fillest  every  mouth  with  good. 

In  heaven  Thou  reign'st,  enthroned  in  light. 

Nature's  expanse  beneath  Thee  spread  ; 
Earth,  air,  and  sea  before  Thy  sight. 

And  hell's  deep  gloom,  are  open  laid. 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  love  are  Thine; 

Prostrate  before  Thy  face  we  £U1, 
Confess  Thy  attributes  Divine, 

And  hail  Thee  sovereign  Lord  of  alL 

Thee,  sovereign  Lord,  let  all  confess. 

That  moves  in  earth,  or  air,  or  sky. 
Revere  Thy  power.  Thy  goodness  bless. 

Tremble  before  Thy  piercing  eye. 
All  ye  who  owe  to  Him  your  birth. 

In  praise  your  every  hour  employ; 
Jehovah  reigns  !  be  glad,  O  earth. 

And  shout,  ye  morning  stars,  for  joy  ! 

•  From  **  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."   1739. 
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Son  of  Thy  Sire's  etemil  love, 

Take  to  Thyself  Thy  mighly  power ; 
Let  all  earth's  sons  Thy  mercy  prove, 

Let  all  Thy  bleeding  grace  adore  ; 
The  Iriumphs  of  Thy  love  display. 

In  every  heart  reign  Thou  alone, 
Till  all  Thy  foes  confess  Thy  sway. 

And  glory  ends  what  grace  begun. 


Spirit  of  grace  and  health  and  power. 

Fountain  of  light  and  love  below, 
Abroad  Thine  healing  influence  shower. 

O'er  alt  (he  nations  let  it  flow. 
Inflajne  our  hearts  with  perfect  love. 

In  us  the  work  of  faith  fulfil ; 
So  not  heaven's  host  shall  swifter  move. 

Than  we  on  earth,  to  do  Thy  will. 

Father,  'tis  Thine  each  day  to  yield 

Thy  children's  wants  a  fresh  supply  ; 
Thou  clolh'st  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

And  hearest  the  young  ravens  cry. 
On  Thee  we  cast  our  care  ;  we  live 

Through  TTiee,  who  know'st  our  every  need ; 
Oh,  feed  us  wilh  Thy  grace,  and  give 

Our  souls  this  day  the  living  bread  I 

Eternal,  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 

Before  (he  world's  foundation  slain, 
Sprinkle  ua  ever  with  Thy  blood  ; 

Oh,  cleanse  and  keep  us  everclean. 
To  every  soul  (all  praise  to  Thee), 

Our  bowels  of  compassion  move ; 
And  all  mankind  by  ihis  may  see 

God  is  in  us,  for  God  is  love. 


Giver  and  Lord  of  life,  whose  power 
And  guardian  care  for  all  are  free. 

To  Thee,  in  fierce  temptation's  hour. 
From  sin  and  Satan  let  us  flee. 


By  nil  Thy  wotkss  be-piMtO^ni 
TT-.rice  Holy,  Thine  the  Idngilkini  l^ 

The  power  oranipolent  is  Tliine; 
And  when  cnued  nature  dies. 

Thy  ncvcr-ccuiog  glaries  ihiiie. 


THE  PILGRIM." 

How  hi,ppy  ii  th«  jiilgriBi'i  lot  I 
lluw  tite  Trnm  tvaj  uulOM  diM 

From  worldly  bope  nni]  few  I 
ConEincd  to  neither  i»urt  not  otQ 
His  soul  disilabu  on  tatth  la  dwc 

He  only  aojounu  here. 


His  happiness  in  jiart  Is  tnin^ 
Already  saved  from  self  detlgll. 

From  every  creaturti-love  I 
Blest  with  the  team  of  finite  f/Mi 
My  soul  islighlen'd  of  llslo^^  i 

And  Eceki  the  thmnafan^irt 
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I  have  no  sharer  of  my  heart, 
To  rob  my  Saviour  of  a  part 

And  desecrate  the  whole  : 
Only  betroth'd  to  Christ  am  I, 
And  wait  His  coming  from  the  sky, 

To  wed  my  happy  soul.     . 

• 

I  have  no  babes  to  hold  me  here. 
But  children  more  securely  dear 

For  mine  I  humbly  claim  : 
Better  than  daughters  or  than  sons, 
Temples  Divine  of  living  stones 

Inscribed  with  Jesu's  name. 

No  foot  of  land  do  I  possess,     • 
No  cottage  in  this  wilderness  : 

A  poor  wayfaring  man,  * 
I  lodge  awhile  in  tents  below. 
Or  gladly  wander  to  and  fro, 

Till  I  my  Canaan  gain. 

Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own, 
A  stranger  to  the  world,  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  despise  : 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight. 
And  seek  a  country  out  of  sight, 

A  country  in  the  skies. 

There  is  my  house  and  poAion  fair. 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there, 

And  my  abiding  home  : 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay. 
And  angels  l)eckon  me  away. 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

I  come,  Thy  servant,  Lord,  replies, 
I  come  to  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest : 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end  ; 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  Thy  breast 


Tliini 


i-:iyi 


Anycls  «i\b  liolh  wings  veil  the 
Vet,  free  as  air  Thy  bounty  strean 
On  all  Thy  works ;  Thy  mercT's  I 

Difluaive  as  Thy  son's,  arise. 
Astonish'd  at  Thy  frowning  brow, 
Earth,  betl,  and  heaven's  strong  p 

Tenible  majesty  Is  Thine  ! 
Who  then  can  thai  vast  love  exprc 
Which  bows  Thee  down  to  me,  w 

Than  nothing  am,  till  Thou  art 

High  throned  on  heaven's  eternal  1 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure  i 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is 
And  yet  Thou  deign'st  to  come  to 
And  guide  my  steps,  that  I,  with  ' 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endles 
Fountain  or  good,  all  blessing  flai 
From  Thee ;  no  want  Thy  fulness 

What  but  Thyself  caast  Thou  * 
Yes  :  self-sufficient  as  Thou  art. 
Thou  dost  desire  my  worthless  ha 

This,  only  this,  dost  Thou  requi 
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HelPs  armies  tremble  at  Thy  nod, 
And,  trembling,  own  the*  almighty  God, 

Sovereign  of  earth,  air,  hell,  and  sky  : 
But  who  is  this  that  comes  from  far, 
Whose  garments  roll'd  in  blood  appear  ? 

'Tis  God  made  man,  for  man  to  die. 

O  God,  of  good  the*  unfathom*d  Sea  ! 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  Thee  ? 

Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jesu,  Lover  of  mankind  ? 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind, 

With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite  ? 


SAMUEL  WESLEY. 

THB  eldest  brother  or  the  two  preceding  writers,  SAMUEL  WESLEY  was  bom  in  London, 
on  the  toth  February,  1690.  He  studied  at  Westminster  School,  and,  in  1711,  was  elected  to 
Christ  Church,  Oxford.  Having  graduated  A.M.,  be  became  usher  in  Westminster  School, 
and  took  orders.  In  173a,  he  was  appointed  Head  Master  of  Blundell's  School,  Tiverton, 
Devonshire.  His  death  took  place  on  the  6th  November,  1739.  The  foDowiug  hymns  are  tran- 
jKribed  from  a  quarto  volume,  bearing  title  "  Poems  on  Several  Occasions,  by  Samuel  Wesley, 
A.M.,"  London,  1736. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  PERSON. 

The  morning  flowers  display  their  sweets. 

And  gay  their  silken  leaves  imfold  ; 
As  careless  of  the  noon -day  heats, 

And  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

Nipp*d  by  the  wind's  unkindly  blast, 

Parch'd  by  the  sun's  directer  ray, 
The  momentary  glories  waste, 

The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

So  blooms  the  human  face  Divine, 

When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows  ; 
Fairer  than  spring  the  colours  shine. 
And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 

s  s 

I 


626  LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Or  worn  by  slowly  rolling  years. 
Or  broke  by  sickness  in  a  day  ; 

The  fading  glory  disappears. 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb. 
With  lustre  brighter  far  shall  shine. 

Revive  with  ever-during  bloom. 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

Let  sickness  blast,  and  death  devoor, 
If  heaven  must  recompense  our  pains  ; 

Perish  the  grass,  and  fade  the  flower. 
If  firm  the  word  of  God  remains. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Hail,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  order  of  the  Three  ; 
Sprung  from  the  Father  and  the  Word 

From  all  eternity ! 

Thy  Godhead  brooding  o'er  the'  abyss 

Of  formless  waters  lay. 
Spoke  into  order  all  that  is. 

And  darkness  into  day. 

In  lowest  hell,  or  heaven's  height. 

Thy  presence  who  can  fly  ? 
Known  is  the  Father  to  Thy  sight. 

The  depths  of  Deity. 

Thy  power  through  Jesu's  life  displayed 
Quite  from  the  virgin's  womb. 

Dying,  His  soul  an  offering  made. 
And  raised  Him  from  the  tomb. 

God's  image,  which  our  sins  destroy. 

Thy  grace  restores  below  ; 
And  truth,  and  holiness,  and  joy. 

From  Thee  their  Fountain  flow. 


HENRY   KIRKE  WHITE.  627 

Hail,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  third 

In  order  of  the  Three  ; 
TTironed  with  the  Father  and  the  Word 

Through  all  eternity ! 

A  HYMN  FOR  SUNDAY.  , 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise, 

In  concert  with  the  blest ; 
Who,  joyful  in  harmonious  lays. 

Employ  an  endless  rest. 

Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  Thee, 

We  blest  and  pious  grow  ; 
By  hymns  of  praise  we  learn  to  be 

Triumphant  here  below. 

On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 

Of  glory  was  displayed. 
By  God,  the  eternal  Word,  than  when 

This  universe  was  made  : 

He  rises,  who  mankind  has  bought 

With  grief  and  pains  extreme  ; 
'Twas  great  to  speak  the  world  from  nought, 

'Twas  greater  to  redeem. 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 

HRN'RV  Kirke  White  was  born  at  Nottingham,  on  the  aist  March,  1785.  His  father  was 
a  butcher.  For  a  period  apprenticed  to  a  stockini^-weaver.  he  subsequently  obtained  less 
irksome  employment  in  an  attorney's  office.  In  his  eighteenth  year,  he  published  a  volimie  of 
poems,  which  attracte<l  attention  and  commanded  the  admiration  of  the  poet  Southey.  His 
views  were  now  directed  towards  the  Church,  and  Mr.  Simeon,  to  whom  his  talents  became 
known,  procured  him  a  sirarship  in  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  During  two  years  at 
the  university,  he  greatly  distinguished  himself,  but  the  severity  of  his  application  overcame 
a  constitution  originally  feeble.  He  died  on  the  19th  October.  1806,  in  his  twenty-first  year. 
His  "  Remains  "  have  been  edited  by  Southey,  accompanied  with  an  interesting  memoir. 

THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

When,  marshall'd  on  the  nightly  plain. 

The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky. 
One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

S  s  2 


lUrk  !  Imck  I  to  God  tlw  cbttmi  bi 
From  every  host,  from  evciy  g 

But  one  atone  llie  Savioui  sp^lo, 
II  U  Ihe  btar  of  Bethlebem. 


Once  OD  the  raginc  MM  I  nid>  | 
The  storm  wu  land,  Ae  riH^  «H  4l 

The  ocean  yawn'd,  m  ' 
The  wind  tlut  toi^d  m/  ft 


When  suddeoly  >  Mv  u 


It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  taj  >tl  ; 

It  bade  ray  daik  forebodinjp  cease  ; 
And,  through  the  dorm  and  danger's  Ihi 

It  led  me  to  the  poit  of  peace. 


lely  moor'd,  my  perils  o'er, 
I'll  sing,  iirat  io  nifrhl'^  diodetn, 
or  ever,  and  for  evermote. 
The  star,  the  star  of  Bethlehem  t 


THE  HIDtNG-PLACE. 

Awake,  sweel  haip  of  Judah,  wake  I 
Relune  th;  stringi  for  Jetiu'  uke ; 
We  sing  the  Savknir  of  our  race, 
The  l-amb,  our  shield  and  htdiog-plMc. 

When  God's  right  ann  is  bared  for  ww. 
And  thunders  clothe  lin  cbudy  CU  ; 
Where,  where,  oh  where  shall  man  tctlie^ 
To  escape  the  horrora  of  Ilia  ire ! 

'Tis  He,  Ihe  Lamb ;  lo  Him  we  fly. 

While  Ihe  dreid  tempesi  passes  by  j 
G(xl  sees  His  weU-lwlovid's  lace, 
^nd  ^Qa.res  us,  in  our  hiding -place. 
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Thus,  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  scene, 
The  Lamb  is  our  unfailing  screen  ; 
To  Him,  though  guilty,  still  we  run. 
And  God  still  spares  us  for  His  Son. 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here  below. 
Pollutions  still  our  hearts  overflow  ; 
Fallen,  abject,  mean,  a  sentenced  race, 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding-place. 

Yet,  courage  ;  days  and  years  will  glide, 
And  we  shall  lay  these  clods  aside ; 
Shall  be  baptized  in  Jordan's  flood. 
And  washed  in  Jesus'  cleansing  blood. 

Then  pure,  immortal,  sinless,  freed, 
We,  through  the  Lamb,  shall  be  decreed  ; 
Shall  meet  the  Father  face  to  face. 
And  need  no  more  a  hiding-place. 


A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

O  Lord,  another  day  is  flown. 

And  we,  a  lonely  band. 
Are  met  once  more  before  Thy  throne, 

To  bless  Thy  fostering  hand. 

And  wilt  Thou  lend  a  listening  ear 

To  praises  low  as  ours  ? 
Thou  wilt,  for  Thou  dost  love  to  hear 

The  song  which  meekness  pours. 

And,  Jesus,  Thou  Thy  smile  wilt  deign. 

As  we  before  Thee  pray  ; 
For  Thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train, 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

Oh  let  Thy  grace  perform  its  part, 

And  let  contention  cease  ; 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Thine  everlasting  peace  1 


GuiDi 
POg. 
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When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  deaths,  and  hell's  destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 

Songs  of  praises,  songs  of  praises, 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

Musing  on  my  habitation, 

Musing  on  my  heav'nly  home. 
Fills  my  soul  with  holy  longing ; 
Come,  my  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Vanity  is  all  I  see  ; 
Lord,  I  long  to  be  with  Thee  ! 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

O'er  those  gloomy  hills  of  darkness, 
Look,  my  soul ;  be  still,  and  gaze ; 

All  the  promises  do  travel 
On  a  glorious  day  of  grace  ; 

Blessed  Jubilee, 
Let  Thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 

Let  the  Indian,  let  the  negro. 
Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 

That  Divine  and  glorious  conquest 
Once  obtain'd  on  Calvary  ; 

Let  the  gospel 
Word  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 

Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, 
Let  them  have  the  glorious  light. 

And  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night. 

And  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

May  the  glorious  days  approaching 
From  eternal  darkness  dawn. 

And  the  everlasting  gospel 

Spread  abroad  Thy  holy  name. 

Thousand  years, 
Soon  appear  ;  make  no  delay. 


Sole 
HMeo 
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In  Thy  presence  we  are  happy  ; 

In  Thy  presence  we*re  secure  ; 
In  Thy  presence  all  afflictions 

We  will  easily  endure  ; 
In  Thy  presence  we  can  conquer, 

We  can  suffer,  we  can  die ; 
Far  from  Thee,  we  faint  and  languish ; 

Lord,  our  Saviour,  keep  us  nigh. 


MRS.  WILSON. 

WR  have  placed  the  following:  hymn  under  the  name  of  MRS.  WILSON,  on  account  of  our 
finding  it  so  associated  in  the  CoUections.  We  have  failed  to  verify  the  authorship.  In  one 
Collection  the  date  of  1837  is  assi{n>ed  to  the  composition.  We  have  printed  firom  one  of  the 
earlier  copies. 

HEAVEN. 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blessM, 
Of  that  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 

And  oft  are  its  glories  confess'd ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 
Of  its  walls  deck'd  with  jewels  so  rare. 

Of  its  wonders  and  treasures  untold  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care, 

From  trials  without  and  within  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love. 

Of  the  robes  which  the  glorified  wear. 

The  Church  of  the  first -bom  above  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

Do  Thou,  Lord,  midst  pleasure  and  woe. 
Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare  ; 

And  shortly  I  also  shall  know. 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 
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He  was  a  Man  of  sorrows  !  He, 

Who  loved  and  saved  us  thus  ; 
And  shall  the  world  that  frown'd  on  Him 

Wear  only  smiles  for  us  ? 

No  !  we  must  follow  in  the  path 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  run  ; 
We  must  not  find  a  resting  place, 

Where  He  we  love  had  none. 


PRAISE  IN  AFFLICTION.* 

For  what  shall  I  praise  Thee,  my  God  and  my  King  ? 
For  what  blessings  the  tribute  of  gratitude  bring  ? 
Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  plen^,  for  health,  and  for  ease, 
For  the  spring  of  delight,  and  the  sunshine  of  peace  ? 

Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  flowers  that  bloom*d  on  my  breast, 
For  joys  in  perspective,  or  pleasures  possessed  ? 
For  the  spirits  that  heighten'd  my  days  of  delight. 
And  the  slumber  that  sat  on  my  pillow  at  night. 

For  all  this  should  I  praise  Thee,  and  only  for  this, 
I  should  leave  half  unsung  Thy  donation  of  bliss  : 
I  praise  Thee  for  sorrow,  for  sickness,  for  care. 
For  the  thorns  I  have  gathered,  the  anguish  I  bear. 

For  my  nights  of  anxiety,  watchinjg,  and  tears, 
A  present  of  pain,  a  perspective  of  fears  ; 
I  praise  Thee,  I  bless  Thee,  my  King  and  my  God, 
For  the  good  and  the  evil  Thy  hand  has  bestow'd. 

The  flowers  were  sweet ;  but  their  fragrance  is  flo^m. 
They  left  me  no  fruit,  they  are  wither'd  and  gone  ; 
The  thorn  it  is  poignant,  but  precious  to  me. 
As  the  message  of  mercy  that  led  me  to  Thee. 

*  This  hymn  has  been  frequently  assigned  to  Mre.  Elizabeth  Fry. 
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From  earth's  vast  and  hollow  womb, 
Music's  deepest  bass  may  come  ; 
Seas  and  floods,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Shall  their  counter-tenors  roar. 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing. 
Whistling  winds,  your  descants  bring  ; 
That  our  song  may  over-climb 
All  the  bounds  of  place  and  time, 
And  ascend,  from  sphere  to  sphere. 
To  the  great  Almighty's  ear. 

So,  from  heaven,  on  earth  He  shall 
Let  His  gracious  blessings  fall ; 
And  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be ; 
Where,  in  such  a  praiseful  tone 
We  will  sing  what  He  hath  done, 
That  the  cursM  fiends  below 
Shall  thereat  impatient  grow. 
Then,  O  come,  in  pious  lays, 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise  ! 


CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH,  D.D. 

THE  Ven.  Christopher  Wordsworth.  D.D..  was  born  in  1807,  and  was  educated  at 
Winchester,  and  at  Trinity  College.  Cambridge.  He  was  elected  a  Fdlow  of  his  College,  and 
Public  Orator  of  the  University.  In  1836,  be  became  Head  Master  of  Harrow.  In  1844,  he  was 
promoted  to  a  canonry  in  Westmin!>ter  Abbey.  Dr.  Wordsworth  has  published  an  edition 
of  the  Creek  Testament,  and  portions  of  the  Old  Testament,  with  notes,  and  many  theological 
and  several  historical  works  and  volumes  of  travels  in  Greece,  Italy,  and  France.  The  follow- 
infif  hymns,  from  his  pen,  are  transcribed  from  his  Collection  entitled  "  The  Holy  Year,"  or 
"  Hymns  for  Sundays  and  Holydays." 

SUNDAY. 

O  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 

Through  ages  joined  in  tune, 
Sing  Holy,  holy,  holy, 

To  the  great*God  Triune. 


LVRA   BRITANNIC*. 

On  Ihec,  «l  llie  crealion, 

The  llghl  fiiM  haii  itt  birth  ; 
On  Ihee,  for  our  KilvalioD, 

ChrisI  roM  Trom  depth*  of  cwth ; 
On  thee  our  Lotd  vicwriott* 

The  Splril  sen!  from  beami : 
And  ilius  Ml  thee  most  glartoui 

A  triple  llghl  was  fiiren. 

Thou  art  a  port,  protected 

From  storms  Ihal  round  tu  lise  i 
A  garden,  intcrsccled 

Witii  siceams  of  PandUe  i 
Thou  art  a  coolint;  tbunlaio 

In  life's  diy,  dreaiy  sand  : 
From  Ihec.  like  Pisgab's  mountMin. 

We  view  our  promised  land. 

Thou  art  a  holy  ladder. 

Where  angels  go  and  GOni*  ; 
Each  Sunday  finds  as  gladder, 

Nearer  to  heaven  our  hoiut. 
A  day  of  sweet  refection 

Thou  art,  a  day  of  lore  ; 
A  dny  of  resurrection 

From  larth  lo  ihingi  afaoic. 
To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falU ; 
To  holy  convocation* 

The  silver  Inimpel  catti, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowtue 

With  pure  and  radiant  bcunii 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-Tcfreshine  streutL 
New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  mir  day  of  ml, 
We  reach  the  rest  remainli^ 

To  spinu  of  the  lilesl. 
To  Holy  Ghmt  be  pnisCB, 

To  Father,  anil  to  Son ; 
The  Church  her  voioe  upd! 

T  o  TWe,  t.lesf  Three  in  Oao.  J 
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INTERCESSION  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Heavenly  Father,  send  Thy  blessing 

On  Thy  children  gathered  here ; 
May  they  all,  Thy  name  confessing, 

Be  to  Thee  for  ever  dear. 
May  they  be,  like  Joseph,  loving. 

Dutiful,  and  chaste,  and  pure. 
And  their  faith,  like  David,  proving, 

Steadfast  unto  death  endure. 

Holy  Saviour,  who  in  meekness 

Didst  vouchsafe  a  child  to  be, 
GUide  their  steps,  and  help  their  weakness  ; 

Bless,  and  make  them  like  to  Thee  ;  . 
Bear  Thy  lambs,  when  they  are  weary. 

In  Thine  arms  and  at  Thy  breast : 
Through  life's  desert,  dry  and  dreary, 

Bring  them  to  Thy  heavenly  rest. 

Spread  Thy  golden  pinions  o*er  them, 

Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  ; 
Guide  them,  lead  them,  go  before  them. 

Give  them  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
Temples  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

May  they  with  Thy  glory  shine. 
And  immortal  bliss  inherit. 

And  for  evermore  be  Thine. 


A  HARVEST  HYMN. 

Our  hearts  and  voices  let  us  raise 
In  songs  of  thankfulness  and  praise. 
Our  heavenly  Father's  love  to  bless. 
Which  crowns  the  year  with  fruitfulness. 

Cheered  by  Thy  sun  and  fostering  rain, 
The  valleys  wave  with  golden  grain  ; 
The  corn-fields  teem  with  ripen'd  shocks. 
The  stalls  with  herds,  the  folds  with  flocks. 


Ma^F  (lislant  climes  Thy  word  n 
Land  aUet  [and,  till  all  believe 
And  beai  Ihe  fruit  that  never  dl 

TU1  ciLFih  shall  bloom 


Shine  on  tis  with  Thy  jjlotioiii  htty 
Refiesh  m  with  Thy  gifts  of  gncc  j 
The  gifts  which  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
Were  shed  fioia  hes^-en  at  PeniMo* 

O  may  we,  like  a  fruilliil  field. 
To  Thee  a  rich  abundance  field  ; 
And,  as  the  fields  wiih  harvest  mivi 
Rite  from  the  furrows  of  ibe  pwv. 

So  when  the  angd -reapei*  come. 
And  Tliou  shalt  keep  Thy  fakrvM  h 
We  in  Thy  barn  may  ganer'A  he, 
Thy  heavenly  barn,  elematly. 

Praise  to  our  Gini  ond  Father  g^yt. 
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When  Thou  madest  heaven  and  earth. 
Angels  shouted  at  their  buth  ; 
Morning  stars  in  chorus  sang, 
When  the  world  from  darkness  sprang. 

When  in  sin  and  death  we  lay, 
Thou  didst  wake  us  into  day  ; 
Thou,  in  human  nature  bom, 
Wast  to  us  a  glorious  mom. 

When  Thou  didst  arise  from  death. 
We  were  quicken'd  by  lliy  breath  ; 
We  arose  with  Thee  our  Head, 
First -begotten  from  the  dead. 

Look  on  all  with  pitying  eye 
Who  in  heathen  darkness  lie  ; 
Scatter,  Lord,  their  shades  of  night, 
Dawn  upon  them  with  Thy  light. 


Send  to  us  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Give  the  light  of  Pentecost ; 
That  we  may  for  ever  bless 
Thee,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness. 

Keep  us  safe  from  harm  and  sin. 
Foes  around  us  and  within  ; 
May  we  know  Thee  ever  nigh. 
Ever  walk  as  in  lliine  eye. 

Lead  us  onward,  Lord,  we  pray, 
To  the  pure  and  perfect  day. 
Where  we  may  the  glory  see 
Of  the  blessed  Trinity. 

Glory  to  the  Father  be, 
Glory,  Light  of  Light,  to  Thee  ; 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Praise  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One. 

T  T 


HVMN  FOR 


«(xud3^| 


U?  to  the  throne  of  God  ii  bone 

The  voice  of  praise  at  ettiy  non  ! 
And  He  accrpis  the  puncnul  hjrm^ 
Sung  as  the  light  of  daj'  grcwi  dim. 

Nor  will  He  lura  Wis  w  ulde, 
From  holy  DfTerings  at  nooDlide  i 
Then,  here  reposing,  let  u*  raise 
A  song  of  gtaiiiude  nnd  jTiUe, 

Whai  liiough  our  burden  be  not  Uffa 
We  inu'.i  not  toil  from  mon.  to  itig^i 
The  respite  of  the  mWday  hour 
Is  in  the  thankful  avMwx'i  piv««c. 
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Look  up  to  heaven  !  the  industrious  sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run ; 
He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray, 
But  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord,  since  his  rising  in  the  east. 
If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed. 
Guide,  from  Thy  love's  abundant  source. 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course. 

Help  with  Thy  grace,  through  life's  short  day. 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west, 
When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest. 


ANDREW  YOUNG. 

Anurbw  Young  is  a  native  of  Edinburgh.  His  father,  David  Yoong,  was  upwards  of 
fifty  years  one  of  the  tnost  successful  teachers  in  that  city.  The  subject  <tf  ^his  noCke  passed 
throusfh  a  literary  and  theolof^ical  course;  ot  study  at  the  University  of  Edinbmifh.  In  18)0. 
he  was  elected  t^  the  Edinburgh  Town-Council  to  the  Head-Mastenhip  of  the  Niddry  Street 
SchooL  In  this  situation  he  remained  eleven  years.  In  1840.  M:  was  preferred  to  the  EngtkA 
Mastership  in  Madras  College,  St.  Andrews,  an  appointment  which  he  held  for  thirteen  ytan. 
Since  his  retirement  from  public  duty.  Mr.  Yutmg  h.xs  resuded  in  Edinbiirgh.  The  (oUawiDg 
Sunday-school  hymn,  which  he  comi>UNcd  many  years  ago,  appears  anonymously  In  the 
Collections.     A  correct  copy  has  been  kindly  supplied  to  us  by  the  author. 

THE  HAPPY  LAND. 

There  is  a  happy  land. 

Far,  far  away, 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh  how  they  sweetly  sing. 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King  ; 
Loud  let  His  praises  ring — 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

Come  to  this  happy  land. 

Come,  come  away  ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand — 

Why  still  delay  ? 

T    T 


i 


APPENDIX. 


WILLIAM   BALL. 

William  Ball  was  orij^nally  engaj^ed  in  legal  punuitK.  In  1835,  he  purchased  the  beautiful 
estate  of  Glen  Rothay,  near  Rydal,  Westmoreland.  He  has  employed  a  portion  of  his  time  in 
poetical  composition.  Among^  a  number  of  rolumes  which  he  has  printed,  intended  chiefly 
for  private  circulation,  are  "  Hymns  or  Lyrics."  1864,  x2mo ;  "  Notices  of  Kindred  and  Friends 
Departed."  1865 ;  and  "  The  Story  of  James  Seattle,  the  Aberdeenshire  Schoofanaster,  versi- 
fied." 1866.  Mr.  Ball  is  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends.  The  two  following  lyrics,  from 
his  pen.  have  been  inserted  with  his  permission. 


"THE  WORD  WAS  MADE  FLESH." 

Praise  to  Jesus  !    Praise  to  God 
For  the  love  He  sheds  abroad, 
Lightening  o*er  a  world  of  sin — 
Glowing  in  the  heart  within. 

For  the  pristine  promise  made 
E'en  in  Eden's  darkened  shade, 
For  the  light  of  sacrifice, 
Till  the  Morning  Star  should  rise. 

For  the  harp  of  prophecy. 
Singing  of  redemption  nigh  ; 
For  the  Branch  of  Jesse's  stem  ; 
For  the  birth  at  Bethlehem. 

For  the  sacred  standard  spread ; 
For  the  life  our  Pattern  led  ; 
For  His  precept  pure  and  true ; 
For  His  doctrine,  like  the  dew. 

For  His  love's  inviting  call. 

All  embracing,  seeking  all ; 

For  the  grace  and  truth  He  brought. 

For  the  ransom  He  hath  wrought. 


Ftos 
And 
TV 
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While  streams,  which  on  that  tide  depend. 

Steal  from  the  heavenly  shores  away, 
And  on  this  desert  world  descend, 
O'er  weary  lands  (o  stray. 

They  cheer  the  pilgrim,  nigh  to  sink. 

Who,  bending  'neath  his  load  of  woe. 
Delays  beside  the  verdant  brink 
Where  these  still  waters  flow. 


There,  fainting  soull  do  thou  repair, 

And  hover  o'er  the  hallow'd  spring, 
To  drink  the  crystal  wave,  and  there 
To  lave  thy  wearied  wing. 

There  droop  thy  wing,  when  far  It  flies 

From  earth's  vain  toil  and  ceaseless  strife, 
And  feed  by  these  still  streams,  that  rise 
Beneath  the  Tree  of  Life. 

It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  love 

Some  leaves  on  their  pure  tide  h«(h  driven, 
Which,  floated  from  the  shores  above. 
Are  sent  to  Ihec  from  heaven. 

So  shall  thy  pains  and  griefs  be  heai'd. 

By  the  blest  virtue  that  they  bring ; 

So  thy  parcb'd  lips  shall  be  unsealed. 

Thy  Saviour's  praise  lo  sing. 


DIVl 
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Thongt 
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Hkhi 
Thongb 
Prevent 

I  wail 


Hakes  a 

Andfi 


APPENDIX.  649 

When,  through  the  force  of  my  disease, 

I  cannot  think  on  Thee, 
O  Saviour,  still  my  faith  renew ; 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 

Justly  I  feel  Thy  chastening  rod. 

And  bow  my  conscious  head : 
Whilst  Thou  with  sweet  compassion.  Lord, 

Dost  smooth  my  mournful  bed. 

At  every  quick  returning  pain, 

Thou  giv'st  the  balm  that  heals  ; 
What  pangs  soe'er  the  body  pierce. 

All  that  the  spirit  feels. 

O  Father !  to  Thy  sovereign  grace 

I  every  comfort  owe : 
One  glimpse  of  Thy  paternal  face 

Disperses  all  my  woe. 


MRS.  CREWDSON. 

MRS.  J  AWE  CREWDSON,  net  jANE  Fox.  was  second  daughter  of  Ceon^e  Fox,  Eiiq.,  of 
Perraw,  Cornwall.  She  was  bum  in  October,  1809.  Of  remarkably  studious  habits,  she  became 
early  conversant  with  clav>ical  learning,  and  familiar  with  the  modem  lan(^ag^es.  In  1836,  she 
married  Thomas  D.  CrewiLson,  Esq..  of  Manchester.  Delicate  from  childhood.  Mrs.  Crewdson 
became  at  len^^h  a  confirmed  invalid.  For  many  years  she  was  confined  to  her  bed<hamber. 
She  bore  her  affliction  with  Christian  patience.  "  Now  as  a  constant  sufferer,"  communicates 
Mr.  Crewdton.  "  the  spiritual  life  dcepenin;^.  and  the  intellectual  life  retainini;  all  its  power. 
she  became  well  prepared  to  testify  as  to  the  all-sufliciency  of  her  Saviour's  lore.  Many  felt 
that  her  sick  room  was  the  highest  place  to  which  they  could  resort  for  refreshment  of  spirit, 
and  even  for  mental  recreation.  From  that  apartment  came  many  a  letter  of  earnest  sympathy, 
or  of  charming  playfulness."  During  her  period  of  illness,  she  produced  four  v<Mumes  of 
genuine  poetry—"  The  Singer  of  Eisenach,"  "  Aunt  Jane's  Verses  for  Children,"  "  Lays  of  the 
Reformation,"  and  "  A  Little  While,  and  other  Poems."  She  died  at  Suonroeriands,  near 
Manchester,  on  the  14th  September,  1863,  in  her  fifty-fourth  year. 

"A  LITTLE  WHILE." 
*'  What  is  this  that  He  saith,  A  little  while  f  "--7J>A«  xvi.  18. 

Oh  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  river. 
Making  life's  desert  places  bloom  and  smile  I 

Oh  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  **  for  ever," 
Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  **  little  while  !  '* 


J 


Then  read 


"A  little  w 

"Aliitle 

And  ihen,  a 

To  haste  t 

And  He,  wh 

T'fie  fiiiure 

With  the  brir 

Will  light, 
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That  thou  hast  lost  thy  skill. 
And  hasl  (oi^t  the  tuneful  melody  t — 
Thy  hand  hangs  feeble,  and  Ihy  heart  U  chill, 

And  thou  hast  lost  the  key  ! 

Exile,  lake  down  the  lyre  ! 
Shake  off  the  dusi  from  every  tuneless  string  ! 
Pass  thy  hand  softly  o'er  each  fragile  wire. 

Look  Zionwird— and  sing  ! 

Heavenward — (ill,  one  by  one. 
The  notes  of  joy  Ihy  silent  shell  o'erflow  ; 
The  song  they  sing  before  th-'  Saviour's  throne. 

Must  first  be  Icnnicd  below. 

Thou  canst  not  join  their  throng. 
Till  thou  hast  caught  the  key-note  of  their  strain  ; 
The  foreign  land  must  echo  the  home-song, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  once  slain." 

The  music  of  one  Name 
O'ertlows  the  courts  of  heaven  with  melody  ; 
And  pilgrim-lips  reply, — "  Worthy  the  Lamb, 
For  He  was  slain  for  me  !" 

PILGRIM  DISCOVERIES. 
I've  found  a  joy  m  sorrow, 

A  secret  balm  for  pain, 
A  beautiful  to-morrow 

Of  sunshine  after  rain. 
I've  found  a  brajich  of  healing 

Near  every  bitter  spring  ; 
A  whisper'd  promise  stealing 

O'er  every  broken  string. 
I've  found  a  glad  hosonna 

For  every  woe  and  wail, 
A  handful  of  sweet  manna. 

When  grapes  from  Eshcol  fail. 
I've  found  a  Rock  of  ages. 

When  desert  wells  were  dry  ; 
And,  after  weary  stages, 

I've  found  an  Elim  nigh. 
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I  bless  Thee  for  ihe  glad  increase, 

And  for  the  waning  joy ; 
And  for  this  strange,  this  settled  peace, 

Which  nothing  can  destroy. 


JONATHAN   EVANS. 


The  Rev.  Jonathan  Evans  was  bom  at  Coventry,  about  the  year  17^  He  was  orifrinally 
employed  in  a  ribbon  numufactory.  Receivinff  serious  impressions,  he  became  a  member  of 
the  Rev.  Geon^e  Burder's  Church,  at  Coventry.  His  thouj^hts  having  been  directed  towardi 
the  ministry,  he  purchased  a  building;  at  Foleshill,  in  1784.  and  there  commenced  preaching. 
A  congregation  was  formed,  and  in  April.  17^9.  he  was  ordained  to  their  pastonU  supcrinten- 
dence.    His  death  took  place  on  the  3t<-t  August,  1809.    Mr.  Evans  composed  several  hymns. 

The  foDowing,  which  first  appeared  in  I)r.  Kip|K)n's  Selection.  1787,  is  there  headed  F . 

A  preponderance  of  evidence  seems  in  favour  of  Mr.  Evans'  claims  to  the  authorship.  Sec 
Note. 


FINISHED  REDEMPTION. 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary  ; 

See  !  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder. 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  sky  ; 

"It  is  finished!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

**  It  is  finished  !"  O  what  pleasure 
Do  these  charming  words  afford  ; 

Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure, 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord  : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law  ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promis'd, 

Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 
"It  is  finished!" 

Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 


J 
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I  love  to  meet  among  them  now, 
Before  Jehovah's  feet  to  bow, 

Though  viler  than  them  all ; 
But  who  can  bear  the  piercing  thought, 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 
When  He  for  them  shall  call  ? 

Dear  Lord,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace  ; 
Oh,  let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face, 

In  this  my  gracious  day. 
Thy  pardoning  voice  oh  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear  ; 

Nor  let  me  fall  away. 

Among  Thy  saints  let  me  be  found. 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

To  see  Thy  smiling  face. 
Then  loudest  of  the  cfowd  I'll  sing. 
Till  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

The  riches  of  Thy  grace. 


COMFORT  OF  GOD'S  LOVE.  • 

The  world  can  neither  give  nor  take. 

Nor  can  they  comprehend 
Tliat  peace  of  God,  which  Christ  hath  bought, 

That  peace  which  knows  no  end. 

The  burning  bush  was  not  consum'd 

Whilst  God  remainM  there  ; 
The  three,  when  Jesus  made  the  fourth. 

Found  fire  as  soft  as  air. 

God's  furnace  doth  in  Zion  stand ; 

But  Zion's  God  sits  by. 
As  the  refiner  views  his  gold 

With  an  observant  eye. 

*  This  cento  was  composed  by  Lady  Huntingdon  from  Nos.  23  and  aS  of  John 
Mason's  Songs  of  FVaise,  1683. 
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Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  viclotious. 
Come,  and  reign  over  i 
Ancient  of  days  ! 
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ir  Lord,  ai 


Jes 

Scatter  our  enemies. 

And  make  them  fait : 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made, 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  slay'd  ; 

Lord,  bear  our  call  I 

Come,  Thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  swotd  : 

Our  prayer  attend  I 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless. 
And  give  Thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend  1 

Come,  holy  Comfartei-, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour  ; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  ev'iy  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power  1 


To  the  great  One  i 
Eternal  praises  be 

Hence,  eveimorf 
His  sovereign  majesty 
n  glory 


Thre. 


Andtt 


nily 
Love  and  ailore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 
Now  begin  the  heavenly  (heme. 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesu's  name ; 
Ye,  who  Jesu's  kindness  prove. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 
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MRS.  MADAN. 

Mrs.  MaDAN.  nee  JUDITH  COWPER,  was  only  daughter  of  the  Hon.  Spencer  Cowper.  one 
of  the  judges  of  the  Court  of  Conunon  Pleas,  and  niece  of  Lord  Chancellor  Cowper.  She 
became  the  wife  of  Colonel  Martin  Madan,  of  the  Guards,  and  was  mother  of  the  Rer.  Martin 
Madan,  the  subject  of  the  preceding  notice,  and  of  Dr.  Spencer  Madan,  Bishop  of  Peter- 
borough. Her  daughter,  Mrs.  Cowper.  composed  verses ;  she  is  likewise  introduced  in  this 
work.  Mrs.  Madan  was  considerably  gifted  as  a  poetess.  Several  sacred  lyrics  proceeded 
from  her  pen.  The  following  hymn,  composed  by  her,  was  published  in  the  appendix  to  the 
second  edition  of  the  Collection  used  in  the  diapel  of  the  Lock  Hospital  (17^ 


A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 

In  this  world  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Compass'd  round  with  many  a  care, 
From  eternity  we  borrow 

Hope  that  can  exclude  despair. 
Thee,  triumphant  God  and  Saviour, 

In  the  glass  of  faith  we  see  : 
Oh  assist  each  faint  endeavour. 

Raise  our  earth-bom  souls  to  Thee. 

Place  that  awful  scene  before  us 

Of  the  last  tremendous  day. 
When  to  life  Thou  shalt  restore  us ; 

Lingering  ages,  haste  away  ! 
Then  this  vile  and  sinful  nature 

Incorruptiou  shall  put  on  ; 
Life -renewing,  glorious  Saviour, 

Let  Thy  gracious  will  be  done. 


U  U  2 


ANONYMOUS. 
THE  HUXDREDTH  PSAJLMJ 


on  earth  do  dweO, 
t;  tbe  Lofd  vith  dieerial  voice ; 
Has  sesre  vt±  iar.  His  praise  forth  tdl ; 
C«a^  fc  hdbre  Him,  and  rejoioe. 


i:v  ^kc  ^fec  Lord  is  God  indeed  ; 
Wi^:«:  OCT  aid  He  did  us  make  ; 
We  ars  His  dodk.  He  doth  as  feed, 
d  iar  His  sheep  He  doth  as  take. 


06;..  eerfr  tha  His  ga:es  vith  praise, 
Arcr:*:i  with  wv  His  courts  onto  ; 

Prssse.  ^Kai.  asi  Kess  His  name  always, 
F^  X  is  secEsIr  so  to  do. 

Fcr  wir  ?  the  Lord  ocr  God  is  good, 

H25>  ,je.^»  is  ire  e\>er  sure  ; 
His  triri  a:  all  traes  SttxiIt  ssood, 

Aai  shall  frozi  a^  to  a^  endare. 


PRECIOUS  FROMISES.t 
Hew  ir=  a  Jocadxricr:,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 


T 


4J> 


£  30C  vjcr  fiiih  lh  Hi>  eJtceUent  word  ! 


Wbi:  =».«  can  He  siv  than  to  yoa  He  hath  said  ?— 
Yoc»  wbc  zntc  Jescs  for  refuge  ha\-e  fled. 

l~  exerr  ojalitic^ — in  sickness^  in  health, 

Iz  ivtertr's  'k-ile,  cr  xbouniisg  in  wealth, 

A:  hocie  arii  abrcvii,  on  the  land,  on  the  sea. 

As  thy  ia}^  ziay  viemasd  shall  thy  strength  ever  be. 

Fear  not ;  I  ai::i  with  thee  :  oh  be  not  dismayed  I 
L  I  aa  th.y  Gvxi.  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 
Pil  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  caase  thee  to  stand. 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  >>^"^ 

•  See  Noce.  t  See  Note. 
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When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  riveis  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow  ; 
For  I  will  be  with  Ihee,  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

When  through  tieiy  trials  Ihy  pathway  shall  Ue, 
My  grace  all-sul^cient  shall  be  thy  supply  j 
The  flames  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 
And  when  hoaiy  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  lea.n'd  for  repose, 

1  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  soul,  though  all  bell  should  endeavour  to  shake, 

I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake. 


REJOICING  IN  HOPE." 

Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee  ; 

Rejoice,  when  skies  are  bright ; 
Rejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night ; 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee 

That  all  at  lost  is  well. 
Then  let  thy  happy  spirit 

With  joyful  feelings  swell  I 

Look  back  on  eaily  childhood. 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  ! 
Who  then  upheld  thy  goings. 

And  tuned  thy  feeble  voice  t 
Look  back  on  youth's  gay  visions. 

When  life  one  gloiy  seem'd  ! 
Who  pouHd  those  rays  of  gladness. 

Which  on  thy  prospect  beam'd  I 

•See  Note. 


NOTES. 


Mrs.  Sarah  Flower  Adams,  pp.  i — 3. 

The  personal  history  of  Mrs.  Adams  has  hitherto  been  unknown  to  hymnolo- 
gists.  Collectors  of  hymns,  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic^  have  described  her  as 
an  American.  In  a  sketch  of  her  life,  an  American  hymnist  has  claimed  her  as  a 
native  of  New  York  state,  and  has  entered  into  some  particulars  as  to  the  chil- 
dren of  her  district  having,  on  her  decease,  chanted  some  of  her  hymns  over  her 
bier.  Dr.  Belcher,  the  respectable  author  of  '*  Historical  Sketches  of  Hymns," 
[1859,  8vo)  has  ascribed  to  her  the  authorship  of  "Adoration,  Aspiration,  and 
Belief,"  a  work  composed  by  her  sister.  Mrs.  Adams  is  enrolled  among  the 
American  poets  in  "  Lyra  Americana,"  a  collection  of  transatlantic  hymns,  pub- 
lished by  tne  Religious  Tract  Society  (Lond.,  1865,  lamo).  In  that  work,  and  in 
other  collections,  her  hymn  commencing  "Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,"  has 
been  altered  in  the  first  line  of  the  second  stanza — the  indefinite  article,  **  a," 
being  substituted  for  the  definite,  "  the."  Thus,  while  the  poetess  is  referrine  to 
the  journey  of  the  patriarch  Jacob,  when  he  rested  on  his  stone  pillow  at  Bethel, 
and  dreamed  of  the  ladder  of  God,  she  is  made  to  refer  to  an  imaginary  dream 
by  a  homeless  mendicant.    The  force  and  beauty  of  the  simile  are  lost. 

Joseph  Addison,  pp.  3 — 7. 

Addison  published  his  hymns  as  sequels  to  his  essays  in  the  S^iator.  The 
hvmn  beginning  " The  Lora  my  pasture  shall  prepare,  'is  appended  to  No.  441. 
The  hymn  which  we  have  entitled  "The  Firmament"  was  attached  to  No.  465. 
'*  How  are  Thy  servants  blest,"  appeared  at  the  conclusion  of  No.  489.  The 
composition  commencing  "  When  all  Thy  mercies,"  accompanied  No.  453. 

Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander,  pp.  9—11. 

Mrs.  Alexander's  hymn,  commencing  "When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken 
soul,"  appeared  in  "  Hymns  Descriptive  and  Devotional,  for  the  use  of  Schools  " 
(1858),  and  in  the  "  Legend  of  the  Golden  Prayer  "  (1859).  The  "  Hymn  for  Ad- 
vent "  was  originally  published  in  "  Verses  for  Holy  Seasons"  (1846).  A  version 
of  the  hymn  entitled  Faith  and  Heaven  "  appeared  in  "  Hymns  Descriptive  and 
Devotional,"  as  an  "  Evening  Hymn."    The  first  stanza  proceeds — 

"  The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

The  last  {;oId  lines  of  day ; 
Alonj;  the  mountain's  rosy  ver{^ 

(luw  fast  they  fade  away  : 
Oh  for  the  pearly  pates,"  etc 

In  its  present  form  the  hymn  was  published  in  the  "Legend  of  the  Golden 
Prayer." 

Henry  Alford,  D.D.,  pp.  15 — 19. 

In  the  last  edition  of  "Harvest  Home"  (Poetical  Works,  1865),  Dean  Alford 
has  substituted,  in  the  third  stanza,  the  third  and  fourth  lines  contained  in  the 
text,  for  the  following,  which  appear  in  all  former  editions — 

"  From  His  field  shall  purge  away 
All  that  doth  offend  that  day." 
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The  hyton  "  Worthy  Ae  Lamb ' 

of  Hymrn  for  tht  uh  of  ill ■" 

Atlcn,  ud  VTiIUam  u>d  Chri«opbe'r  Bal 


. .        .  .  snuinvd  in  tlw  appeadix 

iIhhc  Ihat  Kck  ud  iIkk  ih>t  Ban  B 


'E' 


■m»nd  Chriifi3pber  Baity.    Mr.  AUtfl'ft  prnalcijnjr  <]f  tLe  wi^ 

^_  ^ aa  of  Mr.  C.  D.  HfdcviUt,  uid  ihii  i,jmn  h  OEDOivd  u  ttt 

EonjpDHtuni  bT  bH  unli*]»»  "  J.  A.,"  in  hti  own  bAodwritias.     C*^* — '—  ^'— 
KBenlly  iKHbe]  the  hymn  to  ChiiilaphET  Bulv.    TIic  fqUanrinc 
by  Ur.  Mia,  w  the  protoTirpe  of  Mi.  Sbirkyt  bydu  cotoaem 

io'^^dd  Ctilieccion"^iia  lulboohif  u  dSau^br  Ur." 


The  hmn  whii 
by  Mr.  BcTTidec 


JOMH  Bit««ioc«.  pp.  J6— s«.  ^H 

bin  endlM  "  Pnya  lor  Huirintr."  «•  lint  publhlitf 
Sion'a  Sonsi"  I'^Bs  -  Tlw  fiiU.  woad,  and  ihinl  Hum 
mu  of  ChuicK  W«»ley.  on  Isaiah  Kxri^  ^  riHUimgd  ^  1^ 
Fcl  r^Hinsof  ibc  Holy  Scripcuru"  (trtol.  IbhAfvc^ 
s  and  ihnr  KyDuu  "  iLaciiL.  1K6,  Bvnl,  iht  Rev.  S.  W. 
-'      "WodcyMi  hyiiiHiiiciid«i>  li'*  unhang  allR] 

i„  ..  Vi,  1 >  >. HhMfiuIodtimBMk 

n  dw  araeaniwi  n( 

SlloM  01*0109  00- 


Chriitophcn  cofL.r 

■bii  oiRipantlag  of  Mr.  Betrkliie." 
IhaiWoilcy't  byran  vrat  publuhcd  tmntr^Bhne  ]ptfltn  p 
Bcrridgi't  rannKilion.    Many  of  Bcrridse'a  b|«»a  n 
MaitiDiu.    In  the  pnGicc  tu  hit  colltction  aWWea J '  Pi 


r.   Thefmlo 
L*.  Mr.  John  Aj 


"AUlbcbvmiuhan  bea 


!  bca  miiad,  and  fflany  of 
of  tbeo  bai  bun  Klrcud  ff 


13  from  the  renion  11 
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does  not  seem  to  have  composed  any  original  hymns.  Two  other  paniphrafes, 
which  have  been  attributed  to  him,  have  also  been  adapted  from  older  ver- 
sions. 

Respecting  the  authorship  of  the  Scottish  paraphrases,  modem  hymnists 
have  entered  into  some  unprontable  discussions.  In  Notes  and  Queries,  May  ai, 
1859,  appeared  a  list  of  authors  of  the  paraphrases,  communicated  by  a  corre- 
spondent— "  T.  G.  S.,"  and  dated  "  Edinburgh."  In  this  paper  the  fourth  para- 
phrase is  assigned  to  "  Robert  Blair,  author  of  'The  Grave."*  The  authorship 
of  three  other  paraphrases  is  denoted  by  the  name  "  Blair  "  being  placed  in  iuxta- 
position  with  their  respective  numbers  in  the  series.  A  London  hymnofogist, 
struck  with  the  official  aspect  of  the  list,  and  probably  xmaware  of  Dr.  migh 
Blair's  connection  with  the  paraphrases,  hastened  to  make  known  the  supposed 
discovery  that  Robert  Blair,  autnor  of  "The  Grave,"  was  also  entitled  to  reputa- 
tion as  a  hymn  writer.  The  information  was  accepted,  and  the  hymnist  was  con- 
sratulated,  in  a  memoir  of  Robert  Blair,  on  the  importance  of  his  discovery, 
lliere  was  error  throughout.  Robert  Blair  was  mentioned  in  Notes  and  Quevres 
as  author  of  the  fourth  paraphrase  only.  The  other  "  Blair  "  of  the  "  list"  was 
Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  of  Edinburgh.     But  error  did  not  stop  here.     One  of  the  para- 

fhrases,  the  44th,  ascribed  to  "  Blair,"  has  proved  to  be  a  cento  from  the  ^jrd  of 
)r.  Joseph  Stennett's  "  Lord's  Supper  Hymns,"  and  from  Hymn  6x4  m  the 
WesTeyan  Hymn-book,  one  of  Charles  Wesley's  compositions.  The  fourth  para- 
phrase assigned  in  the  list  to  Robert  Blair  consists  of  five  verses,  while  in 
the  original  version  of  "  Scriptural  Translations,"  issued  b^  the  General  Assembly 
in  1745,  only  three  verses  are  given^  and  those  much  inferior  to  the  present 
version,  and  totally  unworthy  of  the  mgenious  author  of  "The  Grave."  Robert 
Blair  died  in  1746.  We  have  now  before  us  a  letter  from  Robert  Blair,  Esq.,  of 
Avontown,  grandson  of  the  author  of  "  The  Grave,"  stating  that  his  ancestor  was 
not  known  to  his  descendants  as  having  composed  a  single  nymn  ! 

With  respect  to  the  list  of  paraphrase  writers,  we  have  received  a  communi- 
cation from  T.  G.  S.,  who  communicated  it  to  Notes  and  Queries.  ^  He  states 
that  his  information  was  not  derived  from  original  sources,  but  was  chiefly  drawn 
from  an  edition  of  the  paraphrases,  pul4ished  at  Edinburgh  in  1836,  with  notes 
by  Dr.  Stebbing. 

Jambs  Boden,  pp.  67—69. 

A  doubt  has  been  expressed  as  to  whether  Mr.  Boden  was  the  writer  of  the  h^n 
commencing  "  Ye  dying  sons  of  men,"  owing  to  its  insertion  in  the  first  edition 
of  his  collection  liBoi)  apart  from  his  acknowledged  originals,  but  with  the  sig- 
nature "  B— — ."  As  the  hymn  was  composed  by  him  so  early  as  his  twentieUi 
year,  he  may.  at  a  maturer  period,  have  hesitated  to  acknowledge  it.  That  he 
was  author  of  the  hymn  we  are  entirely  sati.sfied.  It  appears  in  two  different 
numbers  of  The  Gospel  Magazine  in  1777  ;   viz.  at  pp.  96  and  386.     At  both 

entries  it  is  subscribed  "  J s  B n/'  and  dated  "  Chester,"  where  Mr.  Boden 

was  then  resident.  That  the  skeleton  signature  did  not  represent  the  name  of 
another  would  appear  from  the  fact  that  bus  acknowledged  composition—"  Bright 
Source  of  everlasting  love,"  is  inserted  in  The  Evangelical  Magazine^  in  August, 
1798,  with  the  open  signature  "  B— — n,"  as  on  the  former  occasion. 

Michael  Bruce,  pp.  97 — xo6. 

The  hymn,  entitled  "  The  Millennium,"  which  we  have,  on  the  authority  of 
the  latest  editor  of  Bruce's  poems,  placed  among  his  composition.^,  has  been 
erroneously  assigned  to  him.  The  hymn,  with  some  slight  variations,  was  in- 
cluded in  the  "  Scriptural  Translations  and  Paraphrases,'  issued  by  authority  of 
the  General  Assembly*  in  1745 — the  year  before  Bruce  was  bom.  Ine alterations 
on  the  original  version,  there  is  every  reason  to  believe,  were  made  by  Logan. 

George  Buruer,  p.  107. 

The  Dismission  Hymn  has  been  so  commonly  assigned  to^  Mr.  Burder  by  col- 
lectors^ that  it  seems  necessary  we  should  justify  our  assertion  that  he  was  not 
the  wnter.    The  hymn  first  appeared  in  tne  collections,  in  1774.    Mr.  Burder 
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].:\\  !iO-,L-.l  a  flKxti-n  in  i7?4.  »"  wliich  he  has  inserted  three  hymns  of  his  own 
I  ..i:ij  -iti'M.  I'Mt  lie  lay-  im  cl.iiin  to  the  authorship  of  the  Di^missi.-jn  Hynui.  By 
1,1  ■  •  :i.  the  Klv.  j'hn  I'liinl'.r.  i.'f  Clifton,  we  have  been  informed  (hat  he  is  ccr- 
t  (in  lii>  f  thfi  w.i>.  ii>t  th>;  .iiiih'>r.  The  Liic  Rev.  Dr.  Henn-  Forster  Burder, 
.M'-'rii'.r  ■■:'  Mr.  UiinJ-.T's  >'iii><.  ;ui'l  nuth-ir  of  his  *' Memoirs,"  has  borne  similar 
t- >i!T.  iiv.  Hi'.'  1  »i-iiii-»>^i'iii  Hyu.ii  h.i-.  been  xssigned  in  the  text  to  the  Hon. 
;iini  Rev.  \V;iltLr  Shirley,  en  t\idc;n<.e  vvliich  sceina  irresistible. 


Tnn\!A^  CA'.tri'F.i  I.,  pp.  123,  124. 

••  \\  },.-.'.  Ji  i.l  m  hu>h  d  his  «aten  stin." 

T!.!-  h\pi:i  i-  II'. t  roniniiic"!  in   Mr.  ( .".» mi)bcirs  poetical  work*.     It  was  cmi- 
]. -..li   ]<\-  l-i'ii   in   c- irl\  iiii;.  .iiivl  ho  khiKI  ni»l  be  persuaded  to  include  it  in  his 

<  ■".l-i  t' <!   ;.-i  !ri-.      Wl-  hn^-  j-i'.  •'•ntc.l  the  c«>ini>o^ition  on  the  authorit)*  of  imr 

<  i;;':ii(l  f'.Kii.i.  1  >r.  Willi  I"-  I'-'ittii;.  the  i^jct's  biographer.  A  correspi^ndent 
iii'Ti!.-  11-  ili.it  in  I'U"  ri"  iK-j  (■  !i';ctioii>  it  is  ascribed  to  "  Duncan  Campbell, 
1:  '•." 
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Ji'lIN    (')-NMCK.    pp.   13a 136. 

lilt  'f  f\v<]\.-  \iT^',-s  ..f  t''.ninrk's  hymn  commenrinj;  "Children  of 
1\   ki.i^"  h.wr  l."Lc:i  j;i>citi:il  in  the  text,    llic  entire  compusition  is 


. .  1 . .    . ,     '.\  ■  .''.\   •  i    . .  ; 

i    iir  ■    '.•.     t  •  i\   ]  r  .!  ,1-, 

■  I  i  i    u  .•  k  ■.   ■;.  I  i>  .-.x  >  1 

'■ .    ':;:.    ii- 1..-  •■  ■;•  •!, 

■i 
'.  I 

•      I.        ,•  :     • 

■  •  ■  '  •    :  :'.     l'--   1-; 

1     .   1  :.    -.1  .-.,  .,    ■■.     ■•  .!,-  III-.!. 
:   •..;,■  w.  n   •  .  ;■>;    ■,...     1. 

I  ';.:•■■:  1    .   .  1  ■ 

'    \  :v      I-  •  ;■  :.,  .!    : 


..r  :1. 
...    ■    ...I  '  :■.     :..:  ■. 


i. I         ••:■,■     A   I  ••  I     '.■•!. 
•     '  L'.>.;.!   ■  ■     1;.;  ;    .^  .:.!. 


I    :      n  1  '.v . 


Il.'.ll   •  lc. 


Fe.ir  not,  bretliren  ;  jttyful  stand 
(.)n  the  li^nlers  of  v«H;r  lonil ; 
Je-us  Christ,  jour  Ihathitr's  Son, 
Bivl.^  >ou  unili'»ni.iycd  fpc  oa. 

1  .on\ '.  nl>ediently  we  jjo, 
C,l  ullv  leavini;  aIT  below  : 
Chily  Thou  our  I^.vler  Ke, 
Aau  we  still  will  follr>w  Thee ! 

For  Thee  rill  things  we  forsake, 
Wc  m  better  «r>ulij  partake ; 
Wo  to  iTTcatcr  bU-s<Jn)i^  soar, 
L'ntu  }<>}■»  fur  cvenihire. 

Thither.  Lf»ni.  us  quickly  brin};. 
There  wc  with  Thy  lu-wt  will  wmi 
Safely  haven'd  once  in  IJus. 
Wv  will  praiM;  Thy  rig^htcouaiacss. 

Daily  us  prepare  and  6t. 
<  >n  Thy  holy  throne  to  «»t  1 
Mure  ami  more  adnrn  Thy  seed. 
Meet  to  triumph  with  our  llemL 

Seal  our  love,  our  Ubours  end, 
1-et  us  to  Thy  blUs  ascend  ; 
I  .et  U.S  to  Thy  kiinrdoni  come ; 
lA^rd,  we  loag  to  be  ai  home. 


On  l!".   ..'Ill-  .!■ 

]<•.^    1  •■    r.  I.  !• 

.A  1 11 '  ■  I  I  •  : i  1 1    I  I ; ■ 1 :  - ; 


j   .-I  Ml    (".nilF..    pp.  153 — 155. 
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i 


.1111 


i\  :i  :i 


Ili:in.  '.ik:        ii  <  I 
I '■  'I!  .UP  I   ■.<.!,•     w  :r 
IC   Ip'   r.Mr  ■•         Si. 

("■  ■nji'   .  I  li.  •!.  .1 


Ar  I  >r.  I.cii't  hild,  we  have  ascribed  to  Joseph  Cottle 

,n  I  \ vrv  I, irihly  pleasure. "    This  b  an  error.    The 

II      )■  \\  ,1  t!..i:  tlif  .luthor  w.is  the  late  Rev.   EUcl  Davis,  an 

\\  c  (,"1  It'    hr.   1'>',;K  lier's  statement  concemine  Mr.  Davis 

\)'  nt  t.'i-    \<\r    1S/4  we  l>ecanie  acquainted  with  this  yuong 

.  ;il.  11  ,n  w  1m  h..!.!  in  the  Church  he  served  the  office  of  a  dea- 


.it  :':'-  -  1  ••  Iin.i-.{<.r  of  John  H.  (lOugh,  the  popular  lecturer  00 
11  .itt'  I  t!'  ('  1"  rinl  uc  commenced,  for  the  younj^  people  of  oar 
•ii|.l\    ''..t^.i.iic  in  manuscript,  prepared  cniefly  by  the  young 


tor  the  ministry,  ElicI  Davis  often  wrote  for 
:!  .1;  >n^  other  iiapers  was  the  hynm  'From  every 
t  r  >t  .1  |>  •i>ular  London  magazine  payinK  us  a  visit. 


I".>;|'    '1-    11  .   !\.         W!,ilr 

til .    .I/.-.,'.,  '.'  .•■.•,  .,'//,>  r.'y.   .1 

<.iit';l\  i-l-.i  \u\'     I  he  rlu  T  "t  a  i>i'pular  London  magazine  paying  us  a  visit, 

V.  e  --\i'  V.  V  <\  'A  Vo  Www,  AwA  \\c  \v  A^>  >v,^  wviVl  v'-'^^LScd  with  it,  that  he  copied  it  for  his 
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own  periodical ;  and,  having  thus  attracted  the  attention  of  hymn-collectors,  part 
of  the  composition  has  appeared  in  hymn-books  both  in  Europe  and  America. 
Certainly  neither  its  writer  nor  first  editor  imagined  the  honour  to  which  it  was 
destined.  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  in  early  life  our  talented  friend  was  suddenly 
called  from  his  labours  to  his  eternal  rest,  not,  however,  without  several  years' 
successful  labour  in  the  ministry  of  Divine  truth." 

William  Cowpkr,  pp.  157 — 166. 

"  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way." 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Cowf>er,  during  a  solitary  walk,  at  a  period 
when,  according  to  Montgomery,  he  was  "  in  the  twilight  of  departing  reason." 
Another  account  of  the  origin  of  the  hymn  is  given  by  Dr.  Belcher.  He  states 
that  the  mentally-afflicted  poet  had  conceived  it  was  the  will  of  the  Supreme 
that  he  should  perish  by  his  oWn  act  in  the  river  Ouse.  He  ordered  a  post- 
chaise,  and  instructed  the  driver  to  convey  him  to  a  particular  spot  by  the 
river's  bank.  The  driver  having  failed,  after  a  long  search,  to  discover  the  place, 
Cowper,  who  believed  that  at  that  sjx)t  only  was  he  permitted  to  deprive  himself 
of  life,  ordered  the  driver  to  proceed  homeward.  On  reaching  his  nouse,  he  sat 
down  and  composed  the  hymn.    This,  we  agree  with  the  editor  of  Notes  and 

gueries  (No.  243)  is  an  evident  perversion  of  the  story  related  by  the  poet 
mself,  as  to  his  ordering  a  man  to  drive  him  to  the  Tower  Wharf,  intending  to 
throw  himself  into  the  Thames,  and  abandoning  the  intention  on  finding  the 
wharf  pre-occupied. 

••  Far  from  the  world.  O  Lord,  I  flee :" 

TTiis  h)rmn  was  composed  by  Cowper  in  his  retirement  at  Huntingdon,  in  1765,  on 
his  recovery  from  his  first  and  severest  mental  attack. 

James  George  Deck,  pp.  179— z8a. 

The  Rev.  Josiah  Miller,  in  his  recent  work  on  the  "New  Congregational 
Hymn-book,'  supplies  some  particulars  respecting  the  personal  history  of  this 
esteemed  hymn  writer.  Mr.  Deck  served  as  an  officer  in  the  Indian  army.  He 
returned  from  India  to  Britain  in  1835.  In  1843  he  began  to  minister  to  a  con- 
gregation of  Plymouth  Brethren,  at  Wellington,  Somerset.  He  subsequently 
resided  at  Weymouth,  and  in  1852  emigrated  to  New  Zealand.  His  work,  "Joy 
in  Departing,'  is  a  memoir  of  the  conversion  and  last  days  of  the  son  of  a  brother 
"Officer,  whose  dying  testimony,  in  his  fourteenth  year,  evinced  the  experience  of 
the  advanced  believer.  Mr.  Deck  has  issued  several  works  in  connection  with  his 
denomination.  In  the  "  Wellington  Hymn-book,"  1857,  there  are  twenty-seven 
hymns  from  his  pen,  and  seventeen  others  in  a  volume  entitled  "  Hymns  and 
Spiritual  Songs,"  edited  by  John  U.  Scobell. 

David  Dickson,  pp.  187 — 189. 
••  O  mother  dear,  Jerusalem." 

A  Latin  hymn  of  the  eighth  century,  commencing  *'  Urhsheata^  Hierusalem" 
has,  like  Dies  Ira,  proved  the  foundation  of  several  interesting  modem  composi- 
tions. A  manuscript  quarto  volume  in  the  British  Museum,  No.  15,225,  contains 
(p.  72)  a  hymn  of  twenty-six  stanzas,  entitled  *'  A  Song  mad  by  F.  B.  P.  to  the  tune 
of  Diana.  Fourteen  verses  of  this  composition  have  been  published  by  Sir  Roundell 
Palmer,  in  his  "  Book  of  Praise."  There  is  no  date  attached  to  it,  but  there  is 
evidence  to  show  that  it  was  not  written  prior  to  1616.  Dickson's  hynrn  is  so  far 
a  variation  on  the  Museum  version,  but  extends  to  thirty-six  additional  stanzas. 
From  the  expression,  "Our  Ladie,"  which  occurs  in  the  latter,  it  would  appear 
to  have  been  composed  by  a  Roman  Catholic.  Dickson  had  probably  seen  the 
Museum  copy  in  uie  form  of  a  tract,  and,  admiring  its  strain^  had  adopted  it  as  the 
foundation  of  a  hymn  for  Protestants.  His  version  was  pnnted  in  a  broadsheet. 
In  a  valuable  paper  in  Excehior,  a  religious  serial^  the  ingenious  writer  traces 
the  original  conception  of  the  hymn  to  St.  Augustine.  See  Excelsior^  Lend., 
1854,  vol.  i.,  pp.  267 — 276. 


A  nlame  ot  Mi  "  Seieci  Pimaial  Wrii 
GowrBl  Avcmbtv  at  '     " 


ikelchofUilife>nd»ii>lnct,t.r<b^»R°WnWa«»*. 


who  h" 


ceiiful  tSan  ol  Ihc  ;|<ii;t  lo  dalbc  in  u  Bicltdi  dns  (tic  wcJI-lu 
'i'tiii,Crttitor Spirilla^"  The  ongiiul  lui  bctn  cirvitcoiuly  aliriliiaM 
jxrur  ChitlerauM.  li  «i  prvljatily  BampDKd  by  Anbnw  oT  IS 
uriihEd  in  Ihe  Tautlh  cenDiij.  AnAUihop  TRach  miuiki  dut 
hymn  wai  lucd  by  Ihe  Ranu&h  Cbumh  «[  oc  crtatkun  of  P<v^  ^^ 
iap  of  ihervlica  of  uintc     In  a  ai4<Med  fonn  ilicii«ed  by  U»  Churd 


'and  on  ulbcr  i 


r,  pp.  1 


u  h»  bnn 


le  EUntKlli"  US4AI.    II  uppai 

'- O  hnir  Sn<»nr.  Fi^endiMuur 
Ji  hymn  vu  oonlribuled  by  Mus  EUioti  10  ihe  "  Inwlift  HfoiB^cA" 
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NOTES.  669 

Sir  Robert  Grant,  pp.  946 — 251. 

The  hymns  of  Sir  Robert  Grant  have  been  frequently  attributed  to  his  brother, 
the  late  Lord  Glenelg.  Dr.  Belcher  has  described  the  brothers  as  one  and  the 
same  individual.  Lord  Glenelg  communicated  to  us,  some  time  before  his  death, 
his  anxious  wish  that  full  justice  might  be  done  to  the  memory  of  his  gifted  brother, 
as  the  author  of  these  hymns.    His  lordship  died  in  Febnuury,  z86o. 


RjsciNALD  Hbbbr,  D.D.,  pp.  99Z — 996. 
"  From  Greenland's  ley  mountains.** 

The  following  letter,  addressed  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Raffles,  of  Liverpool,  to 
Dr.  Lowell  Mason,  the  celebrated  American  composer,  supplies  some  interesting 
particulars  respectmg  the  origin  of  Heber's  "  Missionary^  Hymn."  The  manu- 
script of  the  hymn  is  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  Raffles'  family. 

"  Heber,"  writes  Dr.  Raffles,  "  then  rector  of  Hodnet,  married  the  daughter  of 
Dean  Shipley,  rector  or  vicar  of  Wrexham,  in  North  Wales.  On  a  certain  Satiir- 
day,  he  came  to  the  house  of  his  father-in-law,  who  resided  at  the  rectory  or 
vicarage,  to  remain  over  Sunday,  and  preach,  m  the  momin£[,  the  first  sermon 
ever  preached  in  that  church  for  the  Church  Missionary  Society.  As  they  sat 
conversing  after  dinner  in  the  evening,  the  dean  said  to  Heber,  '  Now,  as  you  are 
a  poet,  suppose  you  write  a  hymn  for  the  service  to-morrow  morning.'  Immedi- 
ately he  took  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  wrote  that  hymn,  which,  had  he  written 
nothing  else,  would  have  immortalized  him.  He  read  it  to  the  dean,  and  said, 
'  Will  that  do  ? '  '  Aye,'  he  replied  ;  '  and  we  will  have  it  printed  and  distributed 
in  the  pews,  that  the  people  may  sing  it  after  the  sermon.'  '  But,'  said  Heber, 
'  to  what  time  will  it  go  ?  '  Oh,'  he  added,  '  it  will  eo  to  "  'Twas  when  the  seas 
were  roaring." '  And  so  he  wrote  in  the  comer,  at  the  top  of  the  page,  '  'Twas 
when  the  seas  were  roaring.'  What  that  tune  is  I  do  not  know,  but  it  may  be 
easily  ascertained.  The  hymn  was  printed  accordingly,  and  from  the  file  of  the 
printer  I  obtained  the  manuscript. 

"  I  have  seen  another  version  of  the  story  of  the  hymn,  which  states^  that  it  was 
on  Whitsunday,  iSiQi  suid  that  it  was  for  a  sermon  in  aid  of  the  Society  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts.  I  cannot  vouch  for  the  correctness 
of  either.     '  I  tell  the  tale  as  'twas  told  to  me.' 

"  The  only  correction  in  Heber's  manuscript  occurs  in  the  seventh  line  of  the 
second  stanza,  where  he  had  originally  written  '  The  savaee,  in  his  blindness,' 
which  he  altered  to  '  The  heathen,  in  his  b^ndness.'  Below  Die  stanzas  is  written 
in  pencil :  '  A  hymn  to  be  sung  in  Wrexham  Church,  after  the  sermon,  during 
the  collection.' 


Ottiwell  Hbginbotham,  pp.  297 — 299. 

We  are  again  indebted  to  the  Rev.  Josiah  Miller  for  some  biographical  parti- 
culars. Mr.  Heginbotham  was  bom  in  1744.  About  the  year  1763,  he  was 
elected  by  a  majority  of  members  to  the  pastorate  of  a  Congregational  Church  at 
Sudbury ;  but  the  minority  having  protested,  his  settlement  was  deferred.  Seve- 
ral years  having  elapsed  without  the  prospect  of  a  re-union,  the  neighbouring 
ministers  advised  that  Mr.  Heginbotham's  settlement  should  be  proceeded  with. 
He  was  accordingly  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Sudbury,  on  the  aoth  November, 
Z765.  lliis  event  was  follow^ed  by  a  separation,  the  minorityelecting  another 
pastor,  and  formine  themselves  into  a  new  congregation.  These  contentions 
greatly  distressed  Mr.  Heginbotham,  who  fell  into  consumption.  He  died  in 
X768,  m  his  24th  year. 


Robert  Herrick,  pp.  306,  307. 

Herrick's  Litany  to  the  Holy  Spirit  is  one  of  the  many  modem  compositions 
founded  on  the  Dies  Ira  of  Thomas  de  Celano. 
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MoerrcoxixT,  pp.  415 — ^t, 

Mr.  Moatspnenr  repeairii  &b  7cxs»jo  of  tbe  servntT-second  Psalm,  at  the  cioce 

ami  insertni  ic  ta  ins  <.omaaeaancs  ia  oxuKctioo  with  the  pcaln*  In  the  tol- 
lowin^  J'MK.  MxUKOnKcy  jub&hcd  hb  ircrsktt  in  the  **  Soofs  of  Sion,"  "The 
^rmn*  enticied -;  GIorT  to  Uxi."  "  Good  Tidiaj^- and  "  T^^ 
Hears,  wktk  m^^naily  c^aoibuted  to  Loctenll's  Collection  1810'  "Praver" 
was  ommbutsd  to  the  Rev.  J  jhn  Btcker»teth*s  Collection  (iSio  .'  The  hymn 
*  1.%  J^eninjf  a  ptice  rbr  worship.-  was  OKc^>$ed  for  the  occasion  of  layine  the 
hninuatnjONtCune  of  St  Geocy:'*  duuxh,  Shcffiekl,  July  9th,  xSai. 

JoHX  MoMisox,  D.D.,  pp.  430,  43X. 

Since  the  oext  was  printed,  we  have  learned  sonae  further  particalan  icspectias 
the  perwoai  history  oi  Dr.  Morrison.  He  was  bom  in  the  county  of  Abeidb^ 
in  174*;.  He  -itudied  for  the  imniscr>\  and  was  early  distinguLhcd  for  his  ability 
and  leartiin^.  In  1780,  he  was  orduoed  to  the  nastoral  care  of  the  parish  of 
ConLsbdiy.  ^^aithnesihire.  Under  the  la^iuture  of  **  Musaeus,"  he  had,  in  early  life, 
conchbuced  verse*  to  the  EJim^mrgn.  U  t^kiy  Maga:umr,  and  he  was  consequendy, 
on  the  recommendation  of  the  Rev.  John  Logan,  placed  00  the  General  Assembles 
ctmunictee  for  nreporing  the  Chnrch  Paraphrases.  He  is  understood  to  have 
<»inDu»ed  paxaphr»»  t^du  jist.  a9thooth  and  35th,  and  to  have  ^Tittcn,  con- 
jointly wtth  Logan.  Nos.  27  and  j«.  Those  hymns  which  we  have  reiwoduced  in 
the  ie.\t  are  oaraphraMS  joth  and  19th.  The  latter  is  founded  on  a  hymn  of  Dr. 
WAtc>  See  Warts**  HynuLs  Booki..  Hymn  13  .  Dr.  Morrison  died  inthe  t"*"*^ 
of  Canc^bay.  on  the  xath  June.  179S.  In  the  text  we  have  inaccurately  ^-^t^^ 
that  his  death  took  pbce  in  t799> 

TuoM.vs  Ouviits*  ppk  450—452. 

**  Tbe  Gcd  of  .\bnlujii  praise.* 

In  i77o»  Olivers  visited  John  Bakeweil,  at  Westminster.  During  his  visit  he 
happened  to  attend  the  Jews*  syna^oeue.  and  was  so  much  impressed  with  the 
grandeur  and  >oIemnity  of  the  muMcal  seA-ice.  that  on  his  return  to  his  fntB/Ss 
house  he  cvmpo!»ed  thts  hymn,  suited  to  the  music  which  he  had  heard.  He 
afterwards  called  on  Signor  Leoni.  the  Jc»-ish  priest,  arid  obtained  from  him  a 
copy  of  the  ancient  melody,  to  which  he  had  written.  Olivers  received  a  preadt- 
ing  appointment  to  Nottingham,  in  Au^st.  1770,  and  there  remained  two 
vears.  While  resident  at  Nottint^ham.  he  printed  the  original  edition  of  this 
tiymn.  It  bears  the  imprint,  "  Nottingham :  Printed  by  S.  Creswell.  Book« 
selfcr.- 

Alexander  Pope.  p.  46a. 

Pope's  celebrated  ode.  "  The  I>>nng  Christian,'*  is  founded  00  a  poem  com- 
poesed  by  the  Emperor  Hadrian  on  his  death-bed,  a.d.  138.  The  emperor's  com- 
position  begins — 

"  Aoimala  Tagula  blandttla, 
Hospcs  cotnesqoe  corporis." 

Thomas  Flatman,  a  poet  of  the  seventeenth  century,  composed  a  versioo  of  the 
poem,  which  Pope  had  evidently  seen.     It  begins  thus — 

**  When  oa  my  skk-bed  I  Uneuish, 
Full  of  sorrow,  full  of  ancui^  ; 
Fjuntin^.  (^aspuig.  tretnUing^.  crvin;. 
Pantint;.  (jToaninj^.  speechless,  dyinff : 
My  $o<2  just  now  about  to  take  her  flight 
Into  the  reijrions  o(  eternal  ai^ht ; 
Oh  tell  me.  you 
That  have  been  loair  below. 
What  shall  I  do? 
What  shall  I  think  when  cruel  death  appears. 
That  may  extenuate  my  fears  t 
Methinks  I  hear  some  gentle  sdirit  say. 
Be  not  fearful,  come  away,  etc^ 


Robert  Robinson,  pp.4?9-<S'- 

The  Rcligioui  Tract  Society,  and  Mr,  C.  K.  Spurgcop.  in  theii  recently  pub- 
hed  HymiulAf  lave  attribuied  ihis  hymn  (a  the  Counteu  of  Huntingdon.  In 
E  prefnce  to  ha  compilation  Mr.  Spurgeon  acknowledged  that  both  in  retpect  o( 
e  authorship  and  textual  purity  of  hift  lelected  hyipn%  he  has  mainly  reUed  on 
e  authority  of  Mt.  Daniel  Sedgwick,  bookseller.  Sun  Street.  Bishopsgate. 
r  Sedgwick  ha.i  inted  hit  lenlimenti  teipccling  the  authonhip  of  the  hymn  in 
rami  Kiial  pubKcalions.  As  the  queslinn  i>  of  interest  In  evely  bludenl  of 
rmnody.  and  of  no  inconudcrahle  public  importance,  we  purpose  to  enter  into 

M r.^'sedgwick  i>  owner  of  a  Tobiine  oT  Charles 
-      L'hich  com  ■ 

The  vohune  is  inicribed  on ,_._,     .,^^ 

is  admitted  that  this  inscripiion  proves  (hat  the  volume' was  ai  the  date  itu  the 
piopeny  of  Mrs.  Bindon.  otherwue  Mn.  Biudon  Bh«d,  wA  Miss  Vandeleut,  an 
mliinatB  friend  of  Lady  Hunt!iu[d<ui.  Mr.  Sedgwick  maintains  that  the  manuscript 
naniai  an  aha  in  the  handwriting  of  Mrs.  Bindnn.  who  had  coned  them  (he  be- 
llercsl  from  the  original  MS.  of  the  countess.  He  holds  that  the  >lanias  were 
transcribed  about  ten  yean  before  the  written  date  on  the  title-page,  and  that 
they  wen  cumpoud  at  that  period  by  the  eounteu.  rtbt  beinft  moved  thereto  by 
some  adverse  events  id  her  lamily-  At  the  period  to  which  be  refers.  Mr.  Robin- 
Ion  was  an  apprentice  and  uucunverted. 

The  only  wnitcn  date  on  Mr.  Sedirwick's  volume  is  1750.  That  date  isattacbed 
to  Mrs.  Bindon '>  name.  Nodoubt  Mi>,  Bindon  placed  hernameupDn  ihevolume 
at  the  lime  of  making  purchase  of  it.  llie  writing  on  the  fly-lcai;  it  is  therefore 
reasouaUe  10  cimciude.  took  place  in,  or  subsequent  to,  1759,  when  the  vtdume 
was  obtained  from  the  boiUcseller. 

Mr.  RabinHin\  hymn  was  printed  at  Norwich  in  nst,  a  year  befoi 
«-■ ' -■ ' '■■ '■ —     But  Mr.  Se<tanck 


irchase  of  her  volume.    But  Mr.  Sednrick  punted 
. — In  ihe  fact  that  the  MS.  contained  five  stani" 

than  three.    And  the  additional  st 


Mr.  Sedgwick  had,  like  the  Prnbjrll 

m  had  pliir 


ounion  most  fai-outable  to  all  tilc  five  stinras.     In 
,  iBJSol,  hesii  ■       ~ 


3g,  18001,  be  suggests  that  Robinson  had  plundered  the  hrst  three  scaiuas  from 
Ludy  Htintingdui.  lids  theory,  he  adds,  is  more  reasonable  than  that  Lady 
Huntingdon  should  have  adopted  Robinfm's  verses-  Xot  so,  according  to  hia 
Hbsequent  admiuiDn.  Fur  Mr.  Sedgwick  has  been  forced  la  acknowledge 
IPrr^UriiM  Miarngtr.  June,  iB«i|  thai  the  linh  veise  of  his  MS.  11  a  literal 
transcription  from  Charles  Wesley  I  |"  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,"  voL  U. 
Hyinn  ^1.1749.)  Sohe  haa  proved  the  writer  of  his  MS.  lobe  dthet  a  deliberate 
plafiansl,  or  the  victim  of  one  f  That  plagiarist  was  not  I^dy  Huntingdon, 
lor  ID  the  various  edidons  of  her  hymn-bnok  the  three  sianias  of  the  hymn  as- 
_n.,j  ..  »_L- ; .  ^^_    Hor  did  her  ladyship,  according  to  Mr. 


mtroduce  the  fiOh    ..  ., 

~       ■  -  ■  ig  the  MS. 


bvMiss 

inli  beiw< 


We  shall  now  adduce  direct  testimony  in  Ihvour  of  Mr.  Robinsoi 
Memoirs  ofhis  life  have  been  published  by  his  nephew,  the  Rev.  Willi 
soUjofCambiidge,    There  is  in  thai  reverend —"■i""="'' "-—":""  ' 
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Church  has  communicaited  to  Mr.  A.  C  Hobart  Sevmour,  Ladv  Huntingdon's 
biographer,  that  his  grandfather,  who  was  one  of  Nlr.  Robinson  s  own  deacons, 
had  handed  down  in  his  family  that  the  hymn  was  composed  by  hU  pastor.  In 
his  '*  Historical  Sketches  of  Hymns,"  the  Rev.  Dr.  Belcher  relates  a  narrative, 
which,  as  bearing  on  Mr.  Robinson's  claims,  we  shall  present  entire.  The 
reverend  doctor  states  that  he  received  it  from  a  descendant  of  one  of  the  par- 
ties concerned  in  it.  "  In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,"  writes  Dr.  Belcher,  "  when 
Mr.  Robinson  seemed  to  have  lost  much  of  his  devotional  feeling,  and  when  ho 
indulged  in  habits  of  levity,  he  was  travelling  in  a  stage-coach  with  a  lady,  who 
soon  perceived  he  was  well  acquainted  with  religion.  She  had  just  before  been 
reading  the  hymn  of  which  we  are  writing,  and  asked  his  ojlinion  of  it — as  she 
might  properly  do.  as  neither  of  them  knew  who  the  other  was.  He  waived  the 
subject,  and  turned  her  attention  to  some  other  topic ;  but  after  a  short  period 
she  contrived  to  return  to  it,  and  described  the  benefits  she  had  often  derived 
from  the  hymn,  and  her  strong  admiration  of  its  sentiments.  She  observed  that 
the  gentleman  was  strongly  agitated,  but,  as  he  was  dressed  in  coloured  clothes, 
did  not  suspect  the  cause.  1  his  garb  Robinson  was  compelled  to  assume  in  tra- 
velling, as  wherever  he  was  known,  he  was  pressed  to  stay  to  preach.  At  leneth, 
entirely  overcome  by  the  power  of  his  feehngs,  he  burst  into  tears,  and  said. — 
*  Madam,  I  am  the  poor,  unhappy  man  who  composed  that  hymn  ;  and  I  would 
give  a  thousand  worlds,  if  I  hacl  them,  to  enjoy  the  feelings  i  then  had.'"  To 
this  narrative  we  atuch  no  undue  imporunce  as  a  matter  of  evidence ;  but  it 
bears  the  aspect  of  truth. 

In  Mr.  Robinson's  receht  "Memoirs,"  there  is  a  letter  of  his,  bearing  date, 
Decembers,  1766,  in  which  he  writes,  "Who  could  tell  you  I  was  an  author? 
..My  works  consist  of  eleven  hymns,  which  Mr.  Whitefield  printed  ;  besides  these  I 
have  printed  nothing."  He  refers  of  course  to  tht  eleven  hymns  formerly  noticed. 
The  omission  of  reference  to  the  hymn  of  1758  has  furnished  a  ground  of  ai^gu- 
ment  to  Mr.  Sedgwick.  Mr.  Robinson  did  not  print  the  hymn  in  question  ; 
it  was  prinied  by  Mr.  Wheatley.  But,  though  the  denial  had  been  emphatic, 
would  such  denial  invalidate  a  subsequent  acknowledgment? 

Mr.  Sedgwick  has  latterly  changed  his  course  of  argument.  He  has  disccvewd, 
he  communicates  to  NaUs  and  Queries,  that  Mr.  Robinson  did  write  a  hymn 
similar  to  that  which  he  attributes  to  Lady  Huntingdon  ;  and  so  he  now  exempts 
him  from  the  charge  of  directly  appropriating  her  ladyship's  verses  I  The  hymn 
which  he  assigns  to  Mr.  Robinson  begins — 

"  Hail.  Thoa  Source  of  every  blessing," 

This  comjjosition  has  not  been  traced  beyond  Mr.  Bickersteth's  Psalmody,  1833, 
Robin,  being  attached  to  the  first  line  in  the  index  of  that  work.  No  doubt  Mr. 
Bickerstcth  meant  Robinson  by  the  abbreviated  symbol ;  but  as  he  has  likewise 
ascribed  Williams's  **  Guide  me,  O  Thou  g^at  Jehovah  "  to  Mr.  Robinson,  and 
has  made  very  many  blunders  in  his  statement  of  authors,  his  authority  need 
scarcely  be  discussedf. 

The  present  controversy  took  origin  in  1858.  A  quciv  on  the  sulyect  of  the 
hy ma,  subscribed  "  D.  S.,"  which  appeared  in  Notts  and  Qsuries  (vol.  v.,  p.  171), 
was  answered  by  Mr.  Sedgu-ick,  who  ascribed  the  hymn  to  Lady  Huntinsdoo. 
The  histozv  of  the  controversy  since  has  just  been  stated.  We  trust  that  it  has 
now  closeo,  and  that  no  further  attempt  will  be  made  to  do  injustice  to  the  dm- 
inory  of  one  of  the  most  ingenious  of  our  sacred  poets. 

Walter  Shirlsv,  pp.  49S — 50a. 

The  personal  history  of  Mr.  Shirley  has  hitherto  been  imperfectly  known.  To 
Mr.  A.  C.  Hobart  Seymour  we  are  indebted  for  the  following  particulars  of  his 
career:  "Mr.  Shirley,"  writes  Mr.  Seymour,  "took  a  conspicuous  port  in  die 
controversies  of  his  day.  His  visits  to  the  London  residence  of  his  relative.  Lady 
Huntin^on,  brought  him  into  intimate  relation  with  the  leadersof  the  Methodists. 
He  attributed  his  conversion  to  the  Rev.  Henry  Venn,  and  delighted  to  describe 
himself  as  his  'son  in  the  gospel.'  He  became  one  of  Lady  Huntingdon's  chap- 
lains, and  entered  courageously  into  the  career  which  the  great  Methodists  around 
hitn  nad  begun.  The  clergy  of  tlie  metropolis  pn>ceeded  to  exclude  him  from 
their  pulpits,  and,  though  carefully  conforming  to  established  rules,  he  became 
everywhere  the  object  of  reproach. 
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appeared  in  the  pages  of  that  serial  on  February  26,  Z83Z.  It  was  included  in  her 
volume,  entitled  "  April  Hours  "  (Edin.  1838,  i6mo).  ^  When  this  volume  was 
made  known  to  the  hyninists,  they  discovered  the  omission  of  a  stanza  in  Mrs. 
Simpson's  original,  and  hence  proceeded  to  contend  that  the  hymn  had  certainly 
been  completed  by  the  earl.  It  proved  otherwise.  The  stanza,  it  was  found 
had  appeared  in  the  original  copy,  and  had  been  simply  omitted  in  the  volume. 

The  hymnists  did  not  readily  yield  their  position.  Lord  Carlisle  having 
'written  the  hymn  beginning  "  Lord,  when  we  creation  scan,"  was,  they  main- 
tained, still  entitled  to  an  honourable  j^Iace  in  British  hymnody.  But  his  lordship 
did  not  compose  this  lyric.  The  writer  is  the  late  Dr.  James  Dacre  Carl3rle, 
Congregational  minister  at  Woolwich.  A  blundering  collector,  in  transferring 
the  hymn  from  the  doctor's  volume,  had  spelt  his  name  "  Carlisle  "  ! 

Charles  Wesley,  pp.  594—618. 

The  Judgment  Hymn  of  Charles  Wesley,  p.  618,  is  one  of  the  most  effective 
renderings  of  the  celebrated  Dies  Inr,  by  Thomas  de  Celano.  It  constituted 
Part  Second  of  a  hymn  in  three  parts,  entitled,  *'Thy  Kingdom  Come,**  pub- 
lished by  Wesley  in  his  "  Hymns  of  Intercession  for  all  Mankind,"  1758. 

Another  rendering  of  the  Dies  Ira:,  composed  in  the  same  striking  measive,  was 
published  by  the  Rev.  John  Ccnnick,  in  1752.     It  proceeds  as  folloMrs: — 

LO  !  He  coraeth.  countless  trumpets 

Blow  before  the  bloody  si^, 
Midu  ten  thousand  saints  and  angels, 

See  the  (glorified  shine. 
HalleliOah ! 

Welcome,  welcome  bleeding^  Lamb. 


Now  His  merit  by  the  harpers 
Through  the  eternal  d?ep  resounds  ; 

Now  resplendent  shines  His  nail-prints. 
Every  eve  shall  <>ce  His  wounds; 

They  who  pierced  Him 
Shall  at  His  appearance  wail. 

Every  island,  sea.  and  mountain. 

Heaven  and  c-arth  shall  flee  away  ; 
All  who  hate  Him  must  a^-hamed 

Hear  the  trump  pn>claini  the  day  : 
Come  to  Judgment, 

Stand  before  the  Son  of  man. 


Now  who  love  Him  view  His  glory, 
Shining  in  His  bruised  face ; 

His  dear  person  on  the  rainbow. 
Now  Hts  people's  head  shall  laise. 

Happy  mourners  I 
Now  in  clouds  He  comes.  He  comes. 


Now  redemption,  long  expected. 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ; 

All  His  people,  once  despised. 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air. 

Hallelujah  1 
Now  the  promised  kingdom's  come. 

View  Him  sniilinc^,  now  determined 

Every  evil  to  destroy : 
All  the  naticms  now  shaU  sing  Him 

Songs  of  everlasting  joy. 
(>  come  quickly. 

Hallelujah,  come,  Lord,  come  I 


In  1760,  the  Rev.  Martin  Madan  compiled  a  yudgment  Hymn,  by  an  amal- 
gamation of  the  compf»sitiuns  of  Wesley  and  Cennick.  Madan,  it  will  be  remarked, 
has  adapted,  with  few  altcnitions,  the  first,  second,  and  fourth  stanz<xs  of  Wesley, 
and  the  third  and  fifth  verses  of  Ccnnick.     His  cento  proceeds  as  follows : — 

LO I  He  comes  with  clouds  descending. 

Once  for  favour'd  sinners  slain ; 
Thousand,  thousand  saints  attending. 

Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 


Hallelujan 
Hallelujah,  Amen ! 

'  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him, 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty  ; 
They  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away  : 
All  who  hate  Him  must,  confounded. 

Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day  ; 
Come  to  judgment ! 

Come  to  Judgment,  come  away  1 


Now  redemption.  long  expected. 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ; 

All  His  saints,  by  m-on  rejected. 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air ; 

Hallelujah  1 
See  the  day  of  God  appear ! 

Answer  Thine  own  Bride  and  Spirit ; 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  general  doom  ; 
The  new  heaven  and  earth  t*  inherit. 

Take  Thy  pming  exiles  home : 
All  creation 

Travails,  groans,  and  bids  Thee  come. 

Yea.  Amen !  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  exalted  throne ! 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Claim  the  kingdoms  for  Thine  own: 

O  come  quickly ! 
Halleli^ah !  come.  Lord,  come  I 

About  1758,  Thomas  Olivers  published  a  hymn  on  the  Last  Judgment,  com- 
mencing— 

"  Come,  immortal  King  of  glory. 
Now  in  majesty  appear ; 
Bid  the  nations  stand  before  Thee. 
Each  his  final  doom  to  hear  ; 

Come  to  judgment. 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come." 

X   X   2 


J 


Chirld  Woley.    Sen; 


A  Co, 

ifcuion  of  Faith.  ' 

Funcr 
Hyn.n 

■Jf:,'^™o7¥™u 

Hymn 

iforlheLord'.SuE 

<  frir  Ihou  ihal  Kct 

iriti.     1746' 

.forourLonJ-^Rd; 

<  of  Ptlilion  .-uid  11 

yoini 

.ronhePuhUcTln 

&»i;<i 

Pa/ri,  elc;  or.  H) 

befoie  «>d  arier  ^( 

An  Epiitle  10  the  Rcvn 
As  Epiutc  la  the  Kcv. 

h'^m  '^r'l'"  >"""" 


NOTES.  677 

in  tht  "nine  of  Ihe  Tuinulu,  June.  ijSo. 
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hb  other  works  were  issued  by  Charier  Wesley. 

10  Ws'ichnighl."  About  1150. 

Spiiitual  Songs,  intended  for  ihe  use  of  real  ChHsiuni  oT  air 

)f  the  people 
A  Colleclinn  ^  Hymni 


Hymns  fiir  ihoK  10  whom  Chriil  11  all  in  nil.    1761. 
Select  Hymns,  with  tunes  anneied,  desiinied  chiefly  for  Ihe  u 
callel  Meth.>lisL>.    1761. 

"the  use  of  the  people  called  MeihoiJisi 

APwkM  Kyimt-b^ik,  finihen-^iirdimlbntoralldcnoniinat 

Another  volume  with  the  Mune  title.    17S7. 

A  Small  Pucket  Hyinn-boiJi  fur  ibe  u«:  of  Chlldien.    1763. 
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Kis  hymn  ban  not  been  fully  determined,  but  1 
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his  name ;  aail.  iu  the  preface,  the  e«lilur  awards  him  special  ncknowlednnenta. 
I!»iiles.  Mr.  ICnncii'  son  luui  iitalcd  that  hii  father  never  maitioKd  10  him  Ihs 
bymn  as  hi'<  coiiip-iMIion.  Re^pectinK  the  cliimi  nf  .Mr,  Evans,  there  it  a  liadl- 
li'in  at  Fnlcshill.  where  he  tewled,  that  he  composed  the  hymn.  The  author- 
ship ii  nuiiined  him  by  Dr.  J.ihn  Stylex.  one  of  Ka  (uccuion  lEntngrSial 
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about  1773.  It  IS  the  second  part  of  a  compoution  on  the  Judgment-day,  the  ftmner 
of  whicn,  consisting  of  five  stanzas,  begins  "  We  soon  shall  hear  die  midnight 
cry." 

Martin  Madav,  pp.  656—658. 

*•  Come,  Thou  almighty  King." 

This  hymn,  which,  on  the  authority  of  Mr.  A.  C.  Hobart  Seymour,  we  have 
placed  in  connection  with  our  biographical  notice  of  Mr.  Madan,  has  been  attri- 
outed,  in  Mr.  Spurgeon's  hymn-book,  to  Charles  Wesley.      That  ascription,  we 
believe,  originated  with  Mr.   Sedjfwick.     The  hvmn  was  first  published  in  a 
four-paged  tract,  in  conjunction  with  one  by  Mr.  Wesley  for  use  on  a  particular 
occasion.    The  tract  was  reprinted  with  an  additional  hymn  by  Charles  Wesley, 
and  appended  to  Whitefield's  Collection,  sixth  edition  '1757).     As  two  hymns 
contained  in  the  tract  were  written  by  Wesley,  Mr.  Sedgwidc  assumed  that  he 
also  composed  the  third.     l*he  hymn  is  not  inserted  by  Wesley  in  anv  of  his 
works.     In  1761  it  was  included  by  Mr.  Madan  in  the  appendix  to  his  collection. 
In  1764,  Mr.  Shirley  communicates  to  Lady  Huntingdon,  in  a  letter  now  in  Mr. 
Seymour's  possession,  that  Mr.  Madan  had  given  him  "  permission  "  to  use  the 
hymn.     "  'Fhis  fact,"  writes  Mr.  Seymour.  "  though  it  does  not  absolutely  prove 
the  authorship,  would  serve  to  show  that  Mr.  Madan  had  a  right  of  property  in 
the  hymn."    Mr.  Seymour  adds,  "  The  hymn  seems  to  have  been  written  for  the 
music  of  '  God  save  the  King  !'    Mr.  Madan  was  a  distinguished  musical  com- 
poser, and  his  mother  and  sister  were  both  poetesses." 
• 

•*  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme." 

Though  we  have  placed  this  hymn  in  connection  with  Mr.  Madan^s  name,  we 
would  oflfer  no  positive  opinicm  as  to  the  authorship.  It  originally  appeared  in  the 
appendix  to  Mr.  Madan's  Collection  '1761!,  and  the  strain  appears  not  dissimilar 
to  that  of  "Come,  Thou  Almighty  King."  The  subsequent  history  of  the  hymn 
is  sufficiently  illustrative  of  the  practices  of  collectors.  It  was  transferred  into 
the  Rev.  John  Langford's  Collection  '177^^  From  this  work  it  was  quoted  in 
Dobell's  Selection  (i8o6\  Subsequent  collectors  quoted  the  hymn  from  Madan, 
Langford.  or  Dobell.  till  1833,  when  the  appearance  of  the  Rev.  John  Bickcr- 
steth's  "  Psalmody  "  led  to  a  more  precise  ascription.  Mr.  Bickersteth  placed 
the  names  of  his  authors  and  authorities  in  the  index  to  his  volume,  and  when 
the  space  was  insufficient  readily  to  admit  the  word  "  Collection  "  or  its  abbrevi- 
ated form.  "  Coll.,"  he  was  content  to  omit  the  word  altogether.  Hence  "  Lang- 
ford  "  only  appears  opposite  to  the  hymn  under  discussion.  Mr.  Bickersteth  was 
now  quoted  as  an  authority  for  assigning  the  hymn  to  a  Mr.  langford.  and  the 
authorship  was  so  indicated  in  future  collections.  But  who  was  Langford  ?  In 
Mr.  Spurgeon's  hymn-book,  he  is  described — **  William  Langford,  1760."  Dr. 
William  Langford  did  not  write  hymns,  nor  does  any  other  hymn-writer  of  the 
name  occur  at  this  period. 

The  text  of  the  hymn  has  shared  the  unrert.ainty  in  which  hymnists  have  in- 
volved its  origin.     It  is  printed  inaccurately  in  almost  every  collectit)n. 

The  Hundredth  Psalm,  p.  660. 

This  version  of  the  hundredth  Psalm  has  been  assigned  to  different  authors. 
The  prevailing  opinion  has  hitherto  been  in  favour  of  John  Hopkins,  the  coad- 
jutor of  Thomas  Sternhold  in  preparing  the  Psalms  attached  to  the   Book  of 
Common  Prayer.     But  in  the  edition  of  the  "  Booke  of  Psalmes,"  prepared  by 
Hopkins  and  Sternhold.  and  published  in  1564.  another  version  is  inserted  .-«  the 
composition  of  Hopkins.     The  initials  "  T.  S.."  supposed  to  mean  Thomas  Stem- 
hold,  are  attached  to  the  present  version  in  a  Psalter,  with  the  date  1561,  prescn'ed 
in  the  library  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral.    In  the  "  Scottish  Psalter"  (1564.  the  initials 
•*  W.  K."  are  attached  to  the  composition.    These  are  intended  to  denote  William 
Kethe,  who  is  known  to  have  composed  versions  of  a  number  of  the   Psalms. 
Kethe  shared  the  exile  of  John  Knox,  at  Geneva,  and  afterwards  held  the  living 
of  Okeford.  Dorsetshire.     Hopkins  was  a  clergyman  in  Suffolk.     Sternhold  was 
Groom  of  the  Robes  to  Henry  VIII.  and  Edward  VI.     For  these  particulars  we 
are  indebted  to  the  Rev.  Josiah  Miller,  in  his  work  on  the  New  Congreg^itional 
Hymn-book. 
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tame  "  Kirkhain."  A  collection  of  hyinns,  edited  by  Thomu  Kirkham,  app 
in  1789  :  but  this  hymn  is  not  enntHined  in  the  ^umc.  Dr.  Jinciji  Be 
ulritutei  Ibe  csmpo^ilion  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kirkhun.  tu  whom,  ia  hii  indi 
wppUedlheChriHIiUinjmcof  "Mil.-  Dr.  Belcher  i>  inclined  to  believe 
Mr.  Kirkham  wu  a  fcElov-ttudenl  of  John  and  Charlci  Wesley.  And  one  0 
early  MeihodJilB.  A  person  of  the  n^nie  it  mentioned  amomr  ihc  early  O. 
MethndLw.:  he  aftmardi  aiucbed  hiin»lf  m  WhiteAeld:  Dr.  Aleii 
Fletcher,  in  hit  Colleciion 


— J  computed  iieveral  hynnih  which  ai. ,-     . 

Poenu"  Lond.,  17$),  an'. :  but  thn  cDinp»iti<ni  ii  not  anuing  them.     In 

■  ■-.i._ji i.ji   »■-  C.  H.  SpurgeoB  haiattacbed  to  the  hyuw 

in  or  Kennedy."    No  hymB-wriier,  of  the 


eoiu  Poenu"  Lond,4  ttOj,  410'. :  I 
i<  Ulely  puUiibed  hTBm-boolt.  Mi 

Ik*  altemiitive  namen  "'  "  """'  *■" 


Thii  hymn  oripnalty  a 


Poeiry,"  Mcond  serieH.  pulSiihed  by  Me»n.  Oliphanl  &  Co.,  Eilinhuiih.     It 

haibeen  isieriEil  in  "  Pylms  and  Hrmm  for  Public  Wonhip"  ;Sce1eyi,  aecnnd 
edidon,  iBji'.  In  thii  cnlleclionH<heiuinenf  "  Newton  "hu  been  inaccurately 
nictched  to  It.    We  have  failed  10  diKover  (he  author.    B«h  the  cdiloi  aod  pub- 


lithen  of  "  Sacred  Poetry  **  have  been  unable  to  obtain  i 


rr,.H>v  H»'.  f '—.  =■ 


T/ie  Sacred 
J^amiliar  Hi 

Popular  editioi 

The  Poems  o 

Krom  a  M.S.  („' 

history  of  Si 
■^    JVeeZ-  at  L 

Comprising  an  ■ 
g'.'rling,  and  a  \ 
HaliiceJIonmnei 
on  steel. 
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